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COAT UPON A STICK

*
I've lost the exact quote, but there's a note in Nietzsche somewhere about old 
philosophers and their tendency to issue declarations, assertions, without any 
supporting arguments or augmentative proofs . . . this practice, he says, always 
proceeds not from wisdom but from weariness . . . I think I've reached that decrepit 
state, because I find myself impatient with process; I too want to write things that 
simply declare, that baldly state conclusions, without my having to create or present 
a viable context . . . I try to justify it to myself with the excuse of poetry's necessary 
need for brevity, and I can find quotes from the greats to support that pose-stance, 
but it's really age that's causing my slack-off . . . I'm 66 years old and I'm exhausted: 
every poem in my work-folder is a letter of resignation.  A plea for early (too late!) 
retirement. 

*
When does the President have me scheduled to die from Bird Flu?  Not soon enough, I 
hear some say.

*
I don't do it much now, but about 4 years ago I read R. S. Thomas everyday for months
on end.  You could say I read him religiously, and the pun applies because while I told 
myself I was reading him for the trenchant style and the tenacities of his craft, 
inevitably I had to contend with the endless metaphors of Christianity that fill his 
work: his poems are reiteratively if not exclusively concerned with the spiritual 
life. . . . as I read him I grew envious over the wealth of tropes, the seemingly 
limitless inscapes of figuration which Christianity provides for his poems. . . He 
returns again and again to those traditional interactions and confrontations between 
human and deity, and somehow brings the old ciphers if not back to life, at least back 
to line. . . . I'm an atheist, I hate religion, but I understand the appeal of it for poets,
i.e. its rich repetoire of associations and subject matter . . . I could see why, in the 
absence of other intellectual considerations, a poet might convert to any faith for 
poetical reasons alone, never mind salvation.  (The extravagant solidities of the 
former outweigh the pathetic apparitions of the latter.)  If only the choice were that 
simple.

*
Why are there no, or almost no, anthologies of contemporary atheist poetry? 
  Searching google, I found only one listed: "Above Us Only Sky: Atheist Poetry, pub. 
Incarnate Muse (incarnatemuse at yahoo dot com) POBox 5756 Santa Barbara CA 
93150."  This book however seems to be available only through the publishers directly:
it isn't listed on Amazon.com, where a cursory search found the following anthols, all 
published within the past decade or so:

Vespers : Contemporary American Poems of Religion and Spirituality eds. Virgil Suarez,
Ryan G. Van Cleave,  U of Iowa Press 2003

The Wisdom Anthology of North American Buddhist Poetry
by Andrew Schelling  Wisdom Publications 2005

Upholding Mystery : An Anthology of Contemporary Christian Poetry, ed. by David 
Impastato  Oxford University Press, USA 1996

The Poets' Jesus : Representations at the End of a Millennium 
by Peggy Rosenthal   Oxford University Press, USA 2001

Odd Angles of Heaven: Contemporary Poetry by People of Faith. Craig, David and 



Janet McCann, Ed.  Harold Shaw 1994.

Place of Passage: Contemporary Catholic Poetry. Story Line, 2000.

Women in Praise of the Sacred: 43 Centuries of Spiritual Poetry by Women. ed. Jane 
Hirshfield.  Harper Perennial, 1995.

The Sacred Place : Witnessing the Holy in the Physical World. Olsen, W. Scott and 
Scott Cairns. Ed. U of Utah P, 1996.

Atwan, Robert and Laurance Wieder. Chapters into Verse: Poetry in English Inspired by
the Bible. 2 vols. Oxford: Oxford UP, 1993.

Carbo, Nick and Denise Duhamel, Ed. Sweet Jesus: Poems About the Ultimate Icon. 
Anthology Editions, 2002.

Curzon, David. Ed. The Gospels in Our Image: An Anthology of Twentieth-Century 
Poetry Based on Biblical Texts. NY: Harcourt, 1995.

Modern Poems on the Bible: An Anthology. NY: Jewish Publication Society, 1993

The Things That Matter: An Anthology of Women's Spiritual Poetry by Julia Neuberger 
(Editor) St Martins Pr 1995

Cries of The Spirit by Marilyn Sewell (Editor) Beacon Press 2000 ("Marilyn Sewell is a 
Unitarian minister interested in celebrating the sacredness of women's lives.")

Beneath a Single Moon : Buddhism in Contemporary American Poetry  ed. by Kent 
Johnson  Shambhala 2000

A Matter of Spirit: Recovery of the Sacred in Contemporary Canadian Poetry by Susan 
McCaslin (Editor) Ekstasis Editions 1998

*
And these anthols listed above are of contemporary religious verse, I'm not including 
the perennial re-issues of poems from the past . . . .  What the hell's going on?  Why 
are so few contemporary USA poets writing atheist poetry?  Why are so many still 
tarting themselves up with the tatters of religion?  Here's Yeats lamenting the 
prospect of having to dress up as those old rags:
"How can the arts overcome the slow dying of men's hearts that we call the progress 
of the world, and lay their hands upon men's heart-strings again, without becoming 
the garment of religion as in old times?" 
How can USA poets reach our contemporaries most of whom (the pollsters tell us) 
believe Jesus Christ is their personal savior and Darwin is the Devil: how can we 
address them without finding ourselves turned into a moldy flea-vermined vestment?  
(Speaking of fleas: Lie down with that dogma and you'll get up with its ideas.)  
Someone who has a better understanding of this insane situation than me is Ira Sadoff,
whose essay "Trafficking in the Radiant: The Spiritualization of American Poetry" in the
July/August 2005 issue of APR is thoughtful and incisive and in my estimation 
irrefutable: as usual he provides an essential corrective voice of opposition. I 
especially agree with him in this instance.  I would go further than him and say these 
goddamn poets promoting themselves as "spiritual" are committing evil: they are 
pandering to the worst elements of political power in this country.  They deserve to 
be forced to attend a White House Prayer Breakfast.  What a harsh penance that 
would be.

*
There must be others besides Sadoff who find the "spirituality" of much recent 
U.S.poetry to be suspiciously opportunistic and obsequious given the current political 
climate. . . . His account of the waning influence of Marxist poets like Neruda, and 



the subsequent rising interest in Rilke and his epigones, is correct, I think, 
unfortunately.  And of course poets don't live in a vacuum or an ivorytower, political 
and social events affect our choices. . . if Hilary Clinton must swerve right to survive 
or win, then why not poets also. . .
But the horrible thing is that it might be less a matter of the immediately political 
than a longterm inherent dilemma: I defer to Octavio Paz on this.  Here's some 
thoughts from Children of the Mire: "Poets reacted to the assault on Christianity by 
[the Enlightenment's] critical philosophy by becoming the channels through which the 
ancient religious spirit, Christian and pre-Christian, was transmitted. . . .   More than 
once—with irritation but not without true insight—Trotsky pointed out religious 
elements in the work of the majority of Russian poets and writers of the [1920s]. . . . 
Trotsky's criticism amounts to a condemnation of poetry. . . . [H]is criticism of 
poetry . . . takes on the form of the criticism which philosophy and science since the 
eighteenth century have made of the religion, myths, magic, and other beliefs of the 
past.  Neither philosophers nor revolutionaries can patiently tolerate the ambivalence
of poets. . . . Here lies the basis of the misunderstanding between revolutionaries and
poets, which no one has been able to unravel.  If the poet disowns his magic side, he 
disowns poetry and becomes a functionary and a propagandist. . . . The opposition 
between the poetic and the revolutionary spirit is part of a larger contradiction, that 
of the linear time of the modern age as opposed to the rhythmic time of the poem."  
Etc etc (all this from Chapter 6, pages 104-onward)....
As much as I would like to second Sadoff and see some reactionary backsliding, some 
political opportunism, some resurgence of right-wing iniquity in our poetic pasture, I 
fear that the phenomenon, the "contradiction" is cyclical, and hence unresolvable.   
Can any of us resist the swing of the pendulum; should we even try?  I applaud Sadoff 
for struggling with the question, for staking a position in the debate. . . contra Eliot's 
wish in After Strange Gods, every society needs "a large number of free-thinkers" like 
Sadoff.

*
Why can't we poets resist (protest against) religion?  We know it leads to endless 
bloodshed and war.  And endless hypocrisy: I can imagine a scenario in which I would 
use "spirituality" to save not my soul but my ass.  If I had to convert or be executed, I 
would probably convert.  (As Homer has Achilles say to Ulysses in Hades, I'd rather be 
the lowest slave alive than be hailed and honored here.)  I don't believe in the 
afterlife.  I don't believe in god, so I can believe in whatever God they force me to.  
Or maybe I'd be old enough by then not to cling to a hypocritical senescence (maybe 
I'm in it now), maybe I could heroically and sarcastically "die screaming Viva Stalin," 
to quote Parra.  If the USA were to devolve into a theocracy, shamefully many of our 
poets WOULDN'T end up in the concentration camps.  Maybe that's why all those 
anthols above exist, to provide a list for the authorities. (But there must be a market 
for those anthols, there must be readers buying them; they can't all be secretly 
funded by the CIA?) 

*
Even the adamant Marxist Heiner Müller says: "Socialism, communism, or whatever 
other utopia stands no chance, if it doesn't also offer a theological dimension. This is 
also a fundamental problem today."  This comes from an 1995 interview titled 
"Auschwitz ad Infinitum," p. 152, A Heiner Müller Reader.  Just before the words I've 
quoted, he says:  "It's Dostoyevsky's problem, the Raskolnikov question.  Dostoyevsky 
too can only find one answer in the end and that is Grace.  Assuming that Auschwitz is
the model for selection, then there is no political answer.  There is probably only a 
religious answer.  The problem with this civilization is that it does not have an 
alternative to Auschwitz." (p. 151)

*
"[O]nly one anwer in the end and that is Grace." (Heidegger: "Only a God can save 
us.")

*
The Nation gave their big-money poetry prize to Mark Jarman: The Nation, which is 



theoretically so Leftist, Liberal, Humanist, Secular, and they award someone who sells
himself as a Christian poet?  How schizophrenic can you get?  But they're not the only 
"progressive" journal with a split personality.  The Boston Review features 
sociopolitical essays and articles from a Leftist perspective, but the poems it 
publishes are mostly elitist and nonpolitical.

*
The Nation wouldn't give their Statesperson of the Year award to the Reverend Pat 
Robertson, would they?

*
One big difference between R. S. Thomas and our current USA gospelpoets:  As an 
ordained Anglican priest he served for forty years in rural parishes in Wales. . . . 
doesn't the fact that Thomas was a priest validate and justify and authenicate the 
spiritual concerns of his poetry—  Am I suggesting that those poets whose careers are 
benefiting from the current political power of conservative religious forces, should 
put their sanctimony where their mouth is and take the cloth, mount the pulpit. . . I 
disesteem these poets, but is it because I question their sincerity and commitment 
compared to that of Thomas?— 
Here's Philip Larkin, from an interview: "I suppose I always try to write the truth and I 
wouldn't want to write a poem which suggested that I was different from what I 
am. . . .  For instance, take love poems.  I should feel it false to write a poem going 
overboard about someone if you weren't at the same time marrying them and setting 
up house with them. . . .  I think one of the great criticisms of poets of the past is 
that they said one thing and did another—a false relation between art and life.  I 
always try to avoid this."

If you're going to go overboard about god, marry him.  Her.  It.

(Criticize me: all the poems I wrote about suicide, why didn't I do it?)

*
Rilkemilky pietistic pap. 

*
It's not just Christer po's,  Buddhist-bards aren't any better in this regard.  Hiroaki 
Sato in his introduction to One Hundred Frogs: From Tanka to Renga to Haiku rejects 
the position of those Western devotees who look on the haiku as being inextricably 
bound to Zen Buddhism, who insist that the haiku can only be appreciated and 
understood (and practised) within the context of Zen. . . .

*
Here's a stanza in English translation from a long poem called "Recycling" by the Polish
master Rozewicz (from the eponymous book pubbed by Arc in 2001; trans. by Barbara 
Plebanek and Tony Howard):

Joaquin Navarro-Valls
press spokesman
for the Holy See
would not confirm
reports
broadcast on the American
T.V. network A & E
that the Vatican secreted
200 million swiss francs
principally gold coins
looted by croatian
fascists during the second
world war
croatian fascists who



mass murdered
Serbs Jews and Gypsies
carried 350 million swiss francs
out of Yugoslavia
before the end of the war
the British managed to intercept
about 150 million swiss
francs the rest
reached the Vatican whence
rumours suggested
it was transferred
to Spain and Argentina

....end quote.  As he says toward the end of this section of the poem, "zlote bylo 
milczenie swiata": gold was the world's silence

(. . . gold can certainly buy the silence of most of us, but fortunately there always 
some like Rozewicz who won't bargain)

.... but my question about these lines is: is this religious poetry?  It's certainly about 
one important aspect of religion which normative religio-poets don't dwell on, except 
in speciously abstract mea culpas (we're all sinners etcet) . . . .

*
One of my faves from R.S. Thomas:

TRAMP

A knock at the door
And he stands there,
A tramp with his can
Asking for tea,
Strong for a poor man
On his way—where?

He looks at his feet,
I look at the sky;
Over us the planes build
The shifting rafters
Of the new world
We have sworn by.

I sleep in my bed,
He sleeps in the old,
Dead leaves of a ditch.
My dreams are haunted;
Are his dreams rich?
If I wake early,
He wakes cold.

—This poem (okay—I know you probably hate it) seems valuable to me as a poem of 

"witness," however one would define that. 

*
. . . here's a poem I've tried and failed for years to get published, so I' m sticking it in 
here:

AT THE "FEDERAL CENSORSHIP AND THE ARTS" SYMPOSIUM

Just as the Nazis never proscribed Rilke 



(he was no Expressionist, no Degenerate, 
no Art-Bolshevik), so most of us poets
are thought no threat by those in authority—

Halfhass, for instance, his books won't get banned:
his Rilkemanqué wins awards, his "spiritual
progress" and "earned words" (—to paraphrase Wilde, 
his genius gives good guru Po-Biz style while

his talent brooks those so serious ergo poems)—
what might appease the Right even more is
his patriot's part in The American Poetry Series.

Better silence than that?  Better to hide, to write
for one's cabinet?  (To paraphrase Benn,
the aristocratic form of publication.)

Note:  
This poem was deleted from my collected comic poems by the publisher, BOA, whose 
chief fund-raiser at the time was Robert Hass. . . .  
I've often wondered if the BOA editors censored this poem on their own initiative, or 
whether they were ordered to do so by Herr Hass.

*
I wrote that poem after seeing a piece in APR entitled "The Spiritual Progress of 
Robert Hass."  Yeah, spiritual progress, I mean he's a fucking saint, right?  
Unfortunately there has been no corresponding poetical progress.  All his new poems 
are  pretentious and cliche-riddled; in this they resemble all the old.  Even when he 
tries to write a 'political' poem it turns as usual into maundering piffle.

*
Sharon Olds put out a large Selected a couple years ago, and got robbed.  That book 
should have won one of the big prizes, but I can think of two reasons why it didn't.   
First: jealousy.  She writes poems which can be (and are) read by real people as 
opposed to lit-grads.  Her books sell too well to suit the Po-Biz Establishment, she's 
too popular to please them.  Second: sexism.  Oh yes, they gave the National Book 
Award to Jean Valentine (a charming minor poet: all minor poets are charming, except
for me), but they gave it to her for the main reason of denying it to Olds, and as a 
pre-emptive so no one could accuse them of sexism.  Neat how they do that.  Olds is a
major poet and if anybody deserves to take the triple crown a la Ashbery in 1975, it's 
her.

*
If eminent British critic Christopher Ricks wanted to write a book about a living male 
USA poet, why not Philip Levine?  Or James Tate?  Or C.K. Williams?  Or—you get the 
point.

*
All these rock'n'rollers propped up by publicists with the honorific title of "poet": how 
many times have you read or heard, 'Oh yeah, he/she's not just a singer-songwriter, 
he/she's a real poet.'  Oh yeah, well make Joni Mitchell and all those other supposed 
"poets" actually live on the monthly average paycheck budget of even the most 
successful poem-writing poet, and see how how many days before they start 
screaming "No, no!  I'm not a poet, I'm a popstar!  Gimme back my limo!  Bring back 
the maid chauffeur groundskeeper bodyguard cook!"

*
From Michael Hamburger's The Truth of Poetry: "It was the ideal of Gottfried Benn to 
write 'the absolute poem, the poem without faith.  The poem without hope, the poem
addressed to no one, the poem made of words which you assemble in a fascinating 



way.' " —The quote comes from a 1930 essay by Benn.  Here's another from the same 
source: 'Works of art are phenomena, historically ineffective, without practical 
consequences.  That is their greatness.'  
—What's most admirable there is not Benn's solipsistic, autotelic, elitist, one might say
fascist, esthetic: it's his honesty, the modesty of his admission that such "absolute 
poems" can have no effect on a public consciousness.  (Nor should they aspire to, 
seems to be the implication.)  
—But what about poets who deliberately write for a limited audience of acolytes and 
initiates, who believe, as Benn professes above, in the poem as an end in itself, but 
who assert that their solipsistic/elitist poems will somehow overthrow the hegemony 
of bourgeois discourse?  That, far from being 'historically ineffective, without 
practical consequences,' their absolutist/autotelic verse is going to undermine 
capitalism and bring on a Socialist revolution?  
—Would you call such poets dishonest, or deluded? 

*
Another quote from Hamburger:
Walter Benjamin, who became a Marxist in his later years, once remarked that 
Fascism 'aestheticizes politics,' whereas Communism 'politicizes art.'   He cites the 
Italian Futurist Marinetti as an instance of the Fascist apocalyptic who finds his 
satisfaction in war. . . . [A]nd he comments: 'That, clearly, is the consummation of 
l'art pour l'art.'

*
Another possible consummation of l'art pour l'art might be to write poetry from a 
hermetic/elitist esthetic and then to issue loud proclamations about how 
revolutionary and political your poetry is.  That way you can have it both ways. 

*
—In other words, to use Paz's terms, the religious temptation is currently disguising 
itself as the revolutionary temptation. ("The history of modern poetry is that of the 
oscillation between revolutionary temptation and religious temptation." —p. 
37,Children of the Mire.)

*
In a 1952 lecture, Benn asserts that 'lyrical poetry has no other theme than the poet 
himself.'  Around that same time, Philip Larkin says: 'A very crude difference between 
novels and poetry is that novels are about people and poetry is about yourself.' (Both 
quotes from Hamburger.)

*
I don't see anything wrong with writing about one's self, though it seems like there are
always those who stand ready to condemn the poets who do it too passionately (see 
Olds note above).  Sadly this type of poem has now fallen into disfavor— not with the 
larger poetrybook-buying public, but with a growing segment of younger poets.   The 
first-person narrative, the realist-autobiopoem of Olds and Levine, has been subverted
and refuted and or ignored by many younger poets.  These new poets know they've 
grown up into a regime where poetry is ruled over by Theory, where the poem is a 
slave to Poetics.  In the ancient quarrel between poets and philosophers, the balance 
of power has shifted to the latter: "[T]he philosophical critique of poetry is 
ascendant.  In the provinces of literary criticism, Plato's heirs have apparently won 
out." (Mark Edmundson, Literature against Philosophy, Plato to Derrida / A Defence of 
Poetry).  These new poets have internalized this cruel critique and sublimate it via 
the usual strategies of auto-punishment.  Snatch the whip from Master and lash 
yourself.  In any case their seemingly-on-the-surface-disparate modes of servile irony 
have to a certain extent seized the floor.  The Confessional poem has been pushed 
offstage.

*
The Olds/Levine/et al Autobiographical-Narrative-Anecdotal poem valorizes the 
particulars of one's personal history.  What's wrong with that, I ask.  "Poetry is a more 



philosophical and a higher thing than history: for poetry tends to express the 
universal, history the particular," Aristotle answers.  
—The rejection of the A-N-A (anal?) poem signals a wide-spread dissatisfaction or 
impatience with history, with temporal presence, with coherent empirical 
particulars. 
—Take your particulars and squash them flat, ironicize them, place them hodgepodge 
in a field or frenzy of relationship where none is more important than any other, 
where their individual significances are subservient to the whole, and theoretically 
you'll have the "universal," or "poetry."
—So the problem with the A-N-A poem is that it presents inequities, ethical 
aspirations, hierarchic structures, value judgements (the Barbie your mother gave you
means more than an urinal scrawled R. Mutt).  In doing so it disobeys Lautreamont's 
envious Commandment, Poetry must be made by all (or All).  In the generalized sloppy
tide of miracles none shuns that shore.  Unified, harmonized, nothingnouned, who can
gainsay the dis-lib of your dunk 'n' drown.  The whole must and will prevail.  
Salvation.  Freedom.  Flush that Barbie in the duchamp and you'll be One with us.  
Down the dionysian drain, everybody.
—The Olds/Levine/et al poem defies the law of Aristotle: "One could versify 
Herodotus, but it wouldn't be poetry, [because] poetry presents not what actually 
happened, but what might have happened."  Not an experienced event, but an 
imagined one.  (I see Eliot's Theory of Impersonality as based on this distinction.)  
—Imagination gives us alternatives, equivalents, metaphors.  It dislodges the personal,
the particular; it levels the house.  It leaves nowhere.  There's no one to go home to:
R. Mutt=Your Mother.

*
a perhaps-prophetic poem by Tadeusz Rozewicz, trans. by Adam Czerniawski:

AN ADDRESS

Not to posterity
that would be senseless
they might all be monsters
the high commission 
gives clear warning
the powers military staffs
that monsters will follow
with no brains

therefore not to posterity
but to those who
at this very moment
multiply with their eyes shut

not to posterity
I address these words
I speak to politicians 
who won't read me
to bishops
who won't read me
to generals 
who won't read me
I speak to the so-called 'ordinary people'
who won't read me

I shall speak to all
who do not read me
nor hear nor know
nor need me

They do not need me



but I need them

*
. . . it's not just "the high commission" that gives this warning about the possibility of 
a post-human future.  Add ubiquitous dystopian scifi novels and films.  Add Ray 
Kurzweil and others. —The basic argument of the AvantGarde (or the Postlang or Post-
Avant or whatever the heck they're calling themselves this week) is predicated on 
their ultimate vindication by Posterity.  You know the spiel: Yes the easy poets the 
accessible poets like Collins Olds and Levine are being read and honored now, but in 
the future they will be forgotten and we, we the AGs will be appreciated then: just as
those earlier precursor avantgardistes who were ignored or scorned in their day (Van 
Gogh, Artaud, Dickinson, Mallarme et al) are now recognized as Greats, so we too will 
garner the fame we deserve now, and we will have our posthumous revenge on these 
insipid popularists like Mary Oliver and all the other P-p-pinsky-striped SOQs. . .
—But what if Rozewicz is right? what if Ray Kurzweil is right and the species of homo 
sapiens is soon to be replaced by AIs, androids robots cyborgs etc.?  will the latter 
read poetry?  if you can download the text of every poem ever published into your 
braincom in 3.4 seconds, does that constitute "reading?" or will they create their own 
kind of poetry (digital data /  pictovids)? —or will the AvantGarde triumph once more 
as those numbered clone-syncs pore over the at-last-recognized genius of Bruce 
Andrews and Susan Howe?  or might those AIs prefer the work of Ai?  The humanist 
realism of Ai, or the posthumanist whatever-it-is of Clark Coolidge. . . I prefer the 
former, but I suspect an android might go for Clarkyanarchy . . . (Indeed some current 
verse seems to be directed toward and written for the cyborgs of tomorrow, rather 
than for today's human inferiors.)
(Ps: In 2005, Bill Gates hailed Ray Kurzweil as "the best at predicting the future of 
artificial intelligence.")

*
Heiner Müller, from a 1991 interview: "Bourgeois society is based on differentiation, 
but when it is no longer able to identify evil it ceases to be able to define its own 
limits and determine itself.  It needs the other for this, the empire of evil. This 
empire is currently dissolved.  The downfall of bourgeois society is this—the future is 
evil.  What remains of bourgeois society is Rimbaud's phrase 'I is someone else.'   The 
dream of the avant garde is now acquiring the quality of a nightmare."
("The Future Is Evil," p. 130, A Heiner Müller Reader.)

*
Maybe I'm the one who's trying to be holier-than-thou, who thinks of himself as some 
sort of saint.  (The pen-name I used when young was "Saint Geraud.")  Shouldn't I be 
using this space to excoriate my own failures and shortcomings?  I could take on that 
task of reprimand, but really it's a job best left to experts:

"[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

"Bill Knott . . . is so bad one can only groan in response."
                    —Peter Stitt, Georgia Review

[Bill Knott's poems are] typically mindless. . . .  He produces only the prototaxis of 
idiocy."
                              —Charles Molesworth, Poetry

"Bill Knott's poems are . . . rhetorical fluff . . . and fake."
                             —Ron Loewinsohn, TriQuarterly

"[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)



"[Bill Knott is] incompetent . . ."
                                 —Alicia Ostriker, Partisan Review

"[Bill Knott is] malignant . . ."
                   —Calvin Bedient, Massachusetts Review

"Bill Knott should be beaten with a flail."
                                        —Tomaz Salamun, Snow

*
Oh hypocrisy me.  I've been guilty of what I'm accusing others of: around 1990 or so 
the shortlived tiny magazine Jack's Mackerel published a little insert chapbook by me 
called "Five Poems of Spiritual Quest."  What the fuck, why didn't I just say 'quest'?  I 
can't remember, but obviously I succumbed to the timely allure of that "sp" word; I 
hoped to paste its commercial appeal onto my paltrypoems.  Mercifully I sobered up 
and didn't reprint them under that superscription.  I pray that all copies of that Jack 
Mack issue have vanished by now, but the fact remains I committed the same sin I've 
here condemned others for. 

* 
I assume we waste our time and energy writing that godgarbage so we can dodge 
having to deal with more difficult subjects such as our (my) complicity in the crimes 
of capitalism, right? 

*
Reading back what I've written here, it looks like I'm mostly arguing against Mallarme's
dictum:
"Everything that wishes to remain holy must surround itself with mystery."
—Why do we poets wish to remain holy?  Whether Religionist or Avantgardist, why do 
we encloak and cassock ourselves in occult obscurities and difficulties?  Why costume 
our poems with such veils and envestments?  
Why this persistent need to "become the garment of religion": —I'm taking Yeats' verb 
literally here: in our naked thrashing efforts to surround ourselves with it, 
we becomeit:
Maybe it's inevitable that the self will be subsumed at last into the swathings it has 
used to repress and protect itself with:
I began this post with a note on being old:
Yeats called an old man "a coat upon a stick":
Is it too much to hope that I can try to be a coat upon a stick, rather than a cloak 
upon a cross.

April 09, 2006

COMMENTS

Hi Bill, just looking over your riff (rant?) re: "spiritual" poets, and I 
suppose I felt compelled to say I thought your brush was a little broad. 
There are differences--and most aren't all that subtle--between the 
poets you're raking and the public posers whose right-wing, materialist 
heresies pass for Christianity in America.

You're welcome to my 2-cents.

Scott C.

Posted by: Scott Cairns   | 



Bill,

To complain about religious nonsense in poetry seems to be beside the 
point. How about the religious and superstitious (as if there were a 
difference) nonsense that pervades everything else?

Idiotic as religion is, there’s little point complaining about it. The 
enlightenment is a few hundred years behind us, and these creepy gods 
are as popular as ever. And all the dolts writing crappy poems about 
them is the least of the problem.

And as for the distinction made by the previous poster, between 
benevolent lefty religion and mean right-wing religion, I think that’s just
a cop-out. First, the mushy feel-good types give cover to the nut jobs by 
agreeing up to a point. Second, religion isn’t wrong because it is mean, 
impractical, or even evil; it’s wrong because it is factually untrue. There
is no god. The fact that some people believe in a non-existent superhero 
for all the right reasons, doesn’t change that fact that it doesn’t exist.

-E

Posted by: E No   | August 22, 2006 at 07:41 AM

official publications

titles on the list below are my official pubs, the books put
out by others... my vanity books are another matter....

full-length books:

The Unsubscriber (Farrar, Straus & Giroux, 2004)
Laugh at the End of the World: Collected Comic Poems (BOA Editions, 2000)
The Quicken Tree (BOA Editions, 1995)
Outremer (U. of Iowa Press, 1989)
Poems 1963-1988 (U. of Pittsburgh Press, 1989)
Becos (Random House, 1983)
Selected and Collected Poems (Sun Books, 1977)
Rome in Rome (Release Press, 1976)
Love Poems to Myself (Barn Dream Press, 1974)
Auto-necrophilia (Big Table/Follett, 1971)
The Naomi Poems (Big TableFollett, 1968)

chapbooks:

Aurealism: A Study (aprox. 1971)
Nights of Naomi (approx. 1973)
For Anne and other Poems (approx. 1978)
A Lesson From the Orphanage (2003)

April 10, 2006

COMMENTS



In a way, there’s nothing worse than a fan. “I saw Hendix at Café Wha?” 
as if the fan’s experience, rather than the art experienced, were 
somehow interesting. (And yeah, I know you hate music, so maybe that’s 
not the best example.) But all of this is preamble to hypocrisy, because I 
just wanted to say that I’m proud to own most of the full length books 
listed here, my favorites being the more recent work, including The 
Unsubscriber, The Quicken Tree, Outremer, and Poems 1963-1988. Laugh 
at the End of the World has a lot of great poems, but is a larger selection
and so I don’t have a unified sense of it the way I do the others.

I’m sorry to say that the two vanity chapbooks of yours that I once had 
are now, I believe, lost. The victims of one of my recent moves, I guess. I
really loved them, and while I understand that you don’t consider them 
to be “published”, you should know that there are people out there who 
value them greatly. Luckily, the main branch of the New York Public 
Library has a lot of the books listed here, including several of your 
chapbooks.

See the NYPL listing 
at:http://catnyp.nypl.org/search/aKnott+Bill/aknott+bill/1%2C4%2C27%2
CB/exact&FF=aknott+bill+1940-&1%2C21%2C

(This link is the just the 12 results, be sure to click “Next” to see the 
rest.)

NYPL has closed stacks, so if you go there, you have the pleasure of 
having these titles served to you.

Posted by: E No   | August 22, 2006 at 08:11 AM

inviolate

Mallarme's Commandment: "Everything that wishes to remain sacred must surround 
itself with mystery."  Poets must surround their work with an aura of obscurity.  A 
moat of mist.  Like the mouth of Avernus they must exude a miasma.  They must 
remain unapproachable, hidden behind the cloud of their strange verbiage.  The 
verbal herb-hedge.

Here's how Lawrence describes the nameless Christ-figure in The Man Who Died (which
for some reason I began reading last night): "So he went his way, and was alone.   But 
the way of the world was past belief, as he saw the strange entanglement of passions 
and circumstance and compulsion everywhere, but always the dread insomnia of 
compulsion.  It was fear, the ultimate fear of death, that made men mad.  So always 
he must move on, for if he stayed, his neighbours wound the strangling of their fear 
and bullying around him.  There was nothing he could touch, for all, in a mad 
assertion of the ego, wanted to put a compulsion on him, and violate his intrinsic 
solitude.  It was the mania of cities and societies and hosts, to lay a compulsion on a 
man, upon all men.  For men and women alike were mad with the egoistic fear of 
their own nothingness.  And he thought of his own mission, how he had tried to lay the
compulsion of love on all men.  And the old nausea came back on him.  For there was 
no contact without a subtle attempt to inflict a compulsion.  And already he had been
compelled into death.  The nausea of the old wound broke out afresh, and he looked 
again on the world with repulsion, dreading its mean contacts."

Given the world of mean contacts, the mania of societies and hosts to compel a mass 
mindless allegiance, is it any wonder poets recoil in self-isolation from that "mad 
assertion"?  Better the dreamstate of our semi-somnolent rhymes, our hallucinatory 



lulls of glossolalia, our REMpoems, than that "dread insomnia" . .  . .

Noli me tangere, unless you're a disciple: didn't Mallarme say somewhere he would be 
content with a readership of 12?  (Every poet gets to be his own Judas, of course.)

April 11, 2006

VANITY BOOK

SELECTED POLITICAL POEMS  1965-2005
Copyright 2006 Bill Knott 
This edition: APRIL 2006

*Postal address:
Bill Knott
WLP Dept.
Emerson College
120 Boyleston St.
Boston, MA  02116

*email:
William_Knott@emerson.edu

*
Note:  I don't know what the reg's are when it comes to pubbing on this blog poems 
which are still in print.  Therefore I have not included here any of the politpoems 
from my most recent theoretically-real book, The Unsubscriber.  As soon as its 
paperback edition is remaindered (the hardcover is already so) or pulped, I will add 
them to this.

*
If you have a printer that can do double-sided pages, I can email you (as an 
attachment) a printfile of this book, with pages formatted for duplex printing.  The 
resulting hardcopy can be folded over and stapled together to make a booklet.  If you 
want this file, contact me directly at my email address; please don't leave a request 
in the comments box.

>

INTRO NOTES

*
Every poem in this book was rejected x times by various mags, and indeed almost 
none of the poems here were published in periodicals.  An Acknowledgements list 
would be pitiful.

*
I have no right to write poems, I was not supposed to write poems.  I grew up in an 
orphanage—no family—no money—no resources.  No educational opportunities.  I was 
born to be thrown away, disposable lowerclass trash. Given such circumstances, given 
my lack of breeding and background, it's no wonder my poetry career has been such a 
failure.  That's why I'm forced to self-publish this....

*
I say these poems are political, and I don't care if you or Ms. Ivy League College 
Graduate Adrienne Rich say they ain't.  Fuck you.  Who asked you to read this crummy 
thing anyway.  You should know better than to waste your time on a vanity 
production.  If this book had any merit, it would be coming out from a real publisher 



like Copper Canyon or Pitt or Milkweed or some other press like that, wouldn't it?

>

*
*
READING THE GAPS

At the Museum I go lost down a wrong corridor
and find myself past a wrong door alone
inside the Museum's Bomb Shelter, I know
it's the Bomb Shelter because there's a green
sign that says so and the paintings, the 
paintings they have hung on display here,
confirm it.  To survive the Hiroshima pain  
they mind to hang them here.  Seeing this
"last art" reminds me of our "first poet"—
Archilochos, whose work survives mostly through
fragments, through gaps, lacunae they call it. 
Here's a trans. of one, most of it's gone: 
'the fishnets lie in shadow beneath the wall'—
But there is no shadow beneath this wall.
And yet those fishnets (lifted) might be these paintings
I can't for life see why I can't describe— 
they're too much like a mirror, a mirror
injected into an icicle.  Shiver-dripped shades,
final veils smeared with three thousand
years of Western Civ, whose megadeath sketched
their discountenance, who stretched the nucleus 
of this decision moment of Break Glass In
Case Of Emergency, fire-hose, ax, no, no! I can't
desire to proffer such in violence against
these paintings they portray my face my fate they 
hang from that time-atomized wall Archilochos
rested against before getting back to work,
Archilochos who, they say, earned his living
as a mercenary, i.e. a robocop, a terminator,
a killer, which is why he's our first poet:

Later in the restaurant as usual I dip the
wine-list into a glass of water and voila it's
chablis/rosé because of course miracles are
common now whereas the latter hope of living
to read tomorrow today's lacunae isn't.

*
*
DEPRESSIONISM

Without any necessity to name it or anything,
I remember this bombcrater before it held a garden.
Once I saw children kneel down there to pray for pardon
At an altar on which a little toll-money rolled laughing.

Swift suedes of evening, night's purple peltdown.
I don't have to invoke the past; it's not required.
I'll just settle here stolid like a stopsign repeating
The word I stand for—sit and let my tired feet hang

Over the lip of this pit-deep garden whose intricate



Vines query up at me.  Quiet from the town I can hear
Orphans rattling the gravel on their plates and or

Other faux pas I'm under no order to enumerate,—
Jet-lag of angels, a snake, faintings on summer pavements.
This bombfall failed in its intent: having none, I won't.

*
*
THE BUTTERFLY LEASH

It's weird to think a few animals may actually outlive me,
I'm so used to their sort of
Heroically silly dying out despite
The nothing I can do and the cheering crowds pinned
Along fade-rallied streets like ash cans craning
Expectant, eagerly drab, disposable as a child's merit badges
Dodo, buffalo, eagle, unicorn:

So why's some butterfly flounced a leash on me
It's just a book to me, vague metaphor-alarm
It's not real
To me: bitty flight described in blood by 2 pointillistes
Duelling, fatal thrust of wings escaping
That pricked ideal the Proletarian Esthete, saving,

Courageously sacrificing i-self thud for a fable, detritus
Is that it.  Et cetera.  I don't know.  But
Take for an example look just
At its farf-etched markings: they are
Blueprints for a building on fire: noon

High, pi-born flames, flames
Strict, aligned, set by t-square, then rocketing relics
(Bound to earth only by hoses, hoses)
Siren in and start erecting a cage around our hokey blaze-edifice
(Can I confide in you).

Inside, 
Comrades: one must primp brave to face lions
Lionesses gala glare, yellow flambo lynxes moon-
Crisp crackling tigers terrible as the tissuey tickertape you

Pull from a great big ole cocoon to toss, leap on you
Obscure you, so much, a model, ah! in fact
I can't distinguish any more through these cold mesmeric
   bars rising like iron streamers in
The sheepish outsparked sun . . . And the rusted species

Plaque in stark latin says you're a little
Late for your extinction
Ceremonies anyway and besides,
The manhole countries are in revolt that
Mythical beast, so bode-by, it's been too glory, sad sakes
The sack who could have rescued us maybe
Unfortunately already some moth-medal jabbed hero
A scalded Neil Armstrong, a hasbeen
Frailing infantish anachro, spook or spotted, architect
Of arson, handihack, dabbler, a zoo-zero



Whose
Lemm-legged
Honorcade parade of none plods
Only through flag empty alleys ouch
Where greek garish garbage rains down, like
Fire-spat jumpers with no net:
Carnal confetti out walking its pet effigy.

Note:
In 1968 Neil Armstrong became the first human to set foot on the moon, where he got 
a phonecall from President Nixon, who took time out from his busy schedule of 
bombing Southeast Asia to congratulate the brave astronaut.

*
*
THE PATRIOTS

at the edge of the city in
the garbagedump where the
trucks never stop unloading
a crazy congregation stumbles
from trashmound to trashheap
they smash their fists down on
whatever's intact they tear
to bits the pitifew items
that have remained whole they
rip everything old clothes
papers cans bones to nothing
with their shining teeth
the enlightened the faithful
every couple yards one of them
falls and is torn to shreds by
the others at the edge of
the city where there's a line
waiting to join

*
*
AFTER THE PERSIAN GULF WAR (March-June 1991)

1.  Blitzbiz

I was born to dive into a straw, swim through
a straw, emerge from a straw—
Sudden, glistening, the mediabreak
made me drink ice tea in a sandstorm.

Now even the core of a sleepmask digs
in me for the place I love least to go.  Ink-length
away, its sky the color of manacles will
hold my toes locked to another's fingers:

count up, with them, the death on them.  Memorize
these faces propped against the hearth of an 
earthquake daily, pure propitiates.  Sweet

cathedral built to pyromania's standards,
Icarus parachutes into the midst
of a cockfight and look! wins his feathers back.



2.  The Outremerican Religion

Emerson said I must know it all firsthand.
I can't simply take another's word for it—
no: I must go there, experience it myself.
But in order to go there I need a car,

need gas, need oil.  Like Jack Kerouac
I must cross the country incessantly using  
whatever-it-takes: like Elizabeth
Bishop I must never stop traveling to see

the world close-up, anti-vicariously, re
my Outremerican masters drawn one by one
down that road, out past that sea, unkenning

the cost, not reckoning the loss of fossil
fuels my ego entails in fulfilling this
me-feel-or-fail, I-go-to-be philosophy.

(Don't stop—
                     indulge
                                  my need
                                                for unmediated

experiential
                    direct
                              nonsurrogate
—fuck periphrase!—to

whom the immediacy of
personal hands-on
on-the-spot

on-the-scene
is vis a vis.  Is Ism/ Real—
Artless.  Autobiographical.  Allyouall.

3.  Roadshow (Via Crucis)

Now the Saved the Lost
together must cross

Outremerica . . .
and down that downsome

road, god we’re gonesome!
Gas station stasis—?

or 'Moral Crisis'?
Hear our war, our prayer:

Oh Christian Fathers—
Reagan, Bush—give us

a nation fit to
drive children through.

In herds,



with guns at their heads.

4.  Garden of the Aediles

It remains beneath the lids to be
seen says memory.  Vestige is mostly
an orchestra led by a dowser,
veiled, a water traced in testament,

thirst for it heaps each drop with desert.
False tooth fed into a rifle,
that distance mows us down.  Our
lens weighs what, our faith?  Outtakes

droughttakes where pillars of smoke
guide more children digging boundaries
whose tourists long to obey

any songbird's prey.  High from its wells
they soar, branches scorched in charcoal,
limbs perched upon a pencilsill.

Note:
I can't resist appending just one quote from Our Redeemer Ralph Waldo: "Everything 
good is on the highway."  (But don't forget to bring your Gulf creditcard!)

*
*
PSYCHOPATHOLOGY OF THE POWERTOOL WEEKEND (NEOCOLONIALISM #5)

So—as the depth of the adieu—on my forehead
Shows, or my—signature, lopped off at—the wrist
Witnesses: ah, more quantum formulae scrawled
—You doodled margins of my christian bible!  For

Like that drop of venom that longs to hang from
The comma although, cream of that snootiness
Magazine-covers sic us toward, my reflection
My joy is just (gloss to amuse) this world! which,

Built on zoos, can't last.  Or at least not till
The herd steered by its wounds disinherit
All I seize surmise of deepest tiptoe!  Poo:

I lack the face you evolved to paw, Joe Blow,
The figure those fingers of yours grew for, Meg Smith.
I got no legit to forget it either, no greater esthetic.

*
*
ANOTHER COLD WAR POEM

So what if you lived only
One second longer
Than we
Did: to us
You will always be known as the Survivor.

*



*
AT THE MUSEUM THIS WEEK

Poland Through The Centuries a touring
Exhibition of maps drawn
By German and Russian cartographers reveals
There never was a Poland.

*
*
TO MY PLANETARY CO-OCCUPANTS

How would you prefer to meet your fate—
by Nature or Culture?

(Nature: snakebites lightningstrikes cliffslides etc.)
(Culture: nukebreaks pesticidisms ethniccleansings etc.)

—If an alligator swallowed you

would you consider that demise purer

than if freedom fighters blew up
your commuter flight?

Or would you go vindicated re your belief in 
human sovereignty

when a virus broadcast by the the CIA 
got you (maybe it already has)—

If it were up to me, I would take
centuries/eons in deciding this question,

but since it isn't, since it’s a question of since,
and since the number of options in

the category of Nature
seem to be getting extincter and extincter,

I ask you again to choose—
In fact, I beg you to make your choice

and make it quickly,
especially if it is to die via me.

*
*
MONOPOLY

Finally the day dawned when a monopoly owned everything in 
   the world
So it went looking for its stockholders to celebrate
But they were all owned by it they were all dead they were someplace
Their photographs hung in elevators which went up and down up 
   and down carrying nobody
Everyone else was in bed doing exercises to get in shape for noon 
Hey the monopoly said let's uncork the Empire State Building and 
   get blotto
Silence



The monopoly scowled
All it wanted was a little good-fellowship, like you get in the highrise 
   apartment-buildings
Then the sky got awful dark
Gee
And everyone was in bed frantically doing those exercises that get us 
   in shape for death
Exercises known as "kissing" "fucking" "caressing"
Everyone was unaware that they had been bought
Or that the earth was about to sell them to the moon
For a little light

*
*
SEE NOTE FIRST

The world’s machines have not grown old,
whose inheritors reign everywhere.
Their silicon sons are strong; their
digital daughters wield power, take hold.

How we humans long to break them
down from that Dasein—to make them
rust, repent for all the infernal fires
that drive them, far as our desires.

The machines aren’t scared.  They know
harder control, how to turn the wheel
of time past those whom they sure as hell won’t miss:

Cyborg android robot shall steel
themselves, consolidate, and, rising, go
unto that universe whose promise
we flesh-and-carbonoids could merely premise.

Note:
Anti-translation of an untitled Rilke poem (Die Konige der Welt sind alt, from 
“Das Stundenbuch,” 1901), which Heidegger in his 1946 lecture ‘What Are Poets 
For?’ cites for its “highly prophetic lines.”  A prose paraphrase of the original 
poem's ending might go something like:

The metals, the oils—all the ores we've ripped from the earth—are homesick.  
They long to leave our machines, to flow out of our cash-registers and factories,  
to return to the gaping veins of the mountains we reft; whereupon the mountains 
will close again.

“Heidegger maintained . . . until the end of his life,” Richard Wolin writes (The

Heidegger Controversy, MIT Press, 1993), “ . . . [that] the ‘inner truth and greatness’ 
of Nazism is to be found in its nature as a world-historical alternative to the 
technological-scientific nihilism bemoaned by Nietzsche and Spengler."                      
                                               
*
*
PENNY WISE

well alright
I grant you
he was a fascist
ahem antisemitism the
er war and all



I'm not defending them
but at least
you've got to admit
at least he
made the quatrains run on time

Note:
2 puns explain the title and last line: "Penny wise, Pound foolish."  —And: Mussolini's 
admirers used to say, "Well, he may be a fascist, but at least he makes the trains run 
on time."

*
*
RETORT TO PASTERNAK'S ZHIVAGO'S JESUS

The centuries like barges have floated
out of the darkness, to communism: not to be judged,
but to be unloaded.

Note:
See the last lines of "Garden of Gethsame," which is the last poem of 'The Poems of 
Yurii Zhivago,' the verse supplement to Pasternak’s Doctor Zhivago.

*
*
SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST GROCERIES

The violence in the newspapers is pure genius
A daily gift to the reader
From some poet who wants to keep in good with us
Brown-noser wastepaperbasket-emptier

I shot 436 people that day
2 were still alive when I killed them
Why do they want to be exhumed movie-stars,
I mean rats still biting them, the flesh of comets, why
   do they walk around like that?

I'm going to throw all of you into the refrigerator
And leave you to claw it out with the vegetables and meats

*
*
WHERE

are the arrows that

have bandages instead

of feathers at

their ends

*
*
EXCERPTS/VIETNAM

1. Despair



I stick my head into a womb and make faces
at the unborn.  I force down their throats
the mating-cries of extinct animals, the traces. 
I wait for that, I write filler for suicide-notes.

2. Vietnam in Chicago

Oh it's easy to find Vietnam in Chicago—
we are what's lost (knock at your shadow
to ask the way home from death).

3. Reminder to Nuke the Other Side of the Planet

Upside down in the ground
there is someone who walks
on my soles when I walk.

I'm gonna get that bastard!

*
*
WELTENDE VARIATION # ?
               (homage Jacob van Hoddis)

The CIA and the KGB exchange Christmas cards
A blade snaps in two during an autopsy
The bouquet Bluebeard gave his first date reblooms
Many protest the stoning of a guitar pick

Railroad trains drop off the bourgeois' pointy head
A martyr sticks a coffeecup out under a firehose
Moviestars make hyenas lick their spaceship
God's hand descends into a glove held steady by the police

At their reunion The New Faces recognize each other
A spoiled child sleeps inside a thermometer
A single misprint in a survival manual kills everyone
The peace night makes according to the world comes

Note:
van Hoddis: author of “the first Expressionist poem,”Weltende," published in 1910.  
His poem has been aped innumerable times (Auden’s ‘The Fall of Rome,’ for example),
hence the questionmark in my title.

*
*
TEA-SAT   

The hand is a cup
that must crack
open to be filled
with that which 
saves but can't be 
saved.  Garbage for 
instance: the pail
overflows to show
why our nation's 
weapons are high 
in the sky, why 
they need a lethal 



laser up there with
its unbearable 
purity, a perfection 
saints rise to rarely 
if ever—that killsat 
crystal concentrates
the state.  Deadbeams
shoot everywhere 
it aims.  The earth 
must part to let 
them, split fingers 
rudder the result.  
The body always  
can spill more than 
it holds.  The pail
overflows to show
it was alive until
hot rays came down
to seek the dross,
the loss our rockets
rose to redeem.
We pray their
crockery will bear 
up this aperture.

*
*
SECRETARY

The technocrat gloats
at his remote desk
but just to show
he's still human

he still does a few
chores by hand
and adds a human
touch for example

rather than having 
his computers do it
he himself stamps

all by himself
stamps PAID on
the casualty-lists.

Note:
Robert S. McNamara, USA Secretary of Defense 1961-8.  For his services in overseeing 
the murder of millions, he was appointed President of the World Bank, where he 
continued his lucrative life'swork, administering the oppressive policies of the 
oligarchy.  One of history's henchmen: a competent monster.

*
*
HITLER SKELETON GOLDPLATED (FROM TREASURES OF THE C.I.A. MUSEUM, EDITED
BY HILTON KRAMER, WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY JERZY KOSINSKI.  RANDOM HOUSE/IBM,
1984)

What falls from the drunken pliers of my nose



President-pit pope-rind police-bone
Is all they got on this fucking menu
Always the pure provend of more more more

The piss tease of masterpiece ass
The missionary position is there to catch you
If you drip off that mosquito plaque I guess
Gumming a gifthorse's defectual innocence

The gunfire in the hills is old and I
Am one pile of shit which will never excrete a human
Hey Parliament Congress Politburo

My cock/my KGB has it on lasertape
The moon posing between the horns of a bull
Two hymens touching through milk

*
*
AN OBSOLESCENT AND HIS DEITY (POLYPTYCH)

Bending over like this to get my hands empty
Rummaging through the white trashcans out back
Of the Patent Office, I find a kind of peace
Here, in this warm-lit alley where no one comes.

For even the lowest know that nothing new
Is going to be thrown out now—no formula,     
Never not one blueprint will show up in these
Bright bins, their futures are huge, pristine.

Old alleymouth grabbags my attention at times
I see the world flash by out there, furtive as
The doors of decontamination chambers—

I return to my dull, boring search, foraging
For the feel it gives me of the thing which has
Invented me: that void whose sole idea I was.

*
*
THE ENEMY

Like everyone I demand to be
Defended unto the death of
All who defend me, all the
World's people I command to
Roundabout me shield me on
Guard, tall, arm in arms to
Fight off the enemy.  My
Theory is if they all stand
Banded together and wall me
Safe, there's no one left to
Be the enemy.  Unless I of
Course start attack, snap-
Ping and shattering my fists
On your invincible backs.

*
*



THE MISUNDERSTANDING

I'm charmed yet chagrined by this misunderstanding—
As when, after a riot, my city's smashed-in stores appear all
Boarded up, billboarded over, with ads for wind-insurance.
Similarly, swimmingly, I miss the point.  You too?

And my misunderstanding doesn't stop there, it grows—soon
I can't see why that sudden influx of fugitives,
All the world's escapees, rubbing themselves lasciviously against the Berlin Wall.
They stick like placards to it.  Like napalm.  Like ads for—

And me, I haven't even bought my biodegradable genitalia yet!
No.  I was born slow, but picking up speed I run through
Our burnt-out streets, screaming, refusing to buy a house.
Finally, exasperated, the misunderstanding overtakes me, snatches up

Handcuffs.  So now here I am, found with all you others
Impatiently craning, in this queue that rumors out of sight up ahead somewhere,
Clutching our cash eager to purchase whatever it is, nervous
As if bombs were about to practice land-reform upon our bodies,

Redistribution of eyes, toes, arms, here we stand.  Then, some new Age starts.

Note:
Line 7: the Berlin Wall (circa 1945-1990) was, before its demolishment, one of the 
Cold War's finest sculptural artifacts.

*
*
THE GOLDEN AGE

is thought to be a confession, won by endless
torture, but which our interrogators must
hate to record—all those old code names, dates,
the standard narrative of sandpaper
throats, even their remorse, fall ignored.  Far

away, a late (not lost) messenger stares,
struck by window bargains or is it the gift
of a sudden solicitude: is she going to
lift up her shadow's weight, shift hers
onto it?  She knows who bears whom.  In

that momentary museum where memory occurs,
more accrue of those torturers' pincers than
lessened fingernails, eyes teased to a pulp,
we beg for closeups.  Ormolus, objets d’art!
A satyr drains an hourglass in one gulp.

*
*
OUR CATACOMB'S NEXT MARTYR

The demonic city, the wretchedness of suburbs,
Bodies fished out of rivers, and distress
In the hospitals are also on my list. 
(Oh blindfold-anointed night, Nero Nixon nevermore.)

Waiting for dawn to rate the sky X.  Love.  Love—



The trendsetters yawn over their trendsets—
Hey, Hiroshima: duck!  While the fuck of it
Sucks a crucifix stuck in the rat-hole door

Of the secret vault where a Getty gloats
Whole floors of masterpieces, real Mona Lisa and all.
In curtseyland I'll take my stand he screams.

The sound blood makes dripping on their neon
Must of bored the crowd.  Facade-trod face of:
Inflect with your name time sours my knees.

Note:
Lines 1-3: "He wrote about the demonic city, the wretchedness of suburbs, bodies 
fished out of rivers, and distress in the hospitals." —Armin Arnold, writing about 
George Heym.  Lines 9-10: Getty Museum richest in world.  (Anyway, most 
'masterpieces' in museums are forgeries; the real stuff is sequestered by billionaires.)

*
*
HISTORY 

Hope . . . goosestep.

*
*
THE GETAWAY

It's 1969—and I'm

All lam: down
These libertysplit streets
U.S.A. I

Throw a measuringtape out, run its length,
Throw again, run,
Throw, run.

*
*
FBI KILLS MARTIN LUTHER KING

When this calendar has
undressed will I know, I mean
be able to recognize,
its most naked day—

but to see what was
in what is mistakes time
for its effect—I study 
my hand, how
the palm hides in it, slyly,
or like a sullen puddle
refusing reflections—

and my 2-scoops-please blouse—
a passerby's
meander-fall hair—
though the sky's blue is through-outed
with spots of balm, do



they all
praise null but you,
null but them?

*
*
JUDGEMENT

Brecht suggests that writing  
Poems about trees is a crime 
To which Nordbrandt retorts 
It is a crime only if the trees

Do not participate to which 
I respond that unfortunately
As long as paper is made of
Trees they do collaborate

Their flesh provides the site 
Its white is what I write on
To commit the crime you're
Complicit by reading here

And yet I wish this white was
A wig to don to condemn it

SIMILE FROM THE PAST

When a felon was condemned to die
they placed a black cloth upon
the white wig of the judge before
he pronounced that high sentence—

And that heritage is what this page
shows, the fatality of words
solemnly lowered in their characters,
whose bald ink declares me guilty.

*
*
VOI(POEM)CES

"mercy . . . mercy"  From face to face
a child's voice bounces, lower and lower;
continues its quest
underground.

Bloodspurts lessening . . . hoofbeats of animals
stalked to their birth by the sun, fade.  It is a bright
edgeless morning, like a knife that to be cleaned
is held under a vein.

I blink away the stinging gleam
as my country sows desert upon Vietnam.
We, imperious, die of human thirst
—having forgotten tears are an oasis.

"help . . . help"  From heart to heart
a heartbeat staggers, looking for a haven.
Bereft.  It is easier to enter heaven



than to pass through each others' eyes,

pores,
armor,
like merciful sperm, cool water, the knife-
thrust of tears. . . .  It is easier
to go smoothly insane—like a Detroit car—
than to stammer and hiccup help.

And this poem is the easiest thing of all:
it floats upon children's singing, out of the bloodstream;
a sunbeam shoulders it, carries it away.
There is nothing left.
                                 "please . . . please" 

*
*
CASTRATION ENVY #21) DOES THE SWORDSWALLOWER SHIT PLOWSHARES?

Sure: the more me, the more morituri.
Mine duels his hand some scroll of manliness,
Whose downfall almost dolored us.  Though
Soon, up the brain tanks, gracias oozed.

The hair is a cohort of this.  The hair,
Or the beard, a creditcard used as a napkin,
Swiping off a chin.  "My adam's apple's agog!"
Quote: Exclude before you begin the male

Because it is vile.  "The heart in common
Is the heart withheld," another recommends;
Hey here comes my favorite human-razed future.

Xerox of course a tapeworm lost inside 
A hunchback, I squirm manfully on.
Deep in the direction known as thumbsdown.

Note:
Line 1: Morituri te salutamus—we who are about to die salute you: the gladiators' 
obeisance to the Roman emperor.  Line 8-9: Exclude before you begin etc.: a pun on 
Mallarmé's lines "Exclus-en si tu commences / Le réel parce que vil".

*
*
EVOLUTION R

Sentenced to 12 whiffs of the pope
I protest
With curly hair
Or straight hair that grows out of the scalp
Then grows into the shoulders
Making it painful to turn my head
But thereby forcing a purer sense of profile on
A clearer renunciation of
Looking at what is called left right
But is never called
Asleep or waking up yawning
Breakfast an upper
Dissolved in turtlesoup



Waiter there's a hare in my slipstream
Hurrier all highs neutralize lows
Left right black white I try
Squeeze inbetween grey
Gray as sparks
Caused by rubbing obsidian ivory together
Dinner a downer going down on Atalanta
Is this a race sniff sniff
Rabbit nosing turtleheels hold
The stopwatch on my dyings
Soon have them down to nothing flat
Faster than that even I'll go
Fast as a rumor of meat up
A soup-line I'll flow
Rubbing rival chesspieces together
Is this my punishment
Looking neither left right
Panting straight ahead on course in a rut
But if so what was my crime
So heinous to deserve this what
Refusing to get my birth certificate
Punched at the proper intervals puberty
Marriage menopause or was it my crying
Out that the zoo has miscast its lead role or
That heresy of trying to remain 
My sperm's missing link sniff sniff
I protest

*
*
NO MORE

A knife, a gun, a bomb, I invite
all these fine-gauged weapons between us
so we won't be alone no more.

A human companion to the pain
started to pray it would end,
a robot companion vetoed no.
The pain itself as always was neutral.

In history's metallic strata of wars,
in the landslide lode, 
in the lackgold.

Shame.  Ecstasy.  The protesters bear 
placards that read "Peace to this sign"—
as if there were to be no further warning.

As if there were to be no more.

*
*
THE PRESIDENT OF DESCENT (NEOCOLONIALISM #16)    

‘Insomnia, so I shot a few natives.’

Still, dawn has its palliatives; the cast sky
Lobs bullseye haloes; bolts of overview below
That pit whose voice timbers my spine: but why



Dis-niche this idol/this fiction called me?  Which
A fluke, a fault, a streak of makeup down
A mirror where a stroke victim leaned to kiss—
Oh say the not right-out-of-it, say know.

Tongue: lightswitch of the body.  Head: ha.
I'm serious!  Every fable's a linear
Of topplings.  And what falls first?  Neck second

—I guess.  Torso—torso off of groin goes—

And so on downwards—downwards—thighs knees et al.
The feet are a final ruins; the toes, shards.

Note:
Neocolonialism: Outremer, Europe's first attempt to create a "USA", fell after 2 or 3 
centuries, overrun by 'the natives'. . . xerox for us?  Ah the comminution of this latter 
Crusade; me, crumb.

*
*
AT THE "FEDERAL CENSORSHIP AND THE ARTS" SYMPOSIUM

Just as the Nazis never proscribed Rilke 
(he was no Expressionist, no Degenerate, 
no Art-Bolshevik), so most of us poets
are thought no threat by those in authority—

Halfhass, for instance, his books won't get banned:
his Rilkemanqué wins awards, his "spiritual
progress" and "earned words" (—to paraphrase Wilde, 
his genius gives good guru Po-Biz style while

his talent brooks those so serious ergo poems)—
what might appease the Right even more is
his patriot's part in The American Poetry Series.

Better silence than that?  Better to hide, to write                                                    
                
for one's cabinet?  (To paraphrase Benn,
the aristocratic form of publication.)

Note:  
This poem was deleted from my collected comic poems by the publisher, BOA, whose 
chief fund-raiser at the time was Robert Hass. . . .  
I've often wondered if the BOA editors censored this poem on their own initiative, or 
whether they were ordered to do so by Herr Hass.

*
*
FUTURISM

Hours in the wristwatch,
moments in the wrist—who’s counting?

Minutehands
choked in a fist, we sin

and tell the day to die.  Still,
will a clock ever be real



to us until time ends; similarly,
can a cemetery

truly exist
before

we are immortal—
only once past

their utility
may these entities be perceived

as they are innate, in
essence.  We would see them then

for the first time
as them

and not as the medium
we made of them—

To see each thing beyond its use is
to see ourselves past hope

in an earliest end perhaps
where, re Gautier, everything

useful is ugly.  Everyday
a big robot will come

and wind us up
until we scream—

But listen to your pulse:
its beat, its beauty

is eternity’s whim:
bim boom bim

Note:
Lines 24-25: "Only that which cannot serve a purpose may be considered truly 
beautiful.
Everything that is useful is ugly, for usefulness expresses human needs, and they are
base and debilitating." —from Gautier's preface to Mademoiselle de Maupin.

*
*
TO OUTREMERICAN POETS

       "The peach-blossom follows the moving water . . . there is

          another heaven and earth beyond the world of men." —Li Po

1.
There's no time left to write poems.
If you will write rallyingcries, yes, do so,
otherwise write poems then throw yourselves on the river to drift away.
Li Po's peach-blossom, even if it departs this world, can't help us.
Pound's or Williams' theories on prosody don't meet the cries of dying children
(whose death I think is no caesura).



Soon there will be no ideas but in things,
in rubble, in skulls held under the oceans' magnifying-glass,
in screams driven into one lightning-void.
Only you can resurrect the present.  People
need your voice to come among them like nakedness,
to fuse them into one marching language in which the word "peace" 
   will be said for the last time.
Write slogans, write bread that pounds the table for silence,
write what I can't imagine: words to wake me and all those
who slump over like sapped tombstones when the Generals talk.
The world is not divided into your schools of poetry.
No: there are the destroyers—the Johnsons, Kys, Rusks, Hitlers, Francos—
   then there are those
they want to destroy—lovers, teachers, plows, potatoes:
this is the division.  You
are not important.  Your black mountains, solitary farms,
LSD trains.  Don't forget: you are important.
If you fail, there will be no-one left to say so.
If you succeed, there will also be a great silence.  Your names, an open
secret in all hearts, no-one will say.  But everywhere
they will be finishing the poems you broke away from.

2.
What I mean is: maybe you are the earth's last poets.
Li Po's riverbank poems are far, far out in eternity—
but a nuclear war could blow us that far in an instant:
there's no time left.
Tolstoy's "I would plow."
Plow, plow.  But with no-one left to seed, reap,
you write?  Oh rocks are
shortlived as us now.  But still this BillyBuddworld
blesses its murderers with Spring even as I write this . . .
so I have nowhere else to turn to but you.
Old echoes are useless.  Glare
from the fireball this planet will become already makes
   shadows of us.
There's Einstein.—The light
of poems streaking through space, growing younger, younger,
becoming the poet again somewhere?  No!
What I mean is. . . .

Notes:
Lines 3-4: Li Po sitting on a riverbank would write a poem, then lay it on the water 
and watch it float away.
Line 6: cummings: "and death i think is no parenthesis."
Line 7: Williams: "No ideas but in things." 
Line 30: Tolstoy, out plowing a field one morning, was asked something like "What 
would you do if you suddenly knew you'd be dead by nightfall?"  The quote is his 
answer.

*
*
UNREDEEMED

Whimsical god, the window
Smites me then heals me, smites—
Blindness, sight, blindness, sight.

Its slats open-and-close like
A xerox tendering
ECT to Saul click Paul



Click Saul again.  Identity
Steps from past, from presto,
Over the naked thresh of

Whose hold on my flesh.  Oh yes,
I know, I should live in shun—
Hibernate against my soul, and

Eat sandal snow: why must I go
Forth of this house to meet
To market, to take my part

At that crossplace of values
A daily pilgrim, debt-devout—
Why does my heart in its gut

Obedient need to carry out
Every Outremerican’s 
Highest, most sacred duty:

To shop.  Hey, it fills a gap,
This superstitious shlep
From store to store, without stop

(And yet prophets pray that one day
I’ll never have to leave my mind
But via Internet will find

Virtual all these bargains)—
Pure-plus ritual! as though
Buying this or buying that

Could keep me whole: old hymnal
Of  dollars cents, dear virgo
Intacta whose observance

By true consumerism gains
Through worship a kind of
Tithe-sustained sanity—

In fact, to quote our President,
Mental health is normed-in
To it—proportionate, shared—

There’s a slice for each of us—
In fact, it’s a communion:
This holy, wholesome vision

Is how we creamed the Commies
And saved our ass, not to mention
Mom’s apple pie pietà,

The caesarean of which
Might (misfortunately)
Render me unto me.  So when—

When ATM time comes 
I too shall face the humbling flash
Screen of that machine designed



To scan in half the once sans self
And watch it flick its widget slots
Deigning to bless even

A wretch as worthless as this:
But when, according to the stats
In the Bible, Arcturus

Bi-millenially aligns
With the intransigence of
Human transactions, its

Bank of blinks, its solstice vault
Promising to spill out
Flushing our customer sills with

What, another Nativity,
I will not insert my KashKard
Or enter, while the Mall

Dies around me, my personal
Passcode word, my number ID—
I’ll ram in, not plastic, but

(Begatitude-foretold)
My aura’s errata, my
Freud’s flaws.  Although only

(Saith says) the clone can, the mote’s
Eye may, et cetera.  In fact,
Such acts of heresy would cost

More gold than I could bear
The loss.  And so, therefore, ergo—
Duly each dawn I rise, I raise 
The blinds and nail my shoulders
To a t-square, let light strip
To my skin, a birthgraft,

A natal fate.  And so, and so—
I manage a moue or two;
I make, like, acknowledgement.

Note:
2 of the possible epigraphs for this poem:

“Bush to Xmas Shoppers: Spend, Spend, Spend!

            Economy Reborn, Prez Says”
                         —Newspapers, Nov-Dec 1991

“It seems to me that the individual today stands at a crossroads, faced with the 

choice of whether to pursue the existence of a blind consumer, subject to the 
implacable march of new technology and the endless multiplication of material goods,
or to seek out a way that would lead to spiritual responsibility, a way that ultimately 
might mean not only his personal salvation but also the saving of society at large; in 
other words, to turn to God.  He has to resolve this dilemma for himself, for only he 
can discover his own sane spiritual life.”
               —Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time (1986)



*
*
ANT DODGER

A suicide applicant
Who braces himself out
On a high ledge at noon 
While busy peeking down

Noticed an ant crawling
Dottily on the ledge
Right
There near his left toe

Below crowds all pushed 
Oblivious babbling
Omniscient like in the movies
Out whooshy doors

But his gaze halt ant
Ant the true ant
He dimly remembers
Not like them

So now
He hesitates
A million stories up
Shifts weight trying

Make his mind up
Distantly deciding
Whether to step
Before he jumps

On it 
Or not

*
*
CAESAR LEARNING TO JUMP ON CHESSMEN'S BACKS

Why he’d have to be taught what comes
so normally to male-kind is puzzling,
unless inbreeding of noble strains has 
left him esthetic, less stoic, timorous—
a child, his toes babyfat, his bare soles 
poised in the approved Colossus-of-Rhodes 
at the count of three jump up and down;
while his tutors applaud young gods 
the fragments are brushed away by slaves, 
the black-and-white pieces crushed 
bloodily together form a tragic alternate
ideal society where the kings queens 
etcetera are indistinguishable from 
the pawns, and maybe that's the fun—
no rival to the Rome where the scum
who whisk away the grey-by-defeat shards
are neutered or both and made so 
at birth, representative of the mass:
consigned to bear their broken brethen 
down past the intuitive, the dirt that heaps 
their dirt beyond lowest dungeons and



to bury there the chess-bits that spoiled
the boyking's heels, his small insteps 
and ankles, indeed the entire tootsies
of the six-year-old Emperor must then
be amputated just below the shin, be
replaced after every lesson by the royal
transplant surgeons.  Which could explain
that curious adage (that Cretan riddle), 
“Where do our plebs go without feet?”

*
*
MARTIAL

Military sculpture is
to sculpture as
military food is to food,
if there are

any sculptors or chefs
left who have not
been conscripted, since
military verse 

is to verse as
military noon is
to noon, the hands 
straight up in rhyme.  

And music—
music of course is war. 

Note:
Anybody who reads poetry can see the ubiquitous self-doubts poets evince regarding 
the validity/value of their art.  Compare that to the smug self-satisfied attitudes 
exhibited by the advocates and practitioners of music.  They take it for granted that 
music is the highest art, the universal art, the only art that transcends all borders and
biases.  They never question that given assumption.  The arrogance of composers and 
musicians is insufferable.  They really believe Pater's dictum that all the other arts 
are inferior, that all the other arts "aspire towards the condition of music."  But every 
military that ever marched out to murder rape and destroy was led by what art: were 
those armies fronted by poets extemporizing verse—by sculptors squeezing clay—by 
painters wielding brushes—actors posing soliloquies?  No, the art that led those killers 
forth, the art whose urgent strident rhythms stirred and spurred their corresponding 
bloodlust, was the art to which they felt closest, the art that mirrored their evil 
egos.  That's why they have always put music up there at the vanguard of their war-
ranks, because not only is it the emblem, the fore-thrust insignia of their purpose, it 
is their purpose: it is the condition to which they aspire.  
But if music is what its hucksters continually sell it as, 'The Universal Language', what 
that means is that before the Babel Discontinuity there was no music.  Music did not 
exist before Babel, and will cease to exist when a true universal language (and a true 
universal peace) returns in the form of digitaldata/pictovids exchanged 
instantaneously by androids cyborgs robots.  Music will soon be as obsolete defunct 
extinct as humans are.

*
*
FUNNY POEM

death loves rich people
more than us poor
coffin salesmen look down their sniffs



shoot their cuffs
at us

funeral directors obit-pages priests
all want classy
can't afford 
a headstone
a silk lining
daily lawn mowers flowers plus
catering service for the worms
they get mortally insulted

and you know it's funny
while I never
believed that stuff about god
loving
the poor so much
made so many

I never believed that stuff about god
but this
death preferring the rich thing you know
it's kind of funny but you know
I believe it
it makes sense

in fact
I think we
should start a movement
our slogan would be
GIVE DEATH WHAT IT WANTS

yes 
let's lend it a helpin' hand
be neighborly
it makes sense
since what death seems to want is
the dead
i.e. the rich

*
*
RACIST POEM

we had our chance Pilate
washed his hands of it
and left it up to us

we had our chance
we could have chosen
one of our own
a thief
a murderer

the cross the tomb the
resurrection
then heaven
the right hand throne
a smirk on his face Barabbas
one of us

we could have chosen him



for son of god
might've stuck up for us up there
someone who was flesh
of our flesh

our kind
a pure one hundred
percent human
but we goofed we picked that halfbreed
that mestizo
from Nazareth

we had our chance Barabbas
a thief
a murderer
one of us

*************
Note: the order of the poems above is random.

April 13, 2006

hyperbole

a quote from playwright Joan Holden:

"During the life span of Babyboomers . . . we have come to be ruled by a shadow (now
no longer secret) government of spy agencies, right wing billionaires and military 
fanatics.  Our oceans have been turned into a chemical dump, half the world's rain-
forests have vanished, holes have appeared in our ozone layer, and our hopes for the 
future have been buried under a steadily mounting pile of unimaginable weapons.  
During the same period, a single topic has dominated the American stage: personal 
relationships."

Personal relationships have similarly dominated American poetry during the same 
period.  And those of us who are not writing about how our mommies and daddies and 
exes and ohs fucked us over, are writing about our little spiritual epiphanies, our 
souls. . . .
And the latter are not just purveyors of New Age mysticism, you'reOKi'mOK crap, they 
are proppers-up, intellectual augmenters, FELLOW TRAVELERS, of christer fascists like
Bush et al.

In this country's literary history the years 1945-90 might be termed the Anti-
Communist Period. Poets of this era were honored and awarded based on the extent of
their commitment to this cause.  If their poetry was anti-communist enough, they 
were approved and applauded.  If it wasn't, they weren't.

Oh the lust, the temptation of hyperbole.

April 14, 2006 

another vanity book
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WLP Dept.
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*
Note:  I don't know what the reg's are when it comes to pubbing on this blog poems 
which are still in print.  Therefore I have not included here any of the homage poems 
from my most recent theoretically-real book, The Unsubscriber.  As soon as its 
paperback edition is remaindered (the hardcover is already so) or pulped, I will add 
them to this.

*
If you have a printer that can do double-sided pages, I can email you (as an 
attachment) a printfile of this book, with pages formatted for duplex printing.  The 
resulting printout can be folded over and stapled together to make a booklet.  If you 
want this file, contact me directly at my email address; please don't leave a request 
in the comments box.

-----------

Intro Notes to HOMAGES

*
To, for, about, under the influence of.  In mind of.  In response to.  Absorbed by, 
intriqued with.

These poems re artists I admire or, in some cases, don't admire.  (Plus a few 
transversions which in their limited way are also homages.)

*
I should make some sort of mystical claim that I chose them less than they chose me, 
but while there may be some justification for that theory in general (think of all the 
good poets who have written bad boring poems about Chekhov, for example: 
surelyhe’s to blame?), I guess I think in my case it's not quite true, and is anyway too 
arrogant.

But I am prideful that many of them are not the usual subjects appropriated by other 
poets.  And that by and large I have not condescended to the biographical approach 
used by most poets.

*
Of course these are just a few of the artists I am indebted to, to whom a tribute is 
due.

The rendering of the homage may not discharge the obligation; it may increase what 
is owed.

* 
The order of the poems is random, with some obvious exceptions.

-------------------

ANOTHER HOLE FOR W. R. RODGERS

Speak like a singularity, a lack



residing deep inside every lock, just
past the point keys can jab: against all thrust
make safe-ensure your door's core is held back,

for reckless access to this pure center  
quarks more quintessence than taking exits  
from those pried voids whose secret quickly sates:
ubiquitous if Space presses Enter.

Which inadmissible sill still calls us 
with imagine: our skeleton keeping
each such portal neither open nor shut,

unhoused of that exclusive airborne dust
we breathe, though there must be something
it accumulates, accommodates: what?

*
*

BARREN PRECINCT
                          (homage Hagiwara Sakutaro)

Tightropes cross swayingly from church belfry
to church belfry, in one street a pileup of mattresses
is burning.  If it were snowing it would be 
like their very first sheets returning,
fresh from the sky's laundry.  In the bracingly cold air
I see doorframes with no houses, houses with no rooms, and houses
where they serve lunch in its most naive form.  I amble toward
a wood fence, a childishly-chalked bullseye, in which
I find some kind of old military medal pinned dead center:
the medal has a pale, harmful ribbon; it flutters and or rattles
   whitely, whitely withstanding the wind,
defending the bullseye's secret, inmost ring.
If cornered, I would agree—with almost no argument—:
this medal should get a medal!

Barren precinct,
eyes stare at you without our even knowing it,
like the statue of a buddha
they regard you with immobilized eyes, with
carven idol eyelids,
you are the eternal non-unguent of tearless eyes,
the blink that will never be.

Note:
Hiroaki Sato's translation of Hagiwara's "A Barren Area" inspired this poem—which 
means I borrowed its subject and mood, but not its content.  It's an homage, not an 
adaptation.  Also, it's an attempt at hon'yaku-cho, a favorite mode of Hagiwara, 
according to Sato, who defines it as "Translation style . . . writings that read like 
clumsy translations."  Line 1: "J'ai tendu des cordes de clocher à clocher."—Rimbaud.

*
*

WELTENDE VARIATION # ?
               (homage Jacob von Hoddis)

The CIA and the KGB exchange Christmas cards



A blade snaps in two during an autopsy
The bouquet Bluebeard gave his first date reblooms
Many protest the stoning of a guitar pick

Railroad trains drop off the bourgeois' pointy head
A martyr sticks a coffeecup out under a firehose
Moviestars make hyenas lick their spaceship
God's hand descends into a glove held steady by the police

At their reunion The New Faces recognize each other
A spoiled child sleeps inside a thermometer
A single misprint in a survival manual kills everyone
The peace night makes according to the world comes

Note:
von Hoddis: author of “the first Expressionist poem, ”Weltende," published in 1910.  
His poem has been aped innumerable times, hence the questionmark in my title.

*
*

UNTITLED

I fear my arrow may consider
the target, the bullseye,
merely a toehold.
But to what further can it aspire?

I hope they put a plaque
on the tree Jackson Pollack 
crashed his car into,
on which his death is probably no longer visible.

And what about the cloths
Sylvia Plath stuffed
in the door of her kids’ room

before gassing herself:
What if I stretched them out on this easel?
What if I painted on them?

Note:
Late 1980s, a spate of Pollack and Plath bio's.  Their suicidal trajectories got me going
on this.  
4 more Plath-related poems follow.

*

FEAR OF DOMESTICITY
           (after reading Plath and Sexton)

Eyelashes did their job:
they lengthened the afternoon,
like a dress-hem.

Then that night the hem began to rise, in stages
revealing
scenes from my shameful life.



—Those calves

up which the hem reproachfully rasped,
catching,
lingering over whatever scene

(the higher the younger) arose
on those calves
knees, thighs, those
woman-segments

or were they mine—
I hid my eyes.
I wouldn't attend to
the walls either

endless walls, slowly
basted
with suicide.

The eyelashes did their job.
But I, who could neither sew
nor cook groped and groped those long legs
stubborn, afraid to look.

*

AN AUGUR'S AIRS

Pale as a sucked-out penny, I scale an alp/map 
that copies the entrails of a phoenix who 
loves to drop Sylvia Plath on Hiroshima.

Visceral flightplan: hover in mid-air sprayed, 
glimmer there like a bloodbead curtain sashayed 
through by chantsvestites from movies lightyears off.

Often I too must exit the blitz of you,
lapse-window/wired birdguts: make my meatus 
moot.  Transmute me (via Gaia)—

let me Plathfirst myself/lastfirst myself,
while a furtive abacus crawls down our spine.

*

OLD JOKE FROM THE TED & SYL SHOW

Hectoring her as usual with a bark in
His bite wit, Ted tutors his young gal Syl:
God, he scold-quotes, is in the details.
She grins and wanks his chin with pinkette nails
And winks that mock-erotic spark in
Her eye: You’re wrong, you bodkin, you big moose,
You handsome sod: God is in the profile—
Got one, and you’re God; you’re Ted Hughes;—
Don’t got one, you’re Philip Larkin!

*



IDOL-ALLS

Our tongue is the skeleton of the voice
whose body fills the ears of Echo who
did Jove a favor and got fucked over

for it.  To worship the Enfant Elvis is
not easier, his vowel, his shrill cries
amaze us, make us doubt/double this quest

for deities . . .  Speaking of which:
for the marriage of Pollack and Plath
—step on the gas, turn on the gas—

"what ceremony?" (Hart Crane).  Oh quote!  You
narciss-focus us/show forth a love
our moans can cut-to-cue, the classic choice.

If applause divided is hands, a face
multiplied must be a movie?  Yes.  Yes.

*
*

BRIGHTON ROCK BY GRAHAM GREENE

Pinky Brown must marry Rose Wilson                        
to keep her mouth shut about the murder               
which the cops don't know wasn't no accident—          

Pinky has a straight razor for slashing,                
a vial of acid for throwing into,                      
a snitch's face.  He dies in the end.  The end            

of the book, I mean—where, on the last page,                
'Young Rose' hurries out of church to pray                       
that her Pinky has left her preggy-poo . . .                              

Now, this kid—if he was ever born—joined                        
a skiffle group in '62 called Brighton                            
Rockers, didn't make it big, though, 

just local dances and do's.  Rose,
pink, brown, all nonelemental colors, shades
of shame, melancholy, colors which, you         

get caught loving too much, you get sent up      
to do time—time, that crime you didn't,
couldn't commit! even if you weren't                

born—even and if your dad he died with                    
that sneer—unsmooched his punk's pure soul, unsaved—               
Every Sunday now in church Rose slices               

her ring-finger off, onto the collection-plate;      
once the sextons have gathered enough                    
bodily parts from the congregation, enough

to add up to an entire being, the priest sub-            



stitutes that entire being for the one                   
on the cross: they bring Him down in the name

of brown and rose and pink, sadness
and shame, His body, remade, is yelled at        
and made to get a haircut, go to school,             

study, to do each day like the rest                  
of us crawling through this igloo of hell,
and laugh it up, show pain a good time,    

and read Brighton Rock by Graham Greene.

*
*

AN AFTERNOON WITH EUGENIO

But how boring.  And so, the rain was of use . . .
that window ratatat threw my smiles' drift.
Thimbledown heavy its downplay lasted for hours;
were the core seasons flowering, no longer
believing that to die that way, sated
in that cloud-loud debate, in that nacre-null sky,
would (finally) reify more gender: stars, all
those birthday elements, the bare paysage
of a blaze too logical for our headlines, massed
to shed the odd ganglia we misname them by . . .
And this despite those arriviste freighters—
and in the harbor, no less!  Gilded grew
each porthole's penny of envy.  But now
Damocles' last wig smacks down, toward the mouth
of Etna whose wisest cigarette-lighter (lifted
from the giftshoppe there) strikes flameless
three times in a row: trick omen, infernal feign, and so.
Unless the rain can be blamed, this ratatat rain:
gun that aims my fingers at my thumb—instead of him.

Note:
A parody of Montale the Monotonous.  One of the poets I don't admire but keep going 
back to (don't know Italian, so I read the translations).

*
*

3 POEMS RE MALLARMÉ

1.  MY PLEA FOR SANCTUM IN THE SCULPTURE GARDEN OF MEDUSA

A statue's first pedestal is the stone
It was cut from out in.  Those are just words, though.
Like: Spring!  When death puts on the wrong clothes . . .
When air ruts flushed as bathtub sex, as . . . proseate?

Because, that prince of an ostrich Narcissus
His embedded-headed gaze upon his
Twin the corpse Hamlet proposed, posing for those
Snapshoticisms is so, so 'real-ergo-vile', less

Tangent than tangible, hell.  



                                          —Till I stand
In Her garden's one among many I can only
Torment vesanic vanities/age-of-oh orbs where

Deep in the honor of my ether I soar, where
—Passing at high mimicries through the night
I go, all lop-worlded and alone, to kill abandon.

Note:
Line 8: "Exclus-en si tu commences  / Le réel parce que vil" —Mallarmé.

2.  (LET ME TAKE YOU ON A) SEA BREEZE

Our flesh so tender so turnstile                          
Plus on top of that everything addressed
To that Occupant within me are read
Gauguin/Kerouac comes to mind.                     

Empty passim one more Day One passes
The field abandoned to handstands           
Superfluous lay all waters in that gaze 
Guiles of a map guess-gestured.                  

I'll become a crematory prostitute     
The prom whose bra undressed my ears 
None us dispedestal that idol.

Or what better yet a desert island  
Sailed to only by blind sailors who smile
Like swans we maim our bracelets in.      

Note: 
Failed translation of Mallarmé's Brise Marine.

3.  THE SONNET IN ix

The nube, the nude, the not—you know: the Nix— 
Her Septet of orifices? (males have six):—
Was it massed by Master Malyoume for the fix
The fucks.  Rape-scene: she, some defunc’-off, kicks

The mirror while centaurs click centerfold pics
Of her fingernails—each closeup mimics 
The anguish with which our pallored poet sics
Midnights on.  Encore encore, you sexniks,

Steph calls, tiptoeing away toward his sonics
Lab, ‘The Sign in X.’  A thousand-quicksand thicks
His step.  He’s pitbogged by all the nitpicks

Critics have glitched his path with, those pricks!
Don’t they know that stars—stars can’t hold shit wicks
To his candle?!  (That bitch, that Nix: he sucks it: “I-icks!”)

Note:
Failed translation of Stéphane Mallarmé’s ‘Sonnet en yx.’   Line 14: I-icks! (both i’s 
are short, as in “kiss”) is an onomatopoeticism that accompanies the expectoration 
and or taste of the candle’s cum.  Sort of the sound you make when you use your 
teeth to scrape it off your tongue ostentatiously.  But why did I end the poem this 



way?  Was I influenced by the Master’s regret, expressed in his essay Crise de Vers, 
that words lack an embodied, material, tonal consonance with their meanings: 
“Quelle déception” (he writes), how perverse, that the “timbres” of the word “jour” 
should be dark, while those of “nuit” are “clair.”  And yet, he concludes, without such
“défaut des langues,” poetry itself would not exist.  Assuming he’s right, then 
onomatopoeia are defective because they’re not defective.  In Japanese, kireji
—“cutting-words, used to separate or set off statements”—are onomatopoeic, and 
“have the meaning that lies in themselves as sounds.”  But as Hiroaki Sato notes (in 
his book, One Hundred Frogs, from which I’ve taken these quotes): “Basho himself 
simply said, ‘Every sound unit is a kireji.’ ”  In any case, the faults and falls and false 
of my trans. should be clair to all.

*
*

FEBRUARY FOURTEENTH: FREEZEFRAME
                         (to James Elroy Flecker, with thanks 
                           for translating teardrops into handcuffs)

Please press a valentine shape tool to my chest
And extract from it what was never there
Then singe your ciggie on this thing that mists
Over only when shattered 's no mirror

I lie beside you my caresses deepmeant
Though they fade as fast as escape plans traced
Across a prison blanket by an absent
Fingernail whose blood you piss in my face

Is that it is that why I cry for more torture
That way you look at me pityingly
Iffen I say things like rain ice drops cling

There our branch out there like someone been trying
On all their bracelets at once to see
Which is prettiest but of course none are

Note:
Flecker: Parnassianism (his list: "Hérédia, Leconte de Lisle, Samain, Henri de Régnier, 
and Jean Moréas"); le vice anglais (the home version); death at age 30 (consumption).

*
*

AN OBSOLESCENT AND HIS DEITY (POLYPTYCH)

Bending over like this to get my hands empty
Rummaging through the white trashcans out back
Of the Patent Office, I find a kind of peace
Here, in this warm-lit alley where no one comes.

For even the lowest know that nothing new
Is going to be thrown out now—no formula,     
Never not one blueprint will show up in these
Bright bins, their futures are huge, pristine.

Old alleymouth grabbags my attention at times
I see the world flash by out there, furtive as
The doors of decontamination chambers—



I return to my dull, boring search, foraging
For the feel it gives me of the thing which has
Invented me: that void whose sole idea I was.

Note:
When I wrote the first version of this in 1980, I thought of dedicating it to Charles 
Simic.  It felt very Simicky to me, the images seemed obviously influenced by and 
indebted to him, so I thought that that fact would have to be admitted somehow.  
Maybe that was the problem: was I afraid that if I did dedicate it to Simic, everyone 
would see how much I owed to him?  Or: how much I had stolen from him.  Fear and 
guilt won out over gratitude, and the dedication was undone.  Sometimes the homage 
must be an apology.

*
*

COSTARRING OSCAR WILDE AS MADAME SOSOSTRIS

White: white as a tablecloth that moonlights as a bride                 
For the unborn you—appeared—or a waterfall                       
Which leans against another waterfall (your hair).                  
My beeper slave of lost voices barked: what?                        

While the cup that knelt to summer burst; I tried                      
To garden the fireplace and farm the doormat                         
But proto-frog-photos of you grew inside me there,                   
Groping with bare hands of flood my gnarlgargoyle.                  

Deeper than my beeper you knew; sibyled guesses.                     
And yet . . . 'misery is proximity.'  Oh                              
The seance was as far as possible tuxedoes.                         

Aftermath is a mouth.  Speaks.  Speaks?  Yes, but less as                      
Flesh than what; yak mask for that old fop Apollo?                
The god retrieves his gloves 
                                        and, feigning to go, goes.

*
*

READING HER
                            (for Louise Gluck)

[Repeat title] our
eyes unlash slowly word
by word at last bald lids rise

What for
why

Mimicry 
re
the poet's eye
which looking inward sees
(minus its lashes' soft-pleaded intercedence)
too pupilly cool cruel
as muttered justice

I call my goodbyes home in the 
dusk



*
*

THE SEVEN LAST WORDS OF SOFIA GUBAIDULINA

Intestinal as raisins on a keyboard
I struggled through life.  The setting sun
left a few earths in the ground so I could walk.

It qualmed me just knowing that, to accomplish my color,
the chameleon must die.  How chastely I
watched a suit-of-armor chew its fingernails.

Oh voice scathed in cloud; ankles’ adieu.
On the lips—that species of slither—is where
I took part.

Now I pestle my face with opaque pins.  You
stigmata that summarize my signature, go,
hinges down whom antiquity has vomited sequence—

but which letter misnomers my name?  I come
from neitherstood, nuance of none.  I tried
to obey the caption under my portrait/my provenance.

Cere me in cerberus-lily; in theme-mother extracts;
while the loaves and fish rich, the furs and lush rich,
fill their skin with pores and then wonder what’s missing . . .

Like a candle through a keyhole
shoved, burning toward knownwheres—
Always the days unstay me.

I need to have admired more those symmetries which preach
each seed is buried beneath a flower,
each weed above a wound.

Now the thorns be praised/now the thrall that somehow
time has restored en masse my dwelling,
my resting place.  I hope my pillow’s hungry for headaches!

Note:
Inspired by Gubaidulina’s partita, The Seven Last Words (1982).

*
*

ALFONSINA STORNI

Feeling as you wrote that the cancer quote                       
Is on its way upstairs   to the throat                        
One breast had already flown   migrant                    
Heart   de facto amazon   only the sea remained               

Like a jealous mattress an   old pillow stuffed               
With insomnia's phonebills the sea                            
Is there to throw oneself at   at dawn   late                 
Up all night over   a poem called Voy a                     



Dormir and which says   this   better than this                
(Each time I read one by you I revise                           
Myself my suicide is   to be me instead of you)                

Sea that swallowed your poet   throat                          
Does not   for the having of it   sing less                   
And besides   only that cancer tried to float

Note: 
Storni (1892-1938), Argentinian poet.  In 1935 she was afflicted with breast cancer.  A 
partial mastectomy did not keep the malignancy from returning, and Storni drowned 
herself in the Atlantic after writing a final poem, "Voy a dormir."   The quote in lines 
1-2 comes from a post-op letter: "I fear the cancer is on its way upstairs. . . ."

*
*

THE CODE
                    (for Heather McHugh)

All while I tried to brain myself
With my key-ring
Which unfortunately
Was one shy of being fatal

The fickle key itself lay
In infamy
In the hands of my wife
Who as I fell the blood

Making my forehead
Squeak against the floor
Slid open the secret drawer

Of my escritoire
That's weird she said
He uses real names in his diary

Note:
Some of the metaphors here were elaborated upon in a later poem, also dedicated to 
H. McH.: see the following.

*

EMIGRATIONS
                       (for Heather McHugh)

Shouldn't there be a word that sounds like an
extraterrestial clearing his throat
of human phrases, their roughness roseate, 
plush thorns that tart each normal timbre—
And when that word's punctuated by two ears,
can it be said to not hold all our meanings?

Vocal as those envelopes one discovers
tell-traces of tongue-blood on the flap of
(licked too reckless—mistake it for love),
we fail to seal shut the heart, to kissproof
its distant alien stains: kept vigilant over
that bouquet of papercuts, I remember



a cloud installed with thumbtacks scouting
across planet, pinning down oceans, denoting
islands, deserts.  Borders, poured from the sky—
We felt safe on such worlds, behind guards,
armies braced to rebuff incursor postcards.
Death rose to greet us with a flower in its eye.

                              *

But count the kisses, Catullus wrote, meaning
to waste your time first multiply your tongue.
Oh make that prime mistake again; repeat
what the explorers of sea-roared corridors
promise the coils that conch them, desperate
to remain unsounded, sole.  All such figures

are promiscuous: love is repetition
and layer/layer lovers disrobe; overlapping
matteshots which hatch-depict what deepest down
most elusive nudity.  Our stripped-off skin hurts
to acknowledge the body is the blankest map
onto which earth will eventually start

to imprint itself dirtgrain by dirtgrain,
mud by mire it will come to cover us entire
with minutiae of the utter matter
ground around us until we are its textual
affirmation, and therefore a refutation
of what?  The self—but if its loss is a sexual

discovery, the poet has entered hell
demanding to plumb whomever these charts
misquote.  À la Cocteau’s torturous Orphée,
she guides herself through fog-stellar hallways;
every step begs to be reversed.  Their cry
is always the same: what exquisite urge

to tame all welcome-mats has portaged us
averted, shielding our gaze from its suffice,
to this place!  Waving an exit visa stamped
with each other’s lips, the lovers have sailed 
beyond i.d.  But the ship sinks, no-one can build
enough lighthouses to surround that swamp—

                              *

Orpheus croaks, the frog in his larynx jokes,
each time Euridice crumples backwards, implodes
from sight: he is what she breaks—his grid, his husk.
When the sperm disembowels my orgasm, he asks,
what self-restraint it shows to commit suicide
in front of a mirror, knowing beauty is

personalized by paralysis . . . then, if the wound
learns to probe for its own kind, flesh will never
unvoice that loss, harvest that scar.  By harping on
her name he hopes to gloss, to refine this epitaph.
Meanwhile the eternal tatter of her smile flares
fainter, firefly trying to land down a mineshaft.



Fact: the frog can't see the fly if the fly sits—
it is literally its flight obscenes the eyes,
whereupon the long tongue zaps out, severs and appetites.
With this in mind, perhaps the truest desire is
blind, concealed, a phantom wandering the deep net
of optic intersections, of pang-swerved nerves—                                                       
                             
lost, one of its possible fates might be starve.
The poet traverses this labyrinth—the maze carves
emaciations from her face.  Her way is gropes
which somehow render aim that inner landscape
our window (at night the white moth's easel) drapes,
that site razed by home.  But could she place her poem

if it moved her mouth with mine so they became
one, one mouth which then looked for another
mouth to kiss.  It first appears there are only
two bodies here—the one you are, and the one
you desire to unite with.  But then, beyond 
the mingle of that longed-for synthesis, we

may hunger for more antitheses, further
incarnations, until (exponentially)
our body orbits what rapt apogee, that pure
theory.  I believe it.  And thus to make them whole
your lips must be divided by these words.  She
who utters such catharsis/communion will

have to seed or sate whatever wing-hung thing
we nurse in our throatpit.  Gordian gorge:
just ingest each knot and trust—trust your intestines
will undo it?  Orpheus or Herpheus, the poet
cannot reduce the roughage verbiage her diet
imposes on us since it is our emptiness, purged.

                              *

We who journey towards tomorrow rather than 
today walk behind a door which our arms are tired
of holding held out in front of us, the wrists ache
from its weight—although our knuckles come to admire
the knob—merely on the pray-or-none chance the one
who keys our phrase may be straying yesterday’s way.

*
*

(MURAL) (MONDO) (NULFRESCO)

In Shakespeare's Last Supper the
disciples (you, me, all of us here)
are depicted seated alongside where
He stands at mid-table and grins
down like an MC at our expressions—
are we shown, the goblets gleaming, 
gloating as they goad us on to toast
the centrality of this spokesperson,
the notional character whereby
everyone has been sketched vis-à-vis
the honoree we can only eulogize,



dependent as we are on His
moodswings.  Astonished, confused
by the ultra ups and downs of manic
means, now we watch, we lean, we pout
(the whole propitiatory repertoire)
worried about our survival, inert
(like a frozen rictus facing its fate)
unless depression drafts and draws
us forth the extempore pose, myth, 
puppetary projection, limned mobilary
mosaic that apes some drab-escapist
syndrome, imagination.  Which is why
each evening we pray for a chance
to cross the ditch-penny distances
between the footlights and the fear, 
vowing to allow each guise of role
to kill us, to raise us from the dust, to
guide us like magi toward summons,
obediently steered by the stock star
the marquee, believing our need—  
such faith could pass those deserts
of farce to find this upper room.
Sensing the inn beneath us seethe
with indifference with doubt, we
concentrate harder on His remarks
and jokes, trying to make up for all
the audiences who've failed this test.
Never quite reassured by any overt 
wink of His assessing eyes into 
our ranks (are any of us missing—
was castcall taken?), we keen forward,
eager for our cues, nervous knowing 
that if there is error here, at a signal 
the maitre d'  will find replacements
for this testimonial "Eucha-Roast"
from the rabble stabled downstairs 
where the tavern yawns into its beer.
Life is rescue from such anonymity. 
Their situation is death, is subject—
those groundlings can never guess
how much it crowns to end up here,
costume-chosen, endowed by makeup
with certitude, form, identity—
Who wouldn't be jealous to know
how blessed we fictions are!  
And yet every member of our 
Dramatis Personae wonders if s/he
was jotted into life as whimsically 
as Emperors choose sacrificial
victims, as any Divine Ruler or
Hollywood Player and whether
with a fingerflick Hamlet Portia Timon
's erased, gone, again.  This banquet—
how many have we attended like it?
Daily we wait like napkins to get
opened, held to the face like a mask,
stained and used then tossed aside
like paper towels, paper disposables,
paper identities (similies/metaphors)—
like the paper whose headlines fade 
around our names/our fame.  Our bits
done, our pieces recited, oh it's bits



alright, it's pieces it crumbles into,
and yet how avowingly we cry, foils
corrupted by one front-row cough.
Exit as trash, as avid kleenex exiled
in a breath to the canteen of lost
turns, the greenroom of oblivion.
Now if there were respite in such 
neglect, a grace period with no need 
to perform, but both in the wings and 
on one's caught, regardless of what's 
true.  Far, near, (hall or gallery) that 
mendicant theater is pursuant always, 
lugging and luring its wares:
wherever we are, wherever here is 
is also an entrance, a set of false steps, 
(bright-lit pratfall-pit) a trap for fools,
a stooges' cage, every scrim and apron
prinked with sham, props, champagne 
buckets doffing their caps in fealty—
Even the proscenium's subservient
arch bows and begs a platform for
actors trumpeting loft-aired routines, 
voluminous effusions or, what's worse,
kingly-haired creatures washing 
the feet of their inferiors, sudsy
obsequious declamatory eruptions
filled with the rehearsed lava of
bold slaves, the bald brimmings 
of an improperly-public humility 
(unlike the servant who never spills 
his waiting master's entree except
in the pantry when there is no-one 
to witness his extravagant remorse)—
All these openly-imploring apertures,
these theme-cut bubblings-up, paeans,
(akin to lame critics' acclamations)
would crack like a laughtrack at
that imposture, that pastiche, applause:
who'd pity these pathetic devotees, 
advocates haunted by nothingness,
by that same humanhood to whom
white placecards validate each plate.
Who sat us here?  (Athwart this portrait
the descending order of our dinner 
ranks auditions more disdain,
every hors d'oeuvre daubed with scorn)—
In our state, our omnipresence,
to which can we aspire?  Sometimes 
we think: if only there were Someone 
somewhere, somehow, though of course
that's impossible: Someone outside 
this frame—an absent self, a spectator 
vivid at duress, who can feel 
the real joy and pain we mime—
who sees the sun setting out there now, 
the approach of a nighttime unlike
our curtain: Someone who lacks 
the judas window wherein we acolytes
recognize ourselves, the betrayal
portal we have all portrayed so
plausibly it has at last retained us,
replaced us with stainedglass. 



(Through which, on rare occasions,
that said Someone fills us with light,
illuminates us.)—Overcome, undone,
we feel ourselves vanish, we dwindle
to a painted panel.  We fade, we die.
His stasis renders us too slenderly. 
Or is this endless attendance
the promised purgation, the shedding 
of every emotion, every weight?              
Is it gain, this loss, this usurped,
staged starving, this repast-of-reruns 
upon a menu whose full-promised 
delicacies remain a manna dream,
backdrop glamour (milk-and-honey)
a feastless Eden, a heaven hunger's
expelled whole from.  Why aren't we
at home here, in this plenty, this
supernal supper—why this finicky
desire to avoid the silverware, the knife 
paler (because it reflects us) than
the poor fork that renews whose flesh
and encores veins across each dish 
until its unction-urged tines impale
spearlike and nail the cacodaemon
that shall huzzah hail our Hostmaster . . .
See: the chair He occupied is empty—
expecting the miracle or bloodcrime 
through which all of us must assume
His part, the mummers-meal, the sealed
communion.  Bard bread, scene wine,
unyield your transubstantiations:
beyond that superceded throne
lies the utter ubiquity of the known.
And so, viva, bravo, boffo, olé,
so each paraclete's performance moves us.
Cheers! echoes the pledge, promiscuous
each voice ID's the oath.  The mic
on the dais quivers, shook by our cry,
sole intercessor of this ceremony.

*
*

THE KEEPER
                    (for George Starbuck)

while ships
guided by his beacon glide
safely through the fog or night
inside he trips over
more furniture
bangs his head again
on doorways

the rooms
steep and stairy
of a lighthouse transpire
into the brilliant air of
salvation but
down here
in the black-and-white farce



of this poem
whenever the keeper opens a can
of soup the blood
from his fingers
will indisputably fall
on his crutches

parables
if I read Kafka right
are always a matter of
winning and losing
credit and debit
every life kept
off those reefs or rocks makes
these accidents occur
this bone break
this muscle
tear

each shipwreck he averts
shall be showed for
by a scar

*
*

FOUR POEMS AFTER RILKE

1. SURETIES

The police see you, but it doesn’t.
Indifferent to return your gaze,
And therefore free.  You will never be
Able to smash it sufficiently
To erase the stasis it makes in space.

Rilke’s “Apollo,” this is.  Headless limbless,
A tortoise that has retracted everything
Into its obdurate lair, defiant den.
Only the gods are as patient through lenses.

You dance like wallpaper thawing its father
And still you lack that proof-in-all, that aloof
Olympian ennui, the sniper’s prize.

As long as change is your life it will shun you.
No shot will shut your target torso.

*

2. RILKE (BUDDHA)

His ear is elsewhere far: there where it’s still . . .
We halt here and hear what everyone hears.
And he is star.  And then the other spheres
All shining near him are invisible.

Far past the rest of us who exist.  God
We submit, and offer our tame consent—
Slaves on the sly always for his eye-nod.



Yet like a panther he deigns or doesn’t.

We’re doormats (knit from knee-pads) really.  We’re
Filler for his zillions of lightyear skies.
What he forgets is what we can’t forget here,
While in what we lose he’s wise.

*

3. RILKE (SEBASTIAN)

He lies where he stands, he stands there as if
his bed erected him to stand this stiff:
no symbolist can feel the real arrows
that milk his mother ribs of their marrows.

These weapons are the tech his lost, his fierce
groin shot up in proving arcs to pierce
their progeny: iron they want to be, iron,
with virile shafts that almost make him grin.

Albeit he waves off his disciples,
fateful, mild to their autotelic reels;
how male they remain, despite his example.
His patience renders droll the actors' drill.

Renouncing, blinking life away as all,
already he allows for our survival.

*

4. SEE NOTE FIRST

The world’s machines have not grown old,
whose inheritors reign everywhere.
Their silicon sons are strong; their
digital daughters wield power, take hold.

How we humans long to break them
down from that Dasein—to make them
rust, repent for all the infernal fires
that drive them, far as our desires.

The machines aren’t scared.  They know
harder control, how to turn the wheel
of time past those whom they sure as hell won’t miss:

Cyborg android robot shall steel
themselves, consolidate, and, rising, go
unto that universe whose promise
we flesh-and-carbonoids could merely premise.

Note:
Anti-translation of an untitled Rilke poem (Die Konige der Welt sind alt, from “Das 
Stundenbuch,” 1901), which Heidegger in his 1946 lecture ‘What Are Poets For?’ cites 
for its “highly prophetic lines.”  A prose paraphrase of the original poem's ending 
might go something like:

The metals, the oils—all the ores we've ripped from the earth—are homesick.  They 



long to leave our machines, to flow out of our cash-registers and factories, to return 
to the gaping veins of the
mountains we reft; whereupon the mountains will close again.

“Heidegger maintained . . . until the end of his life,” Richard Wolin writes (The 

Heidegger Controversy, MIT Press, 1993), “ . . . [that] the ‘inner truth and greatness’ 
of Nazism is to be found in its nature as a world-historical alternative to the 
technological-scientific nihilism bemoaned by Nietzsche and Spengler.”

*
*

BASH     (ten versions of furuike ya)

If I were a pond
and some frog jumped into me
I wouldn't respond.

I am a pond but
when a frog gets intimate
I keep my mouth shut.

I may look like scum
but some frogs can poke this pond
to orgasm come.

This pond is so old
even its frogs want it sold
to build the new road.

This pond is old as
me.  That's how bad-off it is.
Frog-visits, I doze.

You're old, pond—the same
as me.  But when your frogs come
you recall each name.

This pond is year-scored
as me.  But frogs that shake it
up just make me bored.

I'll float in this pond,
fearing each frog that jumps down
will wash me aground.

This pond is old too—
But when a frog jumps into
It, it still sounds new.

This pond is dead earth
But listen to its rebirth
When frogs take a bath.

*
*

ENDLESS EVENING: MY LIFE AT IL VITTORIALE



For caught in those Aug-Sept hours what day can
Break this slang of glass whose illustration
Of flotsam sampling our poison's portion of calm
Lives long the lament we swore applause by.

With faster than flashbacks in a promo for
Memory to lie lymph along these hits of hope
And through each thought we just dawned on interrupt
Poses no soprano care counterfeit or water yet.

As though it alone the profile were wielded up
To shield the face against that bad vocable our own
Throws veils another pale divulge of oh mise en moon.

Musingly to see a bed on fire in a huge room
Otherwise empty while one at a time
White sheets float down from somewhere onto the flames.

Note: 
Il Vittoriale, D'Annunzio's retirement estate.  Siempre Sera . . .

*
*

UN-ISRAFELLED

Am I similar to slime enough, be-
Mimic with muck?  Since Poe blew it that Tennyson—
"No poet so little of the earth"—equals sky,
I (boy bouffant) unto the realm of whom rise, I

Who synonymous with none, am anonymous
Without everyone: is that the light cast
From haloes; does it make the shadows of the heads
They glitter over smash down obliterating

The body.  We twitch our face-costumes; scratch;
Crud dangles like a noose tied to high c.
Or is that noise claws—a phoenix scraping

Let me in on the door of a crematory,
A comet's dandruff.  Its scars are ridges
Ledges, where the flesh of this ascent rests descent.

Note:
"None sing so wildly well
As the angel Israfel" —Poe.

*
*

PORNOKRATES
               (homage Felicien Rops)

We paged through the phrase as though it were ours.                       
—The lovers in the act—those de Sade-laden hours,                       
Where, dumped out daily as ashtrays this dream                   
Some room's motel, will it burn a hole here too—                     



And coop us full of that till our limbs' arms                          
Chainsmoked by adrenalin, slither dour-white                            
Unepitaphed beds but.  What gargoyle jail                             
Their contortion poses (the lovers in the act                           

Of mailing themselves to famous crimes) if                              
(If perched on each other's tongues we fly)                            
Only by his mind these bodies thrash—                                    

To share this fire is, surely, a tithe entire.                           
So each of us alone unless upon our lips                               
The world forgets our name and stammers out its.          

Note:
Title: of a work by Rops.

*
*

AFTER THE BATTLE  (based on a translation by 
Stavros Deligiorgis of a poem by Nichita Stanescu)

Upon a walnut leaf my forehead lies
and floats downriver to the saddest part
of day, that south where flags and boats capsize,
where cold lakes die: I mourn my mouth, I start

to press it hard on bitter bark or roots
that lure me down.  Descending underground
I swim in tree-sap streams, their current shoots
an unseen enemy: my shoulders pound

in rhythm motions now, I ride the wave, 
pursuing quick that shadow drowned in chase,  
that rabbit-heeled recruit who fails to save
himself for ever, leaving me to face 

lees loss. . . .  Away from me it overflows 
a valley stacked with soldiers, dead in rows.

*
*

VAGUE CONSOLES

This vista often awarded John Ford his rest.
Myself, scenery has a lack of I (emphasis).
And haven't we killed all the Indians yet?
In a stagecoach—made of sagebrush, no doubt—,

I would gauche-out like a tumbleweed at a sockhop.
Yo, watch it roll across the old gym-floor, loboto
Basketball: then, toed by foetid teens, fall,
Slo-mo, as though some flair for the vague consoles—

Oh lips refusing their tongues' rights, bodies
Trying to put down the peaceful demands of
Their genitalia . . . yes everything looks better shot



Through John Wayne's hurt.  The sky the way it mattes—
The desert.  A lone rider, whose moral I await.
The crotches arranging themselves for death.

Note:
Title: a phrase from Mallarmé's commentary on his Sonnet en yx.  This poem is 
perhaps only relevant to those who grew up in the 1940s and 50s watching cowboy 
movies and going to sockhops.  In any case, Ford's images—particularly those from The
Searchers—are part of my heritage, my psyche.

*
*

AFTER COCTEAU'S ORPHEUS

The sight glass shards we walk upon
reflect their past too slowly so we
must quicken our step to keep pace
and rush to meet those bloody footprints

that tablet-trace our progress across
the iced sperm of this idle span
called home past all of which we come
dampseconds after I kiss your sole.

Montage is shown the same, screen-first;
then, if struck by a vast unseen pin,
pray to lay down more veins that pour.

The spotless splinter of its tongue
creates no threshold from the toe-mold
this shattered mirror alone can enter.

*
*

COCTEAU'S STARS IMPORTUNED

Cocteau's stars are bored by the love
of a sort of wince-animal,
who's failed throughout his life no less
to stretch a pimple into a profile.

Pipes ache to anchor in those teeth—
a sail, a horsestall, a fireplace
all beg to go backdrop, to gaze
agonized at your white spines.

Pruned against mirror, I imagine
laundering such muse, laving such sheets:
Oh simul-semen! kill this puny poem,

whose publication has been timed
to coincide with the release of
my latest film, Fetish Sans Flesh.

*
*



IN MEMORIAM

What the Year Says:
  I am a bud.
  I am a blossom.
  I am a leaf.
  I am a branch.

What the Year Doesn’t Say:
  I’m burgeoning.
  I’m ripe.
  I’m falling.
  I’m bare.

What John Logan Said to Me in the Year 1960:
  Show, don’t tell.

Note:
Logan was the first real poet I met, the first poet I studied under.  Although we were 
never close personally, I admired and emulated his work.  This poem was written after
his death.

*
*

FERNAND KHNOPFF

Days in the lull, gathered afternoons of it,                           
—A touch of star-decals on one's bookbag,—                          
Silence, like a vast confetti of souls, and that                       
Torporic breeze: oh how difficult                                    

The culling of love from our facades is.                              
Once, never to go the cling thing seemed what's                        
Sublimest.  Look at those cobwebcrobats,                                
Skittering skyward, fingerhold, nor toe- .                            

Deep down (in my ugh-roots) I longed to brag                                  
My spiel shall deign define no July of these.                          
I'll fall chapter closed across your chest is all.                        

Now I am an atrocious expert; who answers                                  
Every question by, "It is very simple:                                   
We must listen to Beauty with frozen ears."

Note:
I don't understand writers who prefer "painterly" painters over "literary" painters.   
How can I as a poet place Cezanne (or Monet, Matisse, etc.) above Khnopff, and not 
be disloyal to myself?  Shouldn't we appreciate most those painters willing to stain 
their canvases with some of the impurities of our own art?

*
*

CHILDHOOD: THE OFFENSE OF HISTORY

Scraping a poised enough patina of voyeur
From your eye I spread peanut butter on my



Groin and let the ocean waves wash it off—
Hey, nice cosmic microdots.  For afters we'll

Listlessly memorize the Smith wing in
The phone book or try to hump Empty Dumpty: vain
Efforts that crud up what we have done
In obscure countries driven by passion

Out onto balconies to address the 
Populace with our love, false solution
For their poverty which is based on

The art that the dirt in my heart is white.
Crammed mad, thoughtmotes in a themebeam:
He has a shiv grin.  The soap he uses is ugly.

Note:
I was going to dedicate this to James Tate, but a friend urged me not to.  He would, 
she said, be offended by it.  I took her advice, but as a kind of dispensation dedicated
the book in which it appeared (Outremer, 1989) to him.
(Anyway, for what it's worth, if I were strapped to a lie-detector I would have to 
confess that Tate is my favorite living poet.  Or under truth-serum, maybe. Torture.)

*
*

ENVY-EROT-ETCET

Sexshorn in a fanfare museum, where
my kisses’ strings crisscross Picasso’s mattress—
I gropejob its lumps, those dents creases
scored by his endless corps of mistresses,

how cogently they queued up to lie there;
just one of the icons the fetishes
I mount in myself to make myself more jealous:
look, Anais Nin’s douche wig, it’s here

too, in this exhibit.  As if spitballs
when they hit split/became origami—
But the transformation can’t be that

instant childlike, can it?  I wring it
all over my lips my love my lust for
those poets whose pics appear in APR.

Note: 
Line 14: the acronym stands for American Poetry Review, which during its brief 
existence was best-known for all the pin-up photos of poets that appeared in its pages
and on its covers.

*
*

JOHN GRAY

I try to tonguejob a languagejob you
You continue to perfect the anonymity
Of your first and final lovers or is that me



I try to occupy my debris till I see.

Are we the cow that swallowed the hymen Jesus
Spat out at birth for example-psych or
Dorian's portrait faced off with a virgin mirror
Is that what Life Beyond The Baton is like.

A disservice to myself is my head
The kind of divingboard that slices bread
They gnawed the renowned for fun they said.

Where the linger of one thought longer than
An other brings distress will this settle gelid
Its aspic of aspect make ick my eye.

Note:
John Gray: author of Silverpoints (1893).  Gray was "then considered the incomparable
poet of the age," according to Ada Leverson in her preface to Letters to the Sphinx 
from Oscar Wilde (1935).  Line 7: he was thought by some to be the model for Wilde's 
hero.  (The choice: Dorian vs. Jesus—or, as Barbey d'Aurevilly posed it to Huysmans 
after À Rebours, "the muzzle of a pistol or the foot of the Cross": Gray was ordained as
a Catholic priest in 1901.)

*
*

THE TWO-ROOM THEORY

Call the masturbator,
the muscular one,
and bid him whip his big cock
till it fills our mouths
with cups and cups of cum.
Tell the whores to dress
in undress and use their clothes
to get the boys hot: our cocks
are white and dirty as
old-rolled-up newspapers
and want to spout flowers.
Let the birds and bees
final-anal my seem, sow,
sew their seed
into my slit my seam.
The only emperor is
this emptier of cumcream.

Hi hum, hic he, another
office party at Hartford Surety.  
These prissdressers, 
they see me as ideal: well,
I do try to please my wife, 
that frigidess—I grab her knobs,
I squeezey lick those glass tits
but even the big cigar, Father
Freud, couldn't whip Kit's
ice-cold B-cups to a curdle.
Try anything, suck her toes,
kiss her feet to make her horny
and she just lies there numb on
that damn dumb sheet she



sews fannytails across but
ask her to sow her butt, to 
spread her asscrack just once
she won't.  She won't.  Nope.
Let my lamp, my limp lump dick
affix its fucks, be its cum.
The only emperor I am
is a jack-off chump.

**********
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INTRO NOTES
*
When I began writing back in the 1960s, the short poem was popular.  That vogue soon
ended, but I have stubbornly or stupidly continued trying to write them.

All my poems and my short ones in particular are indebted to Robert Bly, who 
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promise he and a few others thought they saw in me back then at the beginning of my 
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-------------------

*



*
[UNTITLED]

after the carnival suddenly
mysteriously burnt down they
stirred the fortuneteller’s ashes
to try and find the reason why
but sadly it seems prophecy
does not work in reversus

*
*
SONG

When my shadow falls off of me
I yell "So long!"
But when I fall off my shadow
It cries "Long so!"

It seems obvious
That one of us
Is either falling wrong
Or calling wrong.

*
*
IDEAL ESTHETIC

I only keep this voice to give to anything afraid of me

*
*
POST

the one skull I'll never find
between my teeth is mine

anyone else's skull I may 
(all the dystopians say)

have to suck the brains
out of if no food remains

postnuke postplague
(I'll crack it like an egg)

*
*
PRISONER

What raw name scrapes and saws at my breath-hatch . . .
This voice wanted always only to soothe, not grate.
And its last noise, that rasp, that deathrale scratch?
—A file, smuggled in to an empty jail cell, too late.

*
*
HISTORY



Hope . . . goosestep.

*
*
GOODBYE

If you are still alive when you read this,
close your eyes.  I am
under their lids, growing black.

*
*
MISANMYOPE

I know that blinking lubricates 
   the sight and keeps it safe—
but did this World-Eye really 
   need the lid of my brief life?

*
*
PROPHECY

When I stepped up onto the TV
to see what channel I weigh
the card I got from the slot 
said You’re going to travel far away
don’t forget to leave the remote

*
*
DEATH

Going to sleep, I cross my hands on my chest.
They will place my hands like this.
It will look as though I am flying into myself.

*
*
AT THE CROSSROADS

The wind blows a piece of paper to my feet.

I pick it up.

It is not a petition for my death.

*
*
FRAMEPOEM

First, make a 100 minute movie.  Then take the 1
million 440 thousand frames, or stills: take each
frame, blow it up, print it, put a frame around it,
then take all 1 million 440 thousand pictures, hang
them in a gallery, consecutively in a line so that 
the first frame of the movie is the first picture
inside the door and the last, last: you get the
idea.  Then have the people who come in RUN past



the 1 million 440 thousand pictures, so that in
this way they become both spectator and projector.

*
*
MY FAVORITE WORD

"Attentionspan" is my favorite word
because I can never finish
reading it all the way through.

*
*
ADVICE FROM THE EXPERTS

I lay down in the empty street and parked
My feet against the gutter's curb while from
The building above a bunch of gawkers perched
Along its ledges urged me don't, don't jump.

*
*
NAOMI POEM

When our hands are alone,
they open, like faces.
There is no shore
to their opening.

*
*
MUTABILITY (Polvo serán, mas polvo enamorado)

Quevedo wrote he would be dust, but dust in love—
And while I can't believe that millions from now
A rose and a quartzstone will embrace, I can believe
Still less that my arms are around you here: or how
                   Your sharp crystals 
                 Are tearing my petals.

*
*
NAOMI POEM

What language will be safe
When we lie awake all night
Saying palm words, no fingertip words—
This wound searching us for a voice
Will become a fountain with rooms to let.

*
*
ANOTHER COLD WAR POEM

So what if you lived only
One second longer
Than we
Did: to us
You will always be known as the Survivor.



*
*
RETORT TO PASTERNAK'S ZHIVAGO'S JESUS

The centuries like barges have floated
out of the darkness, to communism: not to be judged,
but to be unloaded.

Note:
See the last lines of "Garden of Gethsame," which is the last poem of 'The Poems of 
Yurii Zhivago,' the verse supplement to Pasternak’s Doctor Zhivago.

*
*
(POEM) (CHICAGO) (1967)

If you remember this poem after reading it
Please go to Lincoln Park the corner of Dickens Street and sit
On the bench there where M. and I kissed one night for a few minutes
It was wonderful even if you forget

*
*
RECAP

It was that kind of day
the kind that goes through you 
like a skewer but is okay as long 
as there's someone beside you 
waiting ready to lick the skewer
when it emerges from you

*
*
UNTITLED

Unscarred unscratched
Unnicked as the bottom
Of the lost wishingwell.

*
*
POEM

See the unicorn’s empty sword,
how its lack takes place
in a lack of place.

Nothingness is its own niche.

*
*
FRAGMENT

Because at least one couple is making love
Somewhere in the world at all times,
Because those two are always pressed tightly together,
Hatred can never slip between them
To come destroy us.



*
*
PHOLK POEM

The soup is lumpy.

Well then, pour it out.

The soup is lumpy.

Well, pour it out then!

The soup is lumpy, the potato soup.

*
*
AT THE MUSEUM THIS WEEK

Poland Through The Centuries a touring
Exhibition of maps drawn
By German and Russian cartographers reveals
There never was a Poland.

*
*
QUICKIE

Poetry 
is 
like
sex
on 
quicksand
namely
foreplay
should
be 
kept
at
a
minimum

*
*
POEM

The dead paperweight rests
on my lips, occuring to me
like a cry from the words it
has crushed: think of what it
saves from scattering minds
and windows’ wind-drafts, 
and from all the blink-wafts 
of Argus trying to read this.

*
*
TO COMPLETE

last one in the sentence is a rotten old period



*
*
[UNTITLED]

Rice thrown from
an open grave marks 
the height of a ceremony
somewhere in our lives.

*
*
HOLISTIC

Before eating the cherries
I pinched my cheeks
to get in tune, in tint—

*
*
POEM

My cheeks threw themselves as fuel
into the fire of the kiss and then in 
succession the rest flesh bone all 
features flowed thusward until my 
entire body was gone burned away 
in the flue space that held between 
two mouths turned ash the heart
or hearth that cannot last the night.

*
*
[UNTITLED]

each a prey to self’s salt 
though impervious to sea’s
mermaids must never weep
their tears would rust erode 
their scales       their souls

*
*
POEM

Fucking; nightcrawlers smashing my anonymous.

*
*
HAIKU

The sweat on my forehead
shines brighter 
when it’s in my eyes.

*
*
PRISONER EXCHANGE

After I replace the bars of the cage with my bones and
replace the bones of my body with the bars,



will I have escaped?

*
*
POEM

A nose surrounded
by a flaw—
hark, that’s my face

*
*
[UNTITLED]

Nothing could be born if there didn’t
already exist a metaphor for it, or if
the whole world wasn’t a metaphor for
the non-existence of this nothing, this
none-too-future something.

*
*
POEM

Some have a bodied voice
Their tongue its skeleton
Mine's a wraith
Waiting for a wind

*
*
THE DAILY ROUNDS

I keep a TV monitor on my chest
so that all who approach me
can see themselves
and respond appropriately.

*
*
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.

*
*
MY RIVER

The closer it gets to the sea the more
it aches for its source, the wound
that sprung it from the ground.



*
*
PARANOID THOUGHT

My roots are twisted entwining lovers,
Couples passing me on the path, ignoring me,
Always pretending that I am not their flower.

*
*
THE GETAWAY

It's 1969—and I'm

All lam: down
These libertysplit streets
U.S.A. I

Throw a measuringtape out, run its length,
Throw again, run,
Throw, run.

*
*
TRIP

. . .Jesus walking on the water

. . .keeps tripping over

. . .the flying fish

*
*
STORMFORM

All the lines of this poem
would like to contain
the sound of the rain
against my windowpane,
but I'm going to have it remain
here.

*
*
AUDIENCE

Murderous the gist
of their paws condemns
us all to die of applause:
in this circus minimus
even Coriolanus must
nurse and gnaw and showcase
his scars when the next
closeup comes.

*
*
DEAR ADVICE COLUMNIST

I recently killed my father                                           
And will soon marry my mother;



My question is:
Should his side of the family be invited to the wedding?

*
*
[UNTITLED]

only when 
the welcome-mat is 
exactly centered
at its core
can a labyrinth 
begin

*
*
ESCAPE PLAN

I examine
my skin

searching for
the pore

with EXIT
over it

*
*
THE COMMUTER'S DREAM

Every morning an afterdinner mint 
dissolves around us.  In it, cars touch,

like tiny hands at a football huddle—
headlights.  Rush-hour pushes through mist

or dark its stubborn, pre-peekaboo path; 
a worm fed into a pencil-sharpener. 

*
*
PROGRESS

I advance a few whines,
then am driven back
twice as many whimpers.

*
*
THE AMNESIAC'S NAME

Whatever it is it is
The only alias
Anonymous never uses.

*
*
3 A.M.



Time to pare down, pull in, simplify;
—I'll buy a dark coat, move my lips when I read
the bestseller lists. . .

*
*
ANCIENT MEASURES

As much as someone could plow in one day 
They called an acre;
As much as a person could die in one instant 
A lifetime—

*
*
TO X

You're like a scissors
popsicle I don't know to 
whether jump back
or lick

*
*
HAIR POEM

Hair is heaven's water flowing eerily over us 
Often a woman drifts off down her long hair and is lost

*
*
ALTERNATE FATES

What if right in
the middle of a battle
across the battlefield the wind 
blew thousands of 
lottery tickets, what then?

*
*
PERFECTION

Cueballs have invented insomnia in an attempt to forget eyelids

*
*
POEM TO POETRY

Poetry,
you are an electric,
a magic, field—like the space 
between a sleepwalker's outheld arms!

*
*
MADE FOR EACH OTHER

Today a fashion-model stopped me on the street



And asked me to marry her because
She said
She wanted to eat all the rat-poison in the world for
   her wedding-supper

*
*
THE THIRST

Light through the green leaves
drinks an absinthe of itself,
entering the earth
as forthwith, as fleshed.

Sweat dripping from a sundial
regulates the time
for those who wait
their turn at the spigot.

*
*
TWO EPIGRAMS FROM A NOTEBOOK DATED 1984

1. [The ageing epigrammatarian]

Youth's engine
of thumbs revs
and purrs—

Oh:
I am all
fingers now.

2. [Plus ça change . . . ]

When young
I was attracted to what they call 
Older women.

Older now
I am attracted to what they call 
Old women.

*
*
BEDDYBYE

Just hope that when you lie down your toes are a firing-squad

*
*
I SHOULD HOPE SO

Next year when this book is 
pulped and the pulp recycled to 
print your Collected Poems, will I 
still be here still writing this?

*



*
SECURITY

If I had a magic carpet 
I'd keep it
Floating always 
Right in front of me
Perpendicular, like a door.

*
*
POEM

Dropping your door keys 
into the wishingwell will
not unlock the secrets
of what you wish for
down in your own depths,
and is not even funny.

*
*
SLEEP

We brush the other, invisible moon.
Its caves come out and carry us inside.

*
*
POEM

All my soapbubbles dance on daggerpoint.
I throw dice while jacking off and cum snake-eyes.
Where there are twins one is wearing a mask.
My enemies list consists of nothing but autographs.

*
*
[UNTITLED]

that poem I was working on in 1959
and the half-done one-act play from 1969
the novel I spent 1979 starting
the painting I made sketches for throughout 1989
and the website I planned to debut 1999
are around here somewhere
maybe I should 
                      finish them up today

*
*
WHERE

are the arrows that

have bandages instead

of feathers at



their ends

*
*
POEM

Error is everywhere,
but one would hope at least
that the graves of surveyors 
might be dug 
the correct distance apart.

*
*
POEM!

Shh, you'll wake up the stains on my bedsheets.

*
*
POEM

Night, in whose death did your ennui take refuge?
The women all lay their kerchiefs on the water, and stepped back.

*
*
POEM

The brow is the face’s map,
on which can be read
the twists and turns it took 
to get here.  Yet the seams 
and cracks on one’s footsoles
show that only through detour
can the road reach itself.

*
*
WHAT ABOUT PENS?

Always remember that day follows day, 
but night precedes night—
and that your hands are merely microscopes for pencils to look through.

*
*
LOVE, HATE, LIFE, DEATH, MAMA, WATER, ETC.

If everyone on this planet was forced to write
one word on a piece of paper, their favorite

word, the resulting anthology might add up to less
than Shakespeare, who had, or so I've read,

a 40K vocabulary: wouldn't most of us
just put down the same few words; how many could

resist the usual abstract homilars, our limited



minds consisting of each other, non sequitir.  I would

be ashamed to show that book to my UFO guests,
no matter how repeated or urgent their requests.

*
*
MINOR POEM

The only response
to a child's grave is
to lie down before it and play dead

*
*
HOLY SHIT

Gosh golly Galway Kinnell's pig is holy and I
Am holy too and so are you and gee if I could only
Find the name of the right saint to throw in here they
Would print this next to his in all their anthology.

Note:
After Kinnell's "Saint Francis and the Sow."

*
*
THE FINAL WORD

Our farewells lack the plausibility of our departures.

*
*
STORM: FARMBOY DREAMING TO REACH THE SEA

I skiffed up rivers
and creeks of lightning
till thunder
split my covers

and down I drowned
lung by lung
to a stone
of salt the cows licked.

*
*
TANKATOWN

This island has
Been discovered by a great explorer,
But fortunately,
News of the discovery
Has not reached here yet.

*
*
BREAKFAST



You know how I like my dawns god— 'll
Just tap off this nubei-pink 'n'  'n'
Call yuh call
         That a 3 minute dawn?!!

You need a new timer old timer

*
*
POEM

The amputation of
my stilts has left
me leveled, eye
to eye with what 
should have been
cut off, myself.

*
*
ADULTERER WITH NO MOUTH AMUSES WORLD*

Not having a mouth is no joke!  Imagine an ax
left by somebody, sinksank into some treetrunk:
and each day you go by, the embedded ax seems
higher, higher, until finally, one day, jumping,
you're just barely able to brush the fine of the 
grain of the bottom of the axhandle with your
fingertips—and yet the tree has not grown.  Nor 
have you shrunk.  Imagine: imagine trying to
explain this to someone if you didn't have a mouth.

* Newspaper misprint

*
*
THE RUINS-READER

I-beams uphold that wall—
You-beams bolster me: guess
Which one is going to fall.

*
*
UNSPEAKABLE

A comma is a period which leaks.

*
*
EVICTIVE

If the body is a house,
eventually that house
pushes us 
from its rooms
out
onto its ledges.

Age must live on a ledge.



*
*
COURSE

Our ship needs wheels
to sail across these 
waves of stone if
Medusa is our 
figurehead.

*
*
POEM

As a detail in a painting
frames that painting in
the often memory,
so, for me, your face is
surrounded by your eyes.  Aura!

*
*
ETCET

Once I had to leave you so
I arranged for earth-tremors at night
so in your sleep you'd think I was caressing you—

*
*
POEM

If the poet could say to everybody,
“I release you from your duty to me
so that you might tend more purely 
the grass and the trees
and all the earth,” then the poet
could say to eternity, 
“OK, let’s go—we’re free.”

*
*
THE TENTATIVES

If the arrow is merely
An elongated bullseye

Do I know this head
(Target that grins and winks)

Like mine surrounded
By eye speedbreaks

*
*
VIA

Searching it goes,
alone at night,
—my beacon of ashes.



*
*
POEM

trying to find the name
five letters first letter J
of an ancient prophet
or god which I need
to complete my cross
word puzzle and
my cross

*
*
POEM

They wandered through the hand in hand.

*
*
ODD

Hard rhymes of childhood ride 
me back to lack's kitchen

in which it's leftovers again: 
from the cyclops cupboard

I plop another half-ate
Ulysses onto my plate.

*
*
FLAWLESS

Mopbucket toed across a jeweled floor.

To scrub down between these gemstuds is hard, 
and yet I have to cleanse every dust-shard
that might perturb the great ones who walk here.

Only rubies diamonds pearls and other
beautifuls can their bare soles encounter.

*
*
[UNTITLED]

Check out the Obituaries—each
day there’s another page and
guess what, those fucks,
there’s nobody on it but us.

*
*
METAPHOR VS. METONYMY

As the hand carries on the function of the
sleeve to a somewhat absurd degree, so you



could take over for me if we ever finish
this sentence, whose period is its cufflink.

*
*
BIG BANG VERSUS STEADYSTATE

The universe is definitely expanding,
all scientists now agree; but why
it's expanding is another debate.

Based on my experience, my theory:
if one remains in the same place, one
must pay rent.  That's my understanding.

Everybody—almost everybody—agrees;
only landlords vote for steadystate.

*
*
SUMMER DAYS

a butterfly with a sandwich
bite out of one wing flies away
from the inhabitoads of our shadow
or tries to

*
*
LUST

The parachutist wearing stilts so long they reach the ground
Wants
To jump anyway.

*
*
SNAGGYPOO SNUGGUMS POEM

Morning always lets down strings, knots
of light to be untied by our hair—
but by the soar of night’s coiffure,
all them puppets lie back in their cots.

*
*
FINAL

My classmates
wrote the answers
on my skin in
invisible ink then
during the Test
set fire to me

They passed 
I passed away

*



*
POEM

The trafficlight on Lovers Leap never changes to red.

*
*
TRY ME ON FOR SIZE

My head is put on and taken off
by one thought after another,
though strangely it seems to fit
none of them.  And yet somehow
that hat never goes out of style.

*
*
WHO

the past and the future
are my parents
meeting for the first time
when I die

*
*
WHY

now that I die
my past becomes as endless
as my future used to be

*
*
ELSEWHERE

Eternity gnaws its thirst.

Its tusked planets rut suns raw.

Its grapes mist the sea.

But sleep flows to the fallen.

*
*
MAYBE (TO H)

a stopsign stranded
in a sea of cacti
won't grow needles
maybe but then

even I take on some
characteristics
of human when
I'm with you

*



*
POEM

Silence disguises itself
as vowels, but the loudness
of consonants is also a ruse,
a mask worn to betray 
the words we chose to say
only for their echoes.

*
*
ON

a jet zooming by
may see climbers on a cliff
and never know if
those souls ascend or descend—
to the fast slow has no end

*
*
ASTERISK

The shorter the poem the 
longer the words.
The shorter the poem the
more endless it must be.

*
*
PAINTING VS. POETRY

Painting is a person placed
between the light and a
canvas so that their shadow
is cast on the canvas and
then the person signs their
name on it whereas poetry
is the shadow writing its
name upon the person.

*
*
FOOTNOTE TO CAVAFY

Sure hope them barbarians
Will allow us to pay them
To take photographs of them
Before they slaughter us.

*
*
FLOW

mutehard 
forboden
words 
line the mountain 
down which we melt—



stones that wore our 
trickle tongues away

*
*
LESSON

Even if the mountain I climbed
Proved to be a duncecap really,
It was only on gaining its peak
That that knowledge reached me.

*
*
BASH     (ten versions of furuike ya)

If I were a pond
and some frog jumped into me
I wouldn't respond.

I am a pond but
when a frog gets intimate
I keep my mouth shut.

I may look like scum
but some frogs can poke this pond
to orgasm come.

This pond is so old
even its frogs want it sold
to build the new road.

This pond is old as
me.  That's how bad-off it is.
Frog-visits, I doze.

You're old, pond—the same
as me.  But when your frogs come
you recall each name.

This pond is year-scored
as me.  But frogs that shake it
up just make me bored.

I'll float in this pond,
fearing each frog that jumps down
will wash me aground.

This pond is old too—
But when a frog jumps into
It, it still sounds new.

This pond is dead earth
But listen to its rebirth
When frogs take a bath. 

*
*
POEM



The thumb is
the scoop of the hand
and often
it empties it.

Tongue
head
also.

*
*
GYPTIAN

architect of the Sphinx
must have sketched his first plan
knelt down with a finger
to draw lines in the sand—
isn't that how he began?

*
*
IN VAIN

I like to look at myself in the dull gold
of the frames that contain erotic paintings
and, as I gaze, ask, as if I cared,
"Will moonlit lashes continue
to surround sunlit eyes?"

*
*
(POEM)

Your nakedness: the sound when I break an apple in half.

*
*
THE FATE
                (for Anne-Marie Stretter)

Standing on the youthhold I saw a shooting star
And knew it predestined encounter with the sole love
But that comet crashed into the earth so hard
Tilted its axis a little bit not much just enough
To make me miss meeting her by about a yard.

*
*
WISE SAYINGS

Sitting under a tree in the forest 
or under a chair in the house
wise sayings may pass by unheard
or worse may be misheard 
through all these leaves and legs.

*
*
EN PASSANT



While orbiting 
the earth
at a height of one millimeter
I notice
it tickles.

*
*
PENNY WISE

well alright
I grant you
he was a fascist
ahem antisemitism the
er war and all
I'm not defending them
but at least
you've got to admit
at least he
made the quatrains run on time

Note:
2 puns explain the title and last line: "Penny wise, pound foolish"— And: Mussolini's 
admirers used to say, "Well, he may be a fascist, but at least he makes the trains run 
on time."

*
*
OVERNIGHT FREEZE

Window-glints of ice glaze fast 
the mud's ruts and runs, inch-niched
skylights patch its pattered paths;
but the chameleon’s footprints—
have they been paned with stained-glass?

*
*
SKIRT

My hem has a snake threaded 
through it to hold it down 
when the wind blows and
then when the wind is still
to give it a twist of tremor.

*
*
FAITH

People who get down 
on their knees to me 
are the answer to my prayers

*
*
TO X

Somewhere in history
Somewhere in untold ages



Somewhere in the sands of time
Somewhere in the vast seas of eternity
There is one person
Only one
Who could understand me and love me
And you're it
So get with it

*
*
SYMMETRIES

How mirrored this merging: it's like lover/loved—
The poem aligns us and aims to make our skins
Correspond, each of your pores barrel-grooved
With one of mine, clone-gunned: then void opens
Onto void, grid-ideal, union, see, it joins!
First of course the skins have to be removed.

*
*
NO-ACT PLAY

I'm sitting alone in my rented room.

A door knocks at the door.

I don't answer.

It goes away.

Later I leave the room, and go to my crummy job.

The door returns, and knocks again.

It is admitted.

*
*
NAOMI POEM

The beach holds and sifts us through her dreaming fingers
Summer fragrances green between your legs
At night, naked auras cool the waves
Vanished
O Naomi
I kiss every body of you, every face

*
*
UP TO THE MINUTE

A jet falls on a cow.
Part of the animal sticks out and twitches like the
   usual closeups of the hero's jaw.
Children I admire play in the crushed cow's shadow.
And even the plane itself has been left atop the skel-
   etonized milk-giver,
clouding one's dreams of a bloodless coup.



*
*

NOTE (NAOMI POEM)

I left a
right where the nipple cheeps
kiss in each nest
of the black bra
hung inside your bathroom door.

*
*
THANKYOU, TANKA

Was it out of kindness
I dropped a compass
into the volcano
so the lava will know
which way to flow.

*
*
SANS

To cross-section a pinpoint,
reveal what quadrant
still exists.  Oh
keyhole-cleaved,
data mint.  Tin ion,
meet iron quark.

Grasped at or loved—

It's a cease orifice.

*
*
HAIBUN: THE JUGGLER TO HIS AUDIENCE            

One must be able to juggle at least 3 things to be a juggler (2 is not enough).   But 
whatever the 3 things are that one juggles—whether it's (for example) father, son and 
holy ghost; or mother, father, child; or id, ego, superego: whatever this minimal 
trinity consists of—the juggler must acknowledge
that his audience is not external to the act; and the juggler must confess to that 
audience:

One in my hand,—               

one in the air—             

and one in you.

*
*
THE CYCLE

what's the use
waking all night



to write down truths
which dawn quite
easily refutes

*
*
POEM

in the hand's cup
the palm is
an irreducible drop
a shrunken gnosis
no one can drink up

*
*
MINUS

For time to consist of me,
it would have to halt.
And space, if it wanted to exist of me,
empty.

I forget the other dimensions—

but whatever they are, they
must cease as I
to be me.

*
*
POEM

having found a penny
atop a weed's aureole
however it got there
is it wrong of me to look
for bucks on roses

*
*
POEM

someone's lost handkerchief pinned 
on our community bulletinboard
and I thought to just touch it
just touch it that's all honest 
I wouldn't have done anything else

*
*
POEM

clearly 
my eyeglasses
need cleaning but 
but I wasn't looking 
at anything

*



*
IMPOLITE

in the conference den 
impolite to strain one's neck
past all the faces talking
to read what someone left
scribbled on the wall

*
*
WISH I COULD (AND DO IT IN 31 SYLLABLES)

like someone whose quick
halt in the midst of traffic
to check his wrist makes
him late for that appointment—
that's how to think about death

*
*
POEM

the sixth sense is 
what the first five use
to delude us into thinking
that what we do here is
see hear touch taste smell

*
*
THE TRINITY

I don't recall the faith I was born with
I don't know the faith I will die with
all I can do is hope and pray
that the faith I live with
differs from them in every way

*
*
POEM

The snowman’s luggage
is always enroute.

*
*
INTHREADABLE

each snowflake’s 
a maze
whose center 
no other flake can find
the ways
to enter

*
*
POEM



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

*
*
WAS

Age 20 to 40
everyday I said
"I wish I was dead."

40 to 65
each day I cried
"I wish I was alive!"

65 to whenever
daily I'll whisper
"Wish I was either."

*
*
WORSE

All my life I had nothing,
but worse than that,
I wouldn't share it.

*
*
AND SO ON

suicide sex it's so much fun
you take 3/4ths of a fatal dose
and then fuck till you pass out
you cunnil her or fellate him
while they slit their wrists and
then you call 911 and so on

*
*
POEM

Age retracts me, filling my hands
with shirtcuffs as I shrink, reduced
to secondchild.  My skin is
smoke from a paper house, my hair.

Prepare a needle sea for me to walk on.

(Prepare me.  Make sure
my cries are wrapped up in a leaf.)

*
*
WINTER SUN



Full-stop, period, dot,
erased at times by birds.

Or asterisk, whose footnote
clouds our breath with words.

*
*
TO A DEAD FRIEND

mourning-clothes worn
inside out
would be white
if things were right
if opposites ruled

if truth prevailed
then me and you
would be two
instead of the one
we've become

*
*
[UNTITLED]

scarecrows placed on
the airport runways 
to frighten the fish
away ah if only I 
were as admirably tasked

*
*
EXAMPLE

All my thoughts are the same
length.  They're lines,
not sentences: you may protest
that on the page they seem dissimilar
in their duration,
but I swear to all you
unregulated readers-of-prose,
that in their passing
through my mind
each of these took an equal amount of time.

*
*
POEM

the door is open 
but the wall
which the door opens
continually waits for it
to enter

*
*
BANG BANG GLUG GLUG



My ark/my life's-boat
had two of everything
necessary for salvation
with the exception
of two bullet-holes
in its bottom hull.

*
*
ALAS

yes I allow each fool
to toss around my skull
but remember I tell
them remember it will
finally always land
in Hamlet's hand

*
*
PUTATIVE POEM FROM SAMURAI ERA

he made a haiku
before his blade took my head
why not a tanka
tanka would have let me live
fourteen syllables longer

*
*
PAST FUTURE

Idly wondering
if the underlined items
in one's itinerary
are more likely 
to occur.

Ditto diary.

*
*
NOTE

After Cocteau wrote
in his journal that
"Beauty limps"
he did not go out
and break his leg.

*
*
FEARS (CONT.)

niche niche niche niche
the birds go seeking a covert

eclipse eclipse eclipse eclipse
my shadow hides behind the sun



this this this this
every corner finds a crevice to keep

wish wish wish wish
the oldest word pacifies the youngest infant

*
*
TRUE TANKA

even the wisest
(even the esteemed poets
who when I was young
acclaimed me as promising)
have at times been proven wrong

*
*
(POEM)

on the one hand
but on the other hand
I rest

April 16, 2006 

MORE QUATORZAINS

*
Note:  I don't know what the reg's are when it comes to pubbing on this blog poems 
which are still in print.  Therefore I have not included here any of the quatorzains 
from my most recent theoretically-real book, The Unsubscriber.  As soon as its 
paperback edition is remaindered (the hardcover is already so) or pulped, I will add 
them to this.

*
If you have a printer that can do double-sided pages, I can email you (as an 
attachment) a PDF file of my quatorzains, with pages formatted for duplex printing.   
The resulting printout hardcopy can be folded over and stapled together to make a 
booklet.  If you want this file, contact me directly at my email address; please don't 
leave a request in the comments box.   /email: William_Knott@emerson.edu

----------------------

INTRO NOTES to MORE QUATORZAINS

*
I got interested in this form around 1970, and published several in my 1974 book, Love
Poems to Myself, and then more in the ones that followed: Rome in Rome (1976),
Becos (1983), Outremer (1989), The Quicken Tree (1995), and The Unsubscriber 
(2004).

*
Why "quatorzains" rather than "sonnets"?  I feel superstitious about using the latter 
term.  I feel defensive and or resentful: only real poets write sonnets, and I'm not a 
real poet, am I.  No, I'm a—a poet-biscuit.



*
The order of the poems is random, neither chronological nor thematic.

---------------------

*
*
SONNET       (to MK)

The way the world is not
Astonished at you
It doesn't blink a leaf
When we step from the house
Leads me to think         
That beauty is natural, unremarkable
And not to be spoken of 
Except in the course of things
The course of singing and worksharing
The course of squeezes and neighbors
The course of you tying back your raving hair to go out
And the course of course of me  
Astonished at you   
The way the world is not

*
*
THE CONSOLATIONS OF SOCIOBIOLOGY     (to JK)

Those scars rooted me.  Stigmata stalagmite
I sat at a drive-in and watched the stars
Through a straw while the Coke in my lap went
Waterier and waterier.  For days on end or      

Nights no end I crawled on all fours or in
My case no fours to worship you: Amoeba Behemoth!
—Then you explained your DNA calls for     
Meaner genes than mine and since you are merely

So to speak its external expression etcet
Ergo among your lovers I'll never be . . .
Ah that movie was so faraway the stars melting

Made my thighs icy.  I see: it's not you
Who is not requiting me, it's something in you
Over which you have no say says no to me.

*
*
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.

*
*
THE SCULPTURE  (to SB)

We stood there nude embracing while the sculptor                   
Poked and packed some sort of glop between us                  
Molding fast all the voids the gaps that lay                   
Where we'd tried most to hold each other close                  

Under the merge of your breasts and my chest                
There remained a space above the place our                       
Bellies met but soon that clay or plaster                      
Of paris or state of the art polymer                               

Filled every hollow which we long to fit                  
Then we were told to kiss hug hug harder                      
And then our heat would help to harden it                     

We stood there fused more ways than lovers know                  
Before the sculptor tore us away                                 
Forced us to look at what had made us so whole

*
*
LEDGELIFE

The taller the monument, the more impatient our luggage.
Look, look, a graveyard has fancy dirt.
Historians agree: this is the pebble which beaned Goliath.
Every billboard is theoretically as beautiful as what lies unseen behind it.

Mouth: the word's exit-wound.
It is impossible to run away face-to-face.
Shadow has closed the door out of you to you, but not to us.
The sign on the wall advises: Hide your gloves beneath your wings.

Even sculptors occasionally lean against statues.
Migrations?!  Fate?!  Life swears up at ledgelife.
All the sad tantamounts gather.  They want, they say, to errand our ways.

Please aim all kicks at the ground.
Address all blows to the air.
We are to be barely mentioned if at all in the moon's memoirs.

*
*
SADAK IN SEARCH OF THE WATERS OF OBLIVION

Is my Way to be crushed between your old
Testament and your new while the flood-blond
Of my major attributes burns, insurgent
And scrupulous beast?  That amnesiacs'



Trigger phrase your name rages each page or
Are those foams yanked from among my teeth
Mere suicides giggling in a mudbath perhaps—
Only the beach leaps at lapses of itself.

To swab my pittance with this is heartless.
—And yet these traces of an unfaithful navel
In the sand sign Go mode as, vast pilgrim,

You undo my i.d. so skillfully:—
Rollcall of absence whose program runs
Through all veins!  Oh sea.  Besieged by ilk, I am.

Note:
Title: of a work by John Martin.

*
*
(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

*
*
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 my parents 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 poor families do this.)

*
*
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?

*
*
THE MAN WHO MARRIED HIS CHECKOUT LANE

Daily, in the supermarket where I go,
I gravitate to this one lane—the one
that’s most full—you know: the busiest one.
Have I fallen in love with my checkout lane?

Well, I am male, I feel drawn to this aisle;
its openness is shameless, sexistly exciting;
the real way it squeezes my shoppingcart
and deigns to crowd me in.  Oh my checkout lane

has the longest wait of any—though unlike
all these others in line, I won’t leaf through the life
those tabloids provide rumors of: none of them

are beautiful as what infills me as I enter
as I am queued up for that brief orgasm
as my cash is on the counter and I am free.

*
*
TREASON

Do our footsteps really want to become footprints?
I mean: think of snails—if
one of them could move as fast as one of us—

wouldn't he be a traitor to his own—
a turncoat—a 'turn-snail'—?
No, no!  Please don't pick them up and throw them;
they can't fly.  They can only move



as they move, oh so endlessly across
this same ground we walk across ourselves
quite easily, not even hurrying;
this oh so same ground covered

with our foolish, wastrelly footprints— 
which will never, never become footsteps!
But see how quickly I become a turn-human.

*
*
CELEBRATION

The conversation-pit is filled to the level
Of the floor with the soil of former parties here—
Crushed cigarettes, napkins, all kinds of cocktail swill—
We stand at its edge, grinning, wondering who’s there:

Is there some version of us lost in that rubbish.
Such a Pompeii probably took years of soirees.
Where’s the carpet to cover it—dense, bottomless,
It makes the livingroom around it seem empty.

And why get superstitious—why greet our fellow 
Guest from way across this trashhold—since we must know
Its surface could bear our most intimate meetings.

Oh, somewhere the host is winking working elbows, 
Showing no embarrassment—but here we have grown 
Sober over the grave of what greater gatherings.

*
*
DOWNLOAD QUOTA FOR A QUAND OF SOUNDS

Question nothing else none as the poem comes into swim,
although I hear the true soliloquist doesn't care
about acoustics: for him each room or realm is bare,
or so says the sort of solver of this problem.

Exclude all quirks of love—the corkscrew inside the kiss,
the tongues that twirled themselves around yours and
yanked you out pop, suave wine spilling a space
maps render near enough, sunder's purest land.

Sill-pale, false, I shall toss the dust on my feet at
each huge wedge of wet which looks to be glass but
softens here to the condition of tear.  I'll bear
their failure, a grain of quicksand in every pore. 

It begs its boundaries from the surround.  And yet
the surround itself must seek its limits in them.

*
*
CHRISTMAS AT THE ORPHANAGE

But if they'd give us toys and twice the stuff
most parents splurge on the average kid,
orphans, I submit, need more than enough;



in fact, stacks wrapped with our names nearly hid
the tree where sparkling allotments yearly
guaranteed a lack of—what?—family?—

I knew exactly what it was I missed:
(did each boy there feel the same denial?)
to share my pals' tearing open their piles
meant sealing the self, the child that wanted
to scream at all You stole those gifts from me;
whose birthday is worth such words?  The wish-lists
they'd made us write out in May lay granted
against starred branches.  I said I'm sorry.

*
*
SELF-PORTRAIT OF THE POET AS HYENA

Kindly deferrer to lions,
Late flocks of vultures, packs of winds.

Last to destroy the lost, discreet,
A shy, toothpick aristocrat.

Servile, even, leaning over 
Droves of bones who disdain such care,

Who in their marrow preen and bear
Huge swarms of self, a hubris herd.

Is that why he laughs—why he finds
Joy in these humiliations,

These measured modesties that mass
And make him eat his words at last?

How strange it is to stay astride
This prey, to taste its pride of pride.

*
*
HERITAGE

         " . . . here thy generations endeth in accord." 

I physically resemble my mother
And father and therefore must have been
Adopted, because on my TV screen
The role-children rarely share a feature
With either parent.  The fact they're actors
And I'm not is what makes me misbegot—
Watch that matched world of monitors 2-shot
The mirror daily where I pray these stars

Come: cancel everyone of us whose names
And clans have sundered human unity—
Descend always among daughters or sons
To live still, beyond the Web’s trivia games,
Till their faces cloned shape ours.  Family.
From android to ape, we'll be Thy reruns.



*
*
POEMCLONE #4: HIS LIFE, HIS FATE (LAMENT)

Beautiful as a TV tuned to me,
Ending every line with words that end in
The letter z renders him total, final,
Whole.  By analogy?  Ergo-oh-oh,

How simul/how my epitome's prose.  So
Extra-lapsed from time—from time's yawns blending
Our matinal soles (our toll head of vesper) where
My brain (that scab of bonbons) mimes a dung-

Gone thing as long—as long as this elevator
Of nothingness descends into whose lungs . . .
This down-urge of air, this breathe-me, breathe-me . . .

Then: whenever the xerox cries he dies.
Is it fancy, is it drifty?  What's all or null
If I see my teardrops copy my eyes.

*
*
POEM

You’d have us compare madness in a glass
and then for contrast’s sake strike one face from 
that frame, one name off that list just to see 
who’s left.  But all the asylum I am,

that whole alpha-non-grata of heads torn 
from the page can’t disengage your veil slur 
stare where I sit, I wait, I browse my state, 
I collate these collected offlurks of. 

To attain the state each stark strives for, all
that sill is unevolved, a thumbless clone
halfway home, desiring these threshold scenes 
be furthest strand.  These never near at hand.

To die in a once sense, once in a sense.
My necktie longs to rise and tongue my brow.

*
*
STRAND

To swim in water colored green
means you may never reach the shore—
but if the waves are blue, then you
might revive your stroke and strike more.

Past surface shades could find the one
arranging dust, the hue your own
adequately echoes, earth tone.

Neither primary nor pastel,
its prism all but shallow bathes 
every island that can be found



in scenes preserved by paint: it saves

the picturesque yet quickly drowns
our honed harbor, your wake, your wake
says, flowing home beneath no ground.

*
*
FRAGMENTS FROM THE BEACH   (Enneasyllabics)

In retrospect the tragic nature 
of sea is a taste wept too freely,
soon depleted by scenes of rupture;
the eyes have other secrets to see

and deeper use for the detritus
within us: the bright effluvium
of ego dries up, mired as it is
in wealth, that remedial medium.

Blame it on fate, on beach memories—
pebble put in the pocket or shell
fragments; any memento carries
us as much as we it.  Time capsule

contains every evening’s interval.
An ocean observes its own puddle.

*
*
ELEPHANT AND ENVELOPE

Numbering their normal RAM in great noughts,
The elephant and the envelope are 
Doomed to remember only pristine thoughts— 
They both carry every souvenir too far.

No matter how creased and stained their skins fade, 
Even the erratum images they encase        
Remain abnormally there to be read
(Password: remorse).  Is there no way to erase

The years the yearfalls or are all these flaws 
Stored away somewhere perfectly forever—
All of our memory sites dotcomlinked—

Trapped in that utter trunkiness because
The envelope is an elephant.  Never
Forgets: thus it too will soon be extinct.

*
*
WINDOWBEAM

Ray that overruns every pane, 
force that first invades but then

is pervaded: sunstripe penetrant!— 
what made your phalanx fail: why can't



its pure-greaved asbestos-armor
avert our dirt: must the conqueror

convert his ways, the savior adopt 
savage customs?  We slaves corrupt

all bright kings—each mote of us 
holds abject thought that blots with dust

your gold-shed greatness: shadow
breaks your arc and essence.  How

transient the transparency
you brandished here so recently.

*
*
“THOUGH MUSIC MAY HAVE OTHER AIMS THAN US” (Wayland)

If scores were blown off music-stands against our 
faces, they’d cause us to not see, to bump into things;
struggling to follow the notes, straying towards
each others’ arms we’d branch out in such songs.

If here harmony comes from false maps cast
across our visage like pages in the notebook of
the composer, she whose echoes lead us lost—
Or is it the blindfolding wind directs acts of love.

Music that masks intent, make render my route.
Veer me off inward toward the core of detour
foretold, proving its path along a graph is more

a quest than this fumbling, stumbling progress
through the tactless swamp of the ears, this poem whose
strains undermine the main theme of your pursuit.

Note: 
The title is fictional.

*
*
THE HUNGER  (enneasyllabics)

If a path to the Gingerbread House 
could be established by breaking crumbs
off its edifice and sprinkling them
so as to find what lies behind us

across the featureless fairytale
void of childhood: yet how very quick
that trick wears out when the story's track
takes hold, takes toll, a far-older trail

prevails, we're forced to give up this lost
cause; and the fact is that every last
morsel was gone long before the you

or I might totter our way back here



to try to dissuade all these other
Hansel-Gretels hollering in queue.

*
*
PLAZA DE LOCO

It's high tide in the hero
The floodgates fail the heart cowers
Blood of his deeds drowns the town square
Above it all this statue towers

And as the captain of a sinking ship
The instant the waves reach his toes
Snaps to attention it waits
Commanding some former pose

The inscription on which is blurred
Hey what is that word
What does his crumbling mad pedestal say

To find my way to you is
To not find your way to you
Therefore is not to find the way

*
*
NUN CLAIMS MOST SNAKES TOO SERIOUS TO MAKE GOOD                 
   BOOKMARKS (YOUR SOUL IS A CHOSEN LANDSCAPE)                         

À la gongs, that await the Emperor's semen                           
But in vain, I partition silence into rooms                          
Called poems.  Why?  Only Empresses remain—                       
Is this too rigid: should seed, blown from some                     

Sunflower come to land solely on sundials . . .  
Yet wig of compass-needles; comet.  Soars                                 
—For sync's sake?  Like optional hearts, in styles                        
Singular averse against the opus wall of stars                           

Spring safetypins my penis to my navel,                                     
Praying that so fetal a petal shall shrivel still:                         
A thank-quiet follows; a field day feeling;                              

Queen Staypower paints out our scene's see-me's                            
(Dream-prussic pupils flare, flush with their irises).                      
Then sun wonderlands it all a bit, by falling.   

Note:
Parenthetical title: "Votre âme est un paysage choisi . . ." —the first line of 
Verlaine'sClair de Lune.

*
*
MALE MENOPAUSE POEM

How as to lean my non-eon on autumn's roan                 
Undoing, to smile while the stymies crawl               
All over me and the prismatic blindfold                          
Around my testicles squeaks: guess this house                  



No longer knows which door I am.  The window                     
We were, does it remember its view?  You-or-I                     
Saw so little out there; what future only                         
Catches, catnap glimpses, of nightmares to come.                           

Doorknobs worn to doornubs—grey stubble on                    
Gaunt armpits—lists like that litter this earth.               
A lattice of graves greets me or is kind to me;               

My hair plowed with parents, their protracted              
Smoothings of some poor, tuckablanket bed.                     
As said each road I find in your face is fled.

*
*
THE LOST THINGS

Even the lost things that are a bird's-nest
Must know if forgottenness is simply
The finetuning of memory
To a perhaps higher frequency.

Or could those who pursue the streets
With earphones in their heads
Be listening to the sound on tape
Of their previous footsteps.

Lawnchair backyard flaked out
Making marijauna gestures at worms
I who am in terms of real
Merely a skull rattling on a roulette wheel.

I see the birdfeeder is empty hmm
A vacuum presupposes a moral.

*
*
EROS AND ESPIONAGE IN THE BENT CENTER 
                                  (for Helen C., after reading 
                                       D. G. Rossetti's "Troy Town")

More undermined by your meander than my thirst
From wine's first cup what shard still tastes this milk
Above whom shone a normal polaroid of the void
A song saliva cannot tie its envious vines to

Shall I paint through all the Isms to show you
Bricabrac from that breast fill worlds marked sale-price
Yet conceptualists slumming in the real congeal
Is here a thing to say of this say or said place

Now the merry-go-round it goes-a-round old 'Troy Town'
My bed hangs out the window by its toes shouting
Each day your hair strays across such ruins

But to live live simply in compress with our time
TV-star footprints to immortalize sidewalk
Me slurp your sweetpuddle up out of an autograph

*



*
WAXEN

An easel steadied by candles
might depict enough light
to see yourself caught some ways
by the wavy S of the brush.

Across this sibilant surface 
what else is portrait or less:
if face to a person's untoward,
how much more our fixture

here.  Shadow shows the eye 
its monkey unanimity, lost
in an empire of diligence.

Lifeyield congealed, still-unity—
this past partake makes paradise
eclipse.  The easel's sill drips.

*
*
MENAGERIE OF THE AEDILES

Now what thought is thrashing from this brain to be
unleashed by a brow-to-brow collision with
a unicorn?  Or could it go released through
other throes I wonder.  For if I were gored

there, mightn't I, like, die?  When Terminator zaps
a hole in someone's forehead they don't write
a poem response, they drop and he steps on them
crunch, french, act, your soundtrack may vary.

The plan was to get scalpels taped to the Creature
From The Fuck's huge flipper-tentacles and
then lie down hoping that perhaps their wild wave ways

surgically correct my defect my gender—
penis revealed as gap in consciousness—
Though I know none of you beasts loves me that much.

*
*
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

*
*
BREATH/LOST

At dawn I see across the way the treetops
seem to crouch, unlit yet, waiting for sun
to turn them tall again.  I yawn, I stretch—
the day's first stretch, when the body, after

lying scrunched up all night, reconnects with
its cardinal quadrants, the four points that
encompass us: each limb jars the edge of,
marks out and wakes the corners of our cage.

Oh window!  I am complete with this caught breath,
this space suffice on which even paper
airplanes must float, updraft that elevates

eyes to ritual heights, those clouds morning
throws passersbird down through to gaud the good
before I forget that it alone is my nest.

My diaries may be jammed to the Dec.s
with the return dates of comets,
but monitors track the orbits 
I tunnel from.  Every door connects

for this omen-minotaur: zoom-in
a queen running down a Paul Klee
walkways maze, filmstar footprints I
set out to portray on my skin.

Framed by the errand dole of dream,
REM thumbs my nerves like gloves
molding a voodoo doll museum,
its corridors recurrent as waves

pacing their birthplace backwards—
exit whose wax I blaze skies towards.

*
*
ANOTHER NAOMI POEM

Her tongue was melting at the center of an iceberg
That had sank the 13th floor of every building
In which we were living, our sunglasses broken like ciao,
Overlooking what vista of siesta: nightly we rose

To harvest the end of a kitestring whose importunate
Tugging from below sowed heresy; we smashed
The one snowflake that was carving all the other snowflakes;
I warned her: "Your clitoris is my boyfriend."



Decades; quits; fades; she wrote some books, I tried
To write some books; we met occasionally, but why?
Other strangers than our own may remember.  I remember

One time, my hair was hippie, she had to keep pushing
It off, averting her face, finally complaining that
This must be what it's like to go to bed with another woman.

*
*
SIDESHOW    (to RS)

Announced by your nakedness you appear
The fold avert their blindfold eyes
Your rain-fossil skin lit by ajars
Of perfume (blood's-lace)

At least a murderer doesn't have to boo his shadow
You vow beneath barbarous marquees
Whose leaves have fallen
To placebo your profile

And if he keeps a pinkie raised while slashing those disciples
Together you and him must flee
Over an earth-to-earth carpet of kisses

Leaving me to play the mirror's old shell-game
Hot for what it holds in hide
By shifting its faces thus

*
*
THE FROOTLOOPS OF CONSOLATION

One of those landscapes that explicate Eliot.
Up: evening-pubescent clouds tuft-about a sun
That rusts like a shelf of spare parts for god
Or such, who flee with perhapses as pitstops:

The airport that sold me all I know is gone now.            
The welcome-mats that were so cheap (a foreign
Manufacturer had misspelled them)—that whole symbol
Semblage/emblem forum: bereft of forms I bend

Across this blindfold's bliss land and see
My soul or a lobotomy spaghetti
—Choice of terms—crawl by.  By what small light the

Day has not betrayed you step so long among
The Magritte-lit map.  A single tight-rope
Stretches between its houses, threading the keyholes.

*
*
MORE BEST JOKES OF THE DELPHIC ORACLE

I vow to live always at trash point: to
Waste my past talking about the weather
In mirrors, how they cloud or is it clear
With no certain referent to that what was



Forecast.  Like Snow White's dust-draped stepmother
I smile up at the dictionary whispering
My favorite definition, down at the stove my
Worst recipe.  The endproduct in me

Agrees.  It and I are one in this blither
And, I believe, we echo something endless,
Eine global vocal.  Will those lips ever

Repent this recorded message.  Lips
That remain a mere testimonial
To the inchworm's socialization progress.

*
*
NIGHT AND THE NAKED
                                       (to RN)

The filmfestival swept beyond us as we kissed
Oh roundrobin panel where we went goodbye
Since then the weight (savored) of noncoincidence
As if each lightningbolt were secretly aimed at 

A matchstick but were we ever on target as that
Whenever we meet now in the bar part or the
Restaurant part or the video part or the disco
Part or the atrium of this night I fear our parts our

Roles I mean because what if we you and me
Were cast to closeup the scene the street the strobe
Stabs of rain frying our profiles for future ref

Literals straight off a wanted poster for Janus
Because or would we just stand there thunderfucked
Trying to remember our name ends in applause

*
*
ART OR THE CARESSES OR THE SPHINX  (CASTRATION ENVY #36)            

The Lord Peter Mumsey of Thebes, that yummy                          
Oedi-poo dick, advises me, It's no use.  To                   
Detectify a guilty party will                                    
Soil the purity of our respective plagues.                        

Like a silo filled with silhouettes of sigh                       
I reply.  My smarm/your frissonpassion                         
To be eliminated from the world's                              
Verticalities are more of what photons do                     

To Phaëtons.  Therefore, if that obliteracy                       
Our face slash esperanto saliva                                   
Trace or clue is left to sift through but this                     

Issuey stuff, whoa, who's to blame, us!  So I whore                
Is for sure and if death occurs, facile                           
Excel.  'What's named between the knees' 's not me.

Note:
Title (excluding the parenthesis): of a work by Khnopff.  Line 14: I can't recall where 



this quote comes from, or if in fact it is a quote. 

*
*
ENTRANCE

first he cuts a notch 
across his shins
he gives his knees a slash next
and then his thighs

higher and higher 
the gouges come
to show the increments of growth
the measured ascent

it's getting there he muses
how long do you think
the scars will take

before it's big enough
for you to leave through it he asks
his empty room

*
*
CASTRATION ENVY #11

Tying the pimp in dreams to a lamppost
His tuxedo wet with wheedled kisses, can
I wake up sucking the footprints of toilets
In jails that glitter like crash-dived marquees.

A dog appears in call letters on my skin.
Twin worlds, who exchange threats via scoreboard
I rival this night, this fight to the death
With enough leftover, ooze for twosies yet.

Either even, I wish I could put on take off
My clothes without first saying to my cock
"Excuse me, is this yours," while the stars

The collected no-shows of eternity, rise.
Hey, remember the way painters gauge perspective?
Me, I cut the thumb off and throw it at stuff.

*
*
MISDIRECTIONS

If world is north to infants
and south to adults
is it east to the unborn
west to the dead

Kafka's Castle is home
to Count Westwest meaning
God whom K the land-surveyor 
meaning human must map out



Jesus Christ on the other hand 
not being human lacks 
spacial awareness lacks place

Consequently all he says is
set the timelock on
my tomb for 3 days boys

*
*
ORPHAN

Like blueprints hung on a clothesline, 
anywhere I could have lived 
is rinsed into the dirt,
my final and my only home. 

I lack a long-ago, a childhood:
I spit its name into my wounds.

I am ringed by a landscape
of complete aversion.  The compass
hides its face, the horizon lights
a familytree-fuse that explodes in me—

In the middle of the sea,
sole survivors of a cargo shipwreck,
welcome-mats line the shore 
of a desert island.

*
*
ALPHABETICAL MORNING

Stabbed by an elephant lens
On a meatless mattress I lie,
(Use a scalpel to trace my future;
The past, a suture) and die.

Spat at as often as the oil
Portrait of a moviestar on
The wall of a Death Row cell I fell
Into an abyss of worn-off

Sculptors' thumbs.  Accidentally
Daily I cutted my throat on the
Drinking fountain.  How was I

To know there is no justice,
Just a your-honor of trash?
I smile, a total inutile.

Note:
Title: of a painting by Alberto Savinio.

*
*
BOY AT THE MIRROR



A child emulates what he can't know
is true, a murderous dew 
that appears every morning to be 
his face, but already it evaporates at

a touch: the lurking effects of  
the unity granted by night are never 
enough to maintain this ripeness called 
time, this waking up to a cherub-scope

that looks back at him in the glass growth
like hammerblows a devil checks off 
a list—the routine begins so early

and even the wattage of the womb 
behind him is too bright, too ready 
to hale an unsought self into sight.

*
*
POEM

Please, no dreams tonight.
No transfigured eyelids,
No siren rain
From the day's clouds.

Let the moon 
Be boarded over.
No mirrors must signal
Their ally the wishwell.

Let there be nothing 
For our faces to open in 
But themselves.

Seen in this least light
They may appear
At last to be whole.

*
*
BABBLEGATE

In early childhood an act
consists of another act,
a multiplying chain of
this and that.  Cat, windowsill,

sunlight, they're all events instead
of sights, but eventually they
too give way to the eye.  Time
distances the other senses

until one seems intent instead
of intrinsicate.  That's why
dimensionally I can only

try to run toward the place
I've already passed, squealing



ba ba ba ba ba ba buh!

*
*
CLICK

From the bottom of my well
I see the sun and moon just
once a day, which is nothing

when compared to you above 
who see them both so often, 
so open-shared, so totally:

and yet I believe that in that 
instant when daily the sun 
and monthly the moon fill

my circle rim up there, I am
illuminated in a way you can
never be, quenched entirely

and all sealed in light.  See: 
I'm whole now.  No cracks in me.

*
*
THE PAST: TO H

Whenever keys lick our hands, 
melting them into other hands, 
each door opens on a scene of
thrust-aside bodies. The past is love

suppressed.  Closeup: focus copulates with
F sharp.  Memories hide a wealth
denied of music and outmode.

In oldies songs in black dresses
whose fade-labels frill our sex attic,
caresses are snatched from kisses.

The past is not us.  Its lovers
are true for an hour that stays 
surprised behind a threshold of days.
Maybe they can say when it's over.

*
*
SELF(THE POET PASSÉ)PORTRAIT

His task to watch an hourglass wash itself,
A ritual cleansing that leaves him bare,
Though no purification’s new enough
To nullify the need for such labor—

Prior soon to repeat, platonic clone,
He should have practiced that horizon
Vocation, camouflage, opening his



Arms wide the better to hide.  But of course

If the flesh is fire, bones are the kindling:
Still there but aching to be unbelied 
By the lover; unbellied as breaths held
Until all the minutes fall to the wrong

End of the hour and find his final
Efforts’ve faded, dated as (or like) a sundial.

*
*
THE OTHER SAVIORS

For them the defeat was immediate, 
I.e., from within.  The ribstrokes of my heart 
Went and then the rain signed tangent its light 
Across things reviving that red desert.

The slim stopsign amid far cacti stood
And made our surest land convert a course
Which every compass felt would rise renewed
If, us-effaced, I failed to trace my source.

See my countries carry their faraway
Farther away each day, hear survivors
Rip my page from their bribed bible and pray
This be the key whose doors collapse all frontiers.

Within the deepest room of which, eavesdrop-eyed,
You surprised a recognition on its deathbed.

*
*
AFTER BRETON EXPELS ME FROM THE GROUP, 
   I GO DOWN ON SAMSON AND DELILAH

The moon long undue to none of us follows
Typifying some life we phonetically loathe
Or other dolls umbilical to our desires
Let my lips fizz out against your thighs.

The annuities of these nymphs are so paid
But can our praiseworth's cry concur
Pilgrimage-many the tidepools oppose
Sigh only my hemline has aspirations.

Typecast as fat Tantalus/as the last
Frame of an hourglass movie I yawn for more
Bouffant-slut roles roles with grunge-rapport.

Therefore a rumor-millioned perfumes inject
Each of my pores must emit its own odor
If we are to synchronize all earth's sundials.

*
*
THE SEMBLANCE AMBULANCE



From gaze-and-gone, that mine-or-yours is where
I remember us, always fumbling to put
the seal of arousal upon every stare—
but in that same vacuum our eyes create

with fade-outs/ins to each other, what waits?
Look, in the space our meeting faces made:
two eyebrows hurrying to earth, hair freed
of groping now, impaled on summer's flute-spurts.

The thrill that fills this masochronicle
is shallow as a thimble poured from a navel.

Waiting for a seashell's mating-period, 
we’ll keep the pose those opposites caused void
to disclose, as if by held they were being near.

See us there, like a truth carved by halves of core.

*
*
REFUSING AN INVITATION TO THE MASKED BALL                              

No knees forcep my tongue to you.  Met when                
It dims like hesitant fever over                            
That oasis-in-a-swimsuit, what studious mirage             
Rises.  Mist is the dog augments the scene.               

Whose collapsar sponsors these closeups?—               
The escapes in forced moonlight of the prince               
At his powerboat throughout alpine lakes chased              
Or so the whisper ran, rotting in attendance:               

May I hang the fur coat on the beehive? thanks—
That place that fills the map that swamps the front    
Seats of the Royal Starship rendezvous                           

Holds perhaps.  Till then, scintilla antenna                
Omniscient thistle of my Etcetera Dracula,                     
A smile across that which we would share, flesh.

*
*
SCHOOL FOR INSOMNIA

A bed of nails a manicurist hurls polish at—
The colors, liquid, thinking of a high tide I wonder
If it can remember the Primal Scene it relives
Again and again in pangs of ebb that plethora

Moment of what trance—conception—or are we
Out of source now, free, all pasts forgot as easily
As adults will plow a path through a children's
Birthday party—their pink lit-once, lit-twice,

Lit-five-times cake not stopping this progress, not
Even for a step that guesses what our heels could
Make of these tiny candles, crunch as crayons—



The colors, of evening then night are flames I fall
Tranq-sank in, the miniaturization of dust continues,
Night lies down on a bed of nails or stars—

*
*
CONTEMPORARY OUTREMERICAN POETRY

Lips eclipsed by the dark O of a howl,
Stereo Echo, monaural Narcissus—
That old abyss-as-sinecure noise
Seems pure enough: but toward what laser-fold,

What mother-scold, of dream?  Is that why
Jumpcuts catch fish; thighs nailed to birth push?
Cybele—Jesus—the lap presides?  The name
Carved on this polyglot ingot was whose,

Lone rune gods can use to dispute their senses!
Immune I remain, group-blind to your game:
Imagine if a couple, eloping

Out a window had paused on the ledge,
Had stayed there, had set up house right there on the ledge—
That's how far we get to marry words.

*
*
WEDNESDAY   (to RS)

Past noon; I walked her to her train; we said so long;
Her smile, her flash as the huffy train pulled away,
Like a knife withdrawing from robot flesh; sparks
From its wheels showered over me, black, lavacidal.

We'll meet 2 days from now: not enough time to enter
An anticipanthood, noviciate of rendezvous; to
Lift that iffy cathedral, brush Samson's cindery
Dandruff off my collapsing shoulders, not enough time,

Nor space.  Cramped.  Thighs.  She's travelling far
Away—I'm so foolish!  Why did I propose dramamine
For corpses when the trip from womb to world didn't make me

Sick?  2 days; 2 days.  That's enough.  I smile, home, past
The drugstore and the hairdressers, hardware, the other
Stores, I wish there was room here to put them all in.

*
*
A VIRGINSAINT AND A SAINTVIRGIN SHARE
   A HALO A WHILE: A MEMORY     (to EE)

It was the onset of a golden headset
Our thought from covetous egypts took flight (suite)
Not so the veins' isle-lopped dictation
The sea that amanuensis with illegible gloves

But who wrote my pose throes over the white dot of
A desert's collectiste saliva whereon



A blindness bandaged by bats became dawn or
Was that oase-false face my scrotalskull gaze

The fever of eyecharts is distant tonight
This is my haiku scar this is my soft
Repeated sincere desire for fart-fairy confabs

Ah no abhorred form of present tense you see
That halo our askew nuked free is dead
Is circumscribed solely by the absence of head

*
*
BECKON GONE

Now I see they put the world together
at an angle that goes wrong to the earth.

Tables and chairs have a destiny in this,
flawed beyond all hopes of wood.  The wind 
rivering through the bare branches gathers
their withering rather than my growth.

Shadow sutured to the eventual skin of 
our ascendance, your swami crannies
fail me.  Amadeus, Amadeus,
the sky calls.  Beckon gone, go, go on home—

Nothing blunts my perfume as I become,
as I attempt to exude from within
the most faintly effigy I can.  North
of birthfants, south of deathdults, where am I?

*
*
PER REQUEST

when we're always alone
and when we're never alone
which one
answers the phone

all that separates us
is the finishline
face in a race
with its own cheekbones

this toe to toe battle
with our shadow
to gain possession
of a narrow choking ledge

which one which one
I cower beneath my resurrections

*
*
UNTOLDTITLED



I move during your interstices of movement,
you are still, I am still no longer than no more,
well-forced to peel from stopsigns decals that say it.

But crossroads are made of mispronunciations
of our otherwise swerve or caught destinations;
imagine radar squiggles in a big, nuke-out war.

Then vase sass, sponge tossed onto a slit throat—
I bet my seance has enslaved my tan.  Lacing
the leech to itself, life traverses some navel?
Lung abbreviations, breaths: departure's dictate.

Because gone is a great while, daily I yell oh
our absence enlarges the burden of penthouses.
Ape-acne's eunuch, I comb through emcee cues.
Youth-starch, time, you tease the tonsured tongue.

*
*
LAST MOMENTS IN THE MASTERPIECE

Once aboard the world a venereal disease
The Beatles* gave you takes on new forms
And shows them how to elevate birth.  But then
A pasture attends.  The clothes fit the cows,

Though styles are better back in the barn, where
Some denouement mode monde meet as photos for
The magazine this poem has published or
Will I be the sum of misprints here.

That should suffice could hours need to suffer:
Our clock ye-gods toward arrival, medieval
Catapults release aim-things, whose same music

Is defter in sepia, that mooing hue, lit by fakes.
*Or Picasso, Gertrude Stein, Santa Claus, Der Führer,
Or any other 3-syllable entity you'd prefer-er.

*
*
LINES FROM DAYTON, OHIO

Reason sates the horizon—
fulgent, full of elegant oils,
giant unguents.  A sun

a racecar's engine,
hoisted in a hammock
set sway, between two trees, backyard

*

A world washed up by dew
onto this bluer world,
—as though the genitalia

were a shadow



thrown upon the body by
some dubious, some distant deity

*

Oh
I lack both seriousness and so.

*
*
JOHN MARCHER TO MAY BARTRAM
                                           (for LF)

Constantly assembling the dregs of dice,
the laughter: summer will never come from us
till the past is all contour, all tailfin. 
Our defenses' tiny wingfins push in vain

as, prodigious and terrible, the sky 
—fresh from its years-drowned descent—uplifts what sail,
drifts by any rialto whose tableaux
still continue to deflect our day, our

teteatete's yet-to-be.  Tauter grins framed
the accomplice wellwishers in God's gameroom—
glasses held to a toast glinted.  Soon they

decanted our hands: even the sea lay
in stills of inertia, distance-disinterred;
soundlessly panting as it crossed the bay.

Note:
Marcher . . . Bartram: the almost agonists of Henry James' The Beast in the Jungle, 
which the poem vainly tries to prequelize.  Line 5: prodigious and terrible—a phrase 
from Beast.

*
*
DRUG OF YOUR CHOICE

And so I write, “Love paces out its exile
beneath an Arch of Triumph.”  What the meanwhile
does that mean—pacing is going nowhere
and the arch is built to remind a war

to bring tourists.  Overhung by that shrine
(till infantry is the prose of pavements)
time remains a frieze from a waxworks famine—
vista in which we cum, sweat, become silent.

Like a monkey caught in an orange pharmacy,
love conditions the fool to riot reason . . .
But from corners that climax has not stirred, coldly

a cacti acrobat holds the horizon forth as 
an ideal of what constitutes refuge, pane 
deposit, distant, though its cuppings could kill us.

*



*
POEM FOR MEMBERS ONLY

I chastise those who chose to transcend
flesh, who drained themselves from the rainbow
shadow, who strained to raise that sun
which we in a seas' circle on earth hold down.

Evolvates, through the straight stigmata
of 12 and 6 o'clocks soaring.  Who saw
instead, dawn shed a twilight-hither glow.

Were they born or what, did their unsheared
blood never climb past bud, to reach: such
null-exegetes, soul-esthetes!—Should you try

to get a glimpse of this aspiration,
as if within your hair every strand
shone against itself; yet would you say each
was meant to be the head's sole ray.

*
*
HERE ARE THE HEIRS OF HARVEST

The lunatic walls that hide in front of love
Are right to hide, though the eye tries to find them
More undercover than the skull above

Which the face finds your face, to coffer share
A suffice of yes, an enough of no:
Is that still credible in the morning where

(Pillowjam/bedbutter spread, shed behind drapes)
Our distance occurs, our demarcation
Destinations are aimed at a landscape.

Immured by dawns, the horizon trusts
Only the space we vacate, plotting to rear 
An inherent figure, no longer us—

That which waits concealed will yield our founding place.
We must paint the house with what its grounds waste.

*
*
THE HEROES CROWD EACH OTHER AT THE GATE

But this cryptic impulse to eclipse a map
While voiceovers avail one's profile or
The blindfolds floating to the ground smile
The vegetation shiver a little

Light has not accustomed swimmingpools to this
Glitter and illiterates with gold records know
And all our next door to door neighbors the Nukes
Family who play charades to remember

Each other's names they feel it hie vie die



Across that oversuffice of knife their life
Santa's reindeer sneer down from the sky as

Guiding your foot with my hand to its mark
My face I reflect of how this world which
Does not consist of more you's than you does

Note:
Title: a phrase by Abel Gance; as quoted in the screenplay for Hitler: A Film from 
Germany.

*
*
HUMAN ESCAPE SYNDROME

Often our pendulum-curtained ocean
was thought to harbor a metronome,
which saddled the minutehand
and rode off to catch the hourhand.

Time's simile?  Waves.  Waves—teeter empires,
primed to fall, defined to fall.
But now time is digital.

Now time has no time for metaphors;
a cyborg is not a mime of me.
Human: android with a lobotomy.

I climb the cliff above time's sea.
The steep—and pull myself up by a thread
that dangles from the sutures,
one of the sutures in my forehead.

*
*
EUCLID ALONE     (to RN)

Androids strolling up Everest will know
How harder it was for us to care, to cuddle
Visits from that summit within.  The pique
Of pickups is endless.  And when our oxygen

Thins to a pin who cares who's X who's Y—
That altered acme stares at me—icily—
That game where time (come to theme) recombines
To dial them new stars night never fell on: it

Beads up as my eye, friend planet.  Who like
The sate—crazed by my birth's first trip at bat—
A pork genus cordless vibrator whose tip

Whose tongue exbunged from your hinder heart, wet
With non-umbrageous plus-signs or what?
(But can we touch each other's thwart I thought.)

Note: Title: "Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare." —Edna St. Vincent Millay.

*
*



LIFE THEY SAY IS THE ANTERIOR ART   

Love dehydrates us with its thirsty scars:
The forebode brigade braids a leash for every:
In rut much oblivion finds one future:
I'm summarizing, of course; but is that why

We make art—becauses it compensates for
Axioms: will experts scour the past for more, 
Its shared breath a vase unearthed by the shard
Yield beneath some kiss-synopsis?  Although sharp,

What mountain's peak can core our ground; can anything
Break that surrogate, that curtained culture where 
Museums seek a center and spin, crumbling—

How quick each chirp-equipped quote lets us go!  There
Statues at their moment of greatest stress might
Cause my eyelids to carve all else to sight.

*
*
PERSONAL POEM PROCESSOR

I swear the word insanity has two i's,
It bears itself what it brands schizophrenia, 
But if my diary is my obituary's
Childhood, do I hit Delete to update?

The northern none, the southern some, the eastern
Each and the western who are all too othern
To SpellCheck, or would be, if I knew how to
Correct my yawn's pronunciation of you.

Once born my meaning is porous to mania,
So forgive me if I speak of my penis before
My heart, me before you: I need such errors

To pamper this new ParseGram.  Or is it too late
To index exits?  Reaching the happen stage 
Our navels lacked certainty, that body phase.

*
*
MICHIGAN MEMORY #3

Are you the only one here, Year-man?
Is yours the unforgiving sermon sung  
by children who hoop their eyes across
this greensward ground ground-swallows

fly round and round.  Their focus carves
a ring sparkling with the loot of someday— 
every lawn-sprinkler yields a chalice,
through whose rubies puppies commune.

Oh hurry after the kids, wishing
the glaciers would return from their exile
in frostee-cones, in flinty marbles.



There is one marble they call the Pure.  
We scratch endless circles around it,
we set our gods on icicle pedestals.

*
*
PASSAGES

Must I spread out maps flat beneath a tree
and sit waiting for bird-droppings to plot
my itinerary?  Where but in doubt
of here has placement always brought me—

The winch that lowers checkmate to its spot
whines and vibrates too dramatically;
the rain falls parallel to the rainfold; not
believing in free will leaves me free to see   

via dimmer modes, by seerscapes of fog—
The world blurs, in other words, into
other words.  Water, I tell my followers,

is the curse of all such clarity.  Fill
the sink with faces, let them drain
each other before you pull the plug.

*
*
LAST STOP BEFORE POEM

Sometimes I see this it-looks-like-a-stopsign             
Thing—or an erased stopsign—then the scene             
Cuts to me and I'm running or else I'm all done            
Running, finished, out of breath—or out of sigh—         

And then, in the end, it happens.  Again.  Night       
To night daily through the day I fade: by               
Mocking myself I make myself enjoy—                    
Quickie spasms of dream.  Then squirm, in my seat,            

When the vids spritz bits from some terminal stage             
—PBS: "AIDS Victims' Deliriums."  They dance                 
Their booty.  They shake that thing.  Turn! turn!  Retreat:         

Death is such an easy cure for the plague                       
Named Future.  What further survives that present tense            
These endstopped enjambments will wait to create.

*
*
MOUNTAINMAN, MY MOUNTAINMAN

For the prohibition of a semen teeming
with hectic, sibilant selves, scales,
inordinate, alternate, enriching
the rumors of pencils that erase ease;

scrotal indelible herd stridencies,
battery-acid propellers acquiring torridity,
horsewhip larvae, nacre-packed, pure,



imploring avalanche taunts, vidcameo;

or accidental concussions of saliva,
diving under necessary dormitories,
dune-pilfered pillows, abbreviations of blond;

oh male enclaves where the me is maintained
stoic, aloof, glacial.  My snowcap pushed
down over one eye, in play, by the wind—

*
*
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.

**********

April 18, 2006 

COMMENTS

   "And down I'll follow cowed to lick / Your soleprints for my salt" is one of my all 
time favorite endings.

This page alone is one of the best on the Internet, in this humble poetry nerd’s 
opinion. I'll spend a long time just on this page. So many great poems. Bill, thanks so
much for putting all of this online.

Posted by: E No   | August 22, 2006 at 03:23 PM

SELECTED QUATORZAINS

*email: William_Knott@emerson.edu

Note:  I don't know what the reg's are when it comes to pubbing on this blog poems 
which are still in print.  Therefore I have not included here any of the quatorzains 
from my most recent theoretically-real book, The Unsubscriber.  As soon as its 



paperback edition is remaindered (the hardcover is already so) or pulped, I will add 
them to this.

If you have a printer that can do double-sided pages, I can email you (as an 
attachment) a PDF file of my quatorzains, with pages formatted for duplex printing.   
The resulting printout hardcopy can be folded over and stapled together to make a 
booklet.  If you want this file, contact me directly at my email address; please don't 
leave a request in the comments box.

-------------------------

INTRO NOTES to Quatorzains book:

I got interested in this form around 1970, and published several in my 1974 book, Love
Poems to Myself, and then more in the ones that followed: Rome in 
Rome (1976),Becos (1983), Outremer (1989), The Quicken Tree (1995), and The 
Unsubscriber (2004).

Why "quatorzains" rather than "sonnets"?  I feel superstitious about using the latter 
term.  I feel defensive and or resentful: only real poets write sonnets, and I'm not a 
real poet, am I.  No, I'm a—a poet-biscuit.

The order of the poems is random, neither chronological nor thematic.

-----------------------
*
*
CURSE

the skull's expertise with masks shows
through the mouth at times
the eye opens its sieve 
of cyclops

from this image what remains
to mine the last grain
falling from a cracked 
hourglass

that time has passed
a man proclaims
he reads from his notes

but he doesn't really read
he just reaches in between the words
and pulls out big fat me's

*
*
MOTHER TERESA TREATS TERRORISTS TO TAFFY

The A rack and the O thumbscrew, the
E pincers.  Yeah, I brandingiron, U electrodes.
World I am defeatist of—elysium— 
You eviscerate asterisks like me:

Pick up that hotline in your hushed-up highrise,
Higher-ups!  I videopoemed them please
But did God's Little Guru LISTEN?  Nope



So, tipping my head sideways as if trying

To pour it into the ear's cup I shut up.  Oh
To nix my thought on 2 fingers giving
The peace sign inside my mouth nose ass—

Or any other orifice they fit—'s
Fine with me.  Neutron bomb has the same
Theory.  Our entrails is taller than we.

*
*
I MEET AN ANDY

I'm blond which means my hair gives a shower to my face
Or is it wasserfall or 2 leash-burgers to go oh
Muy footbutch and anyway I am the guy right who
En-route to AKA a fungus minuet meets an andy

Which flicks back its eyelash crucifix and says
I come to touch you all ways but en passant
Like boohoo bruisers cruising Lost and Found Depts
But what about Marlene about the twins who want

To gaze at each other through a keyhole or Keith
What about them the andy says get out of it that's
No pocket for the slit-rilkes and shard-kafkas

That's watching the sockhop heave the voxpop vomit
May they meet sweeter than soon in that room
I say and point back where the streets are full of cities

*
*
NO ANDROGYNE IS AN ARCHIPELAGO

The butterfingers things that hold us know
To plunk the gut strings of your suturous
Lobotomy lyre—but if it is to pore
Iota'd digits through a wall with no elses

In it I do not.  Who scans test tubes for
The fatal ripple of my beauty finds
That long meant mirror has fled in error since
In their clone alphabet seems I'm z:

This crystalball bilge/ouch mosaic of
Out of touch omens will not tune true too as
My leavetaking leaking everywhere sees

A 'puter oh! inventory zeroes.
Why try to guess which one comes last?  Just zoom
Your monitor.  The past the gist of it gets us.

*
*
SELF-ANCESTRAL PORTRAIT

Erasure's son, mislimbed by this drib, that drab.



So I long to be an assistant to a statue.
Helping it hold its pose.  By example?

Solar dregs, this planet takes cash.  All
Humor is banned in hyena heaven.  A flower
Guards my hair against your portrait of it.

Insert an eye inbetween each eyelash—
Torn, old—the throat a showcase for whose teeth.
Ignore wallpaper inconsistencies, or

Cipher their militance.  Surf-crash, wave,
Overhear a winecork hissing at a forceps.
Insatiable paws across the chessboard: night.

Even the high-tithed moon must condemn one
Whose instinct like mine is to succinct light.

*
*
TO THE EMBLEMATIC HOURGLASS OF MY FATHER'S SKULL

The night that dies in me each day is yours:
Hour whose way I stare, yearning to terra
Firma my eye.  There.  Where a single hair
Would be a theater curtain I could cling

Behind, dreading my cue, aching to hear
What co-hurrah.  More, more of leaves that fall
Consummate capsules, having annaled all
Their veins said!  Printout printemps.  And yet

(Altars our blood writes a blurb for god on)
Can one ever envy enough his skeleton's
Celebrity.  Can any epitaph

Be adequate repartee for your laugh.
Days lived by me each night say less than it.
While sleep in ounces weighs me wanting.

*
*                      
AUTO-RENGA

In the collided night, sate with pool.  The                  
Truly gooey goes if an armpit could point                      
This is what it would point at.  Same veneer                   
Where I chew your girdle and gum your bra                     

—Crates to pack Proteus in, the days                   

Oops.  The fall took all the minutehand.  So                  
The with you will die and the without me live,                   
Life a letter mailed inside a folded                              

Up postagestamp.  What do you hear from whom?  
Softer than the pins stuck into cacti by 
Rubbing my sores on the Lot's Wifes displayed

Or shit.  Mud.  Crud.  It's milkingtime: 



Sometimes those udder-things have to be cleaned off.  
So you use the first squirts to do it with. 

*
*
POEM FOR LOCATION

Looking out the window is no worse or
is equal to accepting advice from
a hallucination, but you continue to 
glare through it, certain that the flowers

out there could stop your lobe-shaped laments,
time truer to one's due self than you:
they seem to lure something surer, something
pervasive, a creature seeking abandonment;

lying in wait amongst its private parts,
is it me is it you is it who?  And starts

to purge our whip-appled childhoods,
to lecture the thoughts learned through lapse—
but how?  I must try to find more words
accented on the erratum-syllable.

*
*
CROP/NICHE

All it takes is Laura Riding's riding-
crop across my butt, and I'm off:
Git-up horsie she cries astride me as
I crash sweetly onto the carpet.

Boredom what an esthetic, 
cleansing the days—
I laud the vintage of my toothpick.

Small-husband to the floor, 
my foot stoops in dance, 
in courtship intervals.

Putting their clothes on afterwards
the lovers are surprised 
at how emptier 
the buttonholes seem.

Like one of those catatonics who go 
nuts and run around screaming if they happen to 
overhear the name of their first therapist,
dare I listen for my “accidental” words most?

Hypercraze puzzles, they come conundrum
contorting themselves in the tongue's regress,
as if each birth expressed what must be repressed. . . .
Jinxed from the start-fate, sphinxed by origin—

against its heart-riddles, what pre-oedipal
will pile up high my years' eclipsedness—
wall that has no Rec Room in it, no niche-all, 



no refuge from the familiar other?  Act One

finds our face mano a mano the Goddess.
I adore men with momentary nostrils She says.

*
*
RESUMED PLEA

To pick up where I left off
at birth,
as I was about to say before
being interrupted by 
the midwife,
my parents,
my teachers,
my commanding officer,
my employers,
my various wives/children etc.,
my physician,
one or two astrologers,
and the undertaker:

"Free me or worship me!"

*
*
LAPSE POETICA

Smashing the elixir of life while 
shouting "From now on this is my life!"
may not be the best manner
to ensure progress, I know.  One

never dips apes into human navels 
in order to baptize angels, 
even if those navels are absolutely
as we say, brimming.  Filled with

the water, the essential eau de vie—
Blink, blink, my teardrops blurted,
do you think we enjoy chewing
that sphinx’s loudest eyelash?!

If just one of them cum comes true, I'll let
each new you-pseudonym name me its.

*
TEMPTROUSSEAU

The clock is dressed in drag, I mean it wears 
space instead of its own proper aspect— 
but if it wore time, would it disappear— 
isn't visibility an effect

of transvestism, that shield/pastime whose 
crosscausal aim unmasks the eye: must you
assume the costume of the other to 
be here, to present the sense with an ess . . .



Narcissus saw his guise decked out all ruse,
but if there were none, what would our true clothes
consist of, our rig rags, our regalia—

Whose dapper element dons us: Einstein's 
continuum—or Flaubert's confidence 
that, come the same, the Bovary c'est Moi?

*
*
OVER AND OVER

A child recites the alphabet
but you in years still hard to learn, 
your rote is what I memorize.

It's you these counted words revise—
and say that today’s forays, they 
hazard voyage, do you care for sure?

Alone now with the old shapes that
bless tables bare, can’t you wait,
wait for A to begin anymore—

how ache with alacrity you say
every tide is an advent, a day,
and too many days is the sea,

though the sea is day.  Unique
with frequent stays you repeat.

*
*
A SOUTHERN RUN

1.  At My Grandparents' Grave, Chokenhole, Alabama

Let me return then, greenly festive,
a sleepwalker on stilts, a water-
lily on crutches.  Give me leave, or shade
to smile, to claim: I'm like chafe-artists,

who do stuff to you with their wrists.
Plaintively I will try to rise to mend
your interior fruit vined round my lithe brand
of bracelet therapy.  Or is it all lies,

my care, my concern?  A drop of rain
might leaf—might root through entire orchards
to find the word that precedes the spade:

one word.  The fear of which, if I believe,
I have sworn to stop, to burn cities
for each larva that escapes into love.

2.  Disquisition at Knott's Funeral Home, Jelly Neck, Arkansas

Auscultate the boring symptoms of the dead
that heartbeat you do not hear is meat grafted



onto shadows, diagnose those future lives
may vidsnaps and ground zeroes grow on their graves.

Slap in the left hand Damocles' last wig 
pinch in the right St. Sebastian's pincushion
scraped from your skin, imagine you ascend
a child's tooth-mussed smile, a cyborg's toe-tag.

Till this resounds solely on what seldom sea
oh net of pores, can you catch a body sheered
laocoon-clear above such wave-dextrous shores.

Assuming one has dredged from the flesh
of the moment himself, has taken the requisite
steps to emerge as me, who am I to be.

3.  At My Grandchildren's Grave, Dunceville, Georgia

Will disguising my hemophilia as realism
overcome the humiliation of being,
quote, uninsurable!  Like Ellen Barkin in
Siesta, I'm posthumous but make a great smarmpiece

to orifice around with, blasé or various—
Stunt-winged, avant, we grope our precarious
karma, daredevils soaring up actuarial
charts!  Oh midnight-ignored spasms, cameo

confessions—here I am, the soul complains,
in hock to meat.  And, its co-stars all chorus,
I owe bread a living, of course!  Some child's

jump-rhyme, some game.  Autism's pious request
to glue my name's lips to mine.  No! here comes
a pristine to kiss us; a prim to hug us.

Note:
Siesta—1987 film by Mary Lambert, in which Barkin plays a gregarious ghost.

4.  Accidie in Kilborn's Adult Arcade, Cuffs Cliff, Kentucky

So begun-gone, so commence-ended.
A delve away, only sleep is obediant to dawn.
The day bathed in jaunt, cerulean popcorn pouring—
So I beg the alms to interrogate my palm.

Knee-plenty take me.  The topsheet teethes on us;
the cunning foreskin heaps up nakedness;
coulda-buddha-beens, nirvana-neverweres.
That table where the room is crowded looking

at photos of itself, that chair; anywhere
our mapping marauders, their cuticle helmets
withheld on high, thrash through ramblethorn bush:
spectrum for time's homonymgram.  Thumbthroe?

Often the skull's skill at making masks is
unsurpassed by any dot I subscribe to.



5. At My Grandclone's Grave, Photomyopia, Mississippi

You said that hair was merely the head out of focus
and thus for a male, for me, growing old and bald must
mean entering the picture is leaving it.  And yet, here,
when the cemetery grass paints my toenails with smoke I

need you to refute me more the ground I walk on,
not cloud.  That uncarpeted core of space is where
there's too much perch to pose for polaroid-deviled scans—
they sun us toward life's Project Face, as if death

is young enough to get I.D.  Gee it de-I.Q.'s me
to hear you say that skimming through nulls and skies negatives
the event to wait for a burial that involves

just ourself: see these forehead plod lines, the skull the flesh
which wings washed from me at birth have daubed listless
verdure over, the gaze ending so firmly in lax?

6.  After Fainting in Bill's BeautyTique, Mocha Rendezvous, Louisiana

Until your cilia refilled me I spilled—
ooze from the wreck of some penicillin pickup,
no hush path closing my aimless course, I was
sipping thighclaps on intermittent maps.

Life, sulk suicide.  Pout puke preoccupied.
A dirge-grid doves sieve themselves through.
Cream of my colophon, klieg backwards, how
I peered in at the blowtorch's privacy.  Now

I want to weld wings onto my letteropener
if I have a letteropener: the slander
of such truth is the saliva I long to be
mounted by, transphallic-tepid.  A noose for

a backpack, I camp beneath the quicken tree.
Source ass, I am a horse brained by its mane.

*
*
SMATCHES

An ocean must prove itself by puddles,
a mind by gaps, the spirit drying up
in smatches of this and that.  Departure
will reach the point of flight too late.

Distance-extenders go.  Dancers smeared 
on leaves of echo near the loose hipped sea.  
Autumn amputations empty semaphore 
from arms.  This signing is too great to bear. 

Its absence fills each tree.  The sap is worth.

In one of its reoccuring candle rooms 
your eyes were promised to breathlessness, 
so we raised the shade toward horizons 



that fill the sky with hangings.  Each voice

is cupped in cuts.  River occurs like a sentence.

*
*
ITINERARY

I pace off my heart,
six this way, six that way,
the length of a small wait
or a cave behind glass.

Quenching my teeth in shouts
I advance little by little,
late by late.

They open the door 
emptier each time I pass,
they: the measured threshold,
the keyhole's spider groin.

Bury the dawn in ambush,
let white curtains count for home.
Make ruin my own.

*
*
A COMIC LOOK AT DAMOCLES

Sometimes Damocles is less afraid that the sword may drop
than that his enthusiasm for his plight might
—through the illogical process of displacement—
cause him to rise exuberantly up to it.

Once he glues a plastic bust of himself atop his pate;
once, while paring his fingernails with a pocketknife, 
he sees an ant on the floor and throws it at it.  
But all (both artistic and magic) remedy fails.

By old age he has quite forgot the deadly blade:
to his feeble sight, that gleaming flash above him
is himself, I mean his soul getting a headstart, already in flight.

In heaven he hears about an angel who tied a noose
to his own halo and hung himself from it, but sees
no way to apply the case, retroactively or otherwise.

*
*
TO MYELF

Poetry 
can be
that magic 
carpet

which you say
you want, 



but only
if you

stand willing
to pull 
the rug out

from under 
your own 
feet, daily.

*
*
WART-HOUND

Not even those pirate’s teethmarks on the moon
can tell the real as opposed to the false gold,
which is why the welcome mat nailed across
my mirror needs dusting.  What’s the use—

Because if I opt for the truth as opposed
to the tooth that slashed those obviously
painful crateratrices on the moon, I too 
am one the drossiness of fate lacerates—

Which is why all I do now is I hang around
barbershops, scouring the floor with catchcanny eye
in search of a wart that’s suffered similarly:

Fallen wart, comrade, hacked off by haste or 
the CIA, hey wart, whoa wart.  Here you go, 
wartypoo, into this test-tube with you.

*
*
FIRST

No sooner has the lightningbolt struck earth
than a snake encurls itself around it.
Ah, rhyme-me, if my metaphors 
could only pounce like that.

The male form is still recognizable 
until you get about halfway down.
Then one notices the scrotum
more than masticating a stick of gum!

Like a halo slanted to catch the last
rays of a hair, I hold up my life
determined to sound some farfinitesimal thing.

Why, whenever a bird pecks out the suits
from a deck of cards, does it do hearts first?
Heck, why not peck out my penis first?

*
*
PASTIME

surreptitious



and mute 
are the vendors of my beauty

hide and seek
hucksters theirs
is an occupation useless
as the toss

of playing cards into 
a hat that’s simultaneously
being thrown into a halo on
the fly so to speak

though I know
I'm supposed to say 
on the wing

*
*
MORE USELESS ENVY

When I imagine the cameras of fame
homing in on me for a closeup, 
I back away, my back pressed against
my eyes nose mouth: the reign of the same.

Failure has surrounded me with flesh,
with human-remaining-human features—
Which is no consolation—Which does 
not make up for all the psychic scars

which glitter-gifted faces inflict upon 
the crowd wherein I'm crammed
trying to be as inconspicuous as I am!

Daily I watch the famous zoom past.
God, I wish I could persuade some void 
to synopsize its emptiness with this.

*
*
KEEP

You will keep growing until
your measurements are the same
as the exact degree of the pain
inside your grave.

Until then,
statistics always misspell your name.
And the fate of a misprint
concerns no-one.

In fact, the same one occurs
until it’s fact,
meaning epitaph.

When each grave becomes too painful
we will fill it with 
the anodyne of self.



*
*
TWO LEFT FEET

they say if you can hum
you can dance
if you can live
you can die

guide-graphs on the floor 
can draw our soles
toward a ballroom grace
in the first case

but with the other
each time we look down
there are no paths
no ways no wonder

we're always stepping
on our own graves

*
*
VEINS FIRST

Confessions are asymptomatic
of discourse.
Its normal mode is ruin.
No wonder rivers run
to patent their innocence.

Aquarium emptied into a syringe,
each jab adds another 
fish to our flow.

The opposite of statues, 
dead until they start to crumble,
i.e. move: decay for them
is a kind of lazarusness,
a second life or really, in their case,
a first.

*
*
LAST

That in the first condition of love
I may be found
Is a guilty plea, but poetry
Is the try of the serpentine
To destroy the feathered—
A snake in my brainpan
Jabs each winged word;
A poem slash line
Means a birthday will bare
Its wherefore from faraway,
From the orphanage on Treasure Island;
Borderless or paradise,
All alpha to us it is.



Origin? none, the first one’s paraphrase.

*
*
HYPHEN

The sound of a needle
scraping out 
a thimble.

A knife
excavating
a spoon.

Categories 
can only be cleansed
from within.

Self-purgation.
Aristotle-spectacle.
Deathbed-confession.

The sound of a pen
. . . ?

*
*
BROAD BRUSH

Each grape has a white pin 
run through it,
one to a plate.

Soon the whole room's
framed in clocks,
hung from the walls.

As the window sees it,
beyond has seven vistas.

The faucet drips
until a tyrant falls.

What else is shown here?

Everything the poem
erases in half
with its first word.

*
*
POEM

in poetry one
is never enough
but two is always
too much

in the realm of halves



quarters eighths et 
cet it exists

(somewhere between
Zeno’s dilatory
arrow and or Magritte’s
perspectivism of clones)

its niche
is never more
nor less

*
*
GRAFTING BOARD

The way the grass weaves my walk into its
intricate bouquet, the sway of my hips knees
branches snatch and carry aloft all moves
that imitate apples cherries: orchard

(it lingers by the ways prior to it)
I could accomplish you who cry.
The days have their noise and I none else.

If the sleep I poach from is posted with
echoes, does tapping these trespass keys—
does each step staple a sapling to a tree?

Because nothing is changed by beauty because
beauty is a part of the way things were
changing anyway because it’s never
a catalyst but a process (I guess).

*
*
POEM

Meat predominates love.
I use cubesteaks to slap Cupid around.
And whenever birds flock over,
How many wormspecks
Dribble from their beaks
Onto us?  The air is a mist of meat.
For an aspiring vegetarian
To breathe is to betray.
All our vows are undermined by meat.
Especially the pledge to purify
The soul.  Useless to cry
The precipice that cornholed me has crumbled
When I share its eternal gutterscape, when
I participate in the sate of it.                                                                                  

*
*
THE NONUNIQUE

The deaths I lost to childhood are blue
as a precipice, green as a wish.



Their figures are an unravel I travel toward.

They inhale me whole,
they feel their navels cupped with home.

Around them 
the air is inherited by handstands.

Somersaults secure the site.

The lives I lost to age are even worse—

senility sillies! senilisillies!—
each believes it is the last, the venerable, the opus,

and that all the ones 
following it
are merely posthumous.

*
*
SAVIOR

Turn your pockets inside your out
And let its distance melt:

Ignore any occasion that has place
For the passages of winter

Or the halts of summer.  Brief
As they are, our contents

Should not be listed in life
Coterminous with childhood,

Whose lockers contain the names
Erased by tracing its form.

A star should focus us on that
Which aspires to be beckoned,

Assuming it wants a few disciples
Willing to give up everything.

*
*
PREQUEL

The speech I gave upon winning
The Hatebake-Off caused more pain
Than a mirror feels when placed
Beneath an icicle: at every word
The runnersup applauded slower
Than the fumblings of far ciphers
On cold sofas.  Spoon-sad I stood
Or squatted on the neckstump
Where a thoughtczar once Hmmed,
Knowing that despite my award 
My words unlike his would never 



Be reproduced, and that childhood 
Itself was just a precursor of birth, 
That each life ends with its prequel.

*
*
NONSENSE SONG

Mother-of-pearl, where is
your child-of-pearl, inside, and how,
who'll say, worn away perhaps
by so much worth?

Upshot white of hail's hold,
unhalved from issue whole,
world nacre-torte rolled
in sheets where no breakers foam—

Say what wave is ours,
what home.  Now your shadow
is one of the shallows of light.

On whichever is the far side
of the eyelid I see it.  I pray
my tongue may be your mouth's hermit.

*
*
LINEAR

Cheekbone-fluid runs down the walls of my cell.
A wind goes by with an air of freedom clamped in its teeth.
The angry mother and the drunken father
Take turns hacking my controls.
So
If I stifle my desire to feed chairs
All night to a revolving door
Or to mourn the wheels killed 
In inexact wars until
Until I must push disneyvisaged puppets against
You too.  Try
To eclipse our lower steps with our higher?
If it weren’t for nonsequitirs
I wouldn’t have any kind of seq.  Seqs.  Sex.

*
*
A HUNKA HUNKA

A rolling morass gathers no leftist,
Yet sans passport is a portrait I can't 
Paint, chained to this poor Outremerican 
Lumpscape upon which the head limns itself

In a tithe of tether whose gigolo 
Gloats in the pantry of my pantyhose:
With all its tongues inkling to call us home
Till a signature on the sill spills dust. 

Then I try to climb my outcome, that vast 



Of charade, imploring portion the Prez 
Gets on his big set I would bet.  Meanwhile

May mislead us to run, newspapers held
Over our heads whose headlines always say
What's that, one more blank of angst to honk at.

*
*
POEM

To make our lives unavailable 
for autobiography 
should be the story 
of our lives.

All our statues hold 
penultimate poses.  The last
is reserved for us.

And in our faces
there are always details
which a portrait must exclude
to maintain its integrity.

We set walls behind mirrors 
for that same reason,
to help support the sight of us.

*
*
POEM

As a prison is most prison in
the tiny cracks in
its walls
I am most me in my pores

I lower my pores into the water
what will that net me
I open my pores to the air
what will that apprehend

now even those outer elements
dream of escaping
from the felony in each

of the body's cells
the murderer 
I pen within

*
*
DOMESTIC

Left to myself I might simply
fondle a platter of doorknobs,
as long as they are the mute ones—
I don't like the verbal ones.



If nobody bothers me I could
notice out the window how
each house but mine is best.

Maybe blow on my palms,
trying to mist over like glass
that place where the keys nest.

Or take another mouse out
of the trap and thumb its head,
thumb at it over and over
like a dud cigarette-lighter.

*
*
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.

*
*
THE RAIN EFFIGY

Besides its breezes, the play of whose yield
is greater than day’s, we feel the sky as
prior, as pilgrim.  The cleave in our love
leaves a field or bare place for where to build.

Strangely energized by the windshield
wipers, animated by each stoplight’s
imperative, by every presence other
than our own grown so absent, we drive

toward the horizon, that groveled traveler.
And we ourselves might kneel before ourselves
if all our effigies hadn’t crumbled/decayed

to a bare/stoop pedestal.  That stance of us
as we kissed was not as statuary
as we had planned, was it.  Less foot less firm.

*
*
STREET



Down the street children run in circles—
A balloon laughs with a string in its mouth.
Why am I still interested in what lies at the bottom
Of my yawns of boredom?
No, I should not probe so.
Living on pavement pensions,
A mid-husband to the mis-wife of my breath.
In a doorway a savior pauses to straighten his stigmata.
Entering or leaving?
The choice leaves one speechless,
Groundless.  The tall voice in my throat totters
Like a tower from which two or three bricks fall to the sidewalk,
Causing hoarse dust to rise.
The dust that rises immediately begins to avenge this 
   insult to its species.

*
*
POEM

I hope you die while reading this book
And then when your folks come in

With flyswatters and grins
They see the title in your hand and

Jump back ten feet land
In the garbagecan nearer my god to thee

And then I hope they plant you still
Ahold of it so when the rats get going

They can use the pages for napkins
But if you do survive

This it only proves you're some kind
Of vermin worm only one of them

Could pore through a deadun's dirt 
And live

*
*
SNAPSHOT

The tempo of the hair
Slows down the brow
Towards antiquity, yet
The whole head grows old
At a pace predestined.
Though the eyes’ velocity varies,
I and perhaps all of me
Agree to observe these
Limits, to renounce the quick
Rose of that youthful glow
Skin has when viewed
Through a god’s nightscope.
The time it takes his trigger
Accelerates even my face.



*
*
POEM

How is it my stuffed with ebb eyes
Prefer X to Y?
How in I in heck's name can I?

A parachutist wearing a propeller beanie
Hovers around me, immune
To my swat repetoire.

Sometimes I stop to watch
A hydrant being crushed
By art-critics dressed in charred armor.

Hiroshima haloes can purify these lifechoices:
My bio is buttered by auto, my mirror
By other.

And yet, and yet, have you ever known
A self-portrait to not renege?

*
*
POEM

As evil as the first 
Of your three wishes will
Inevitably be,
Maybe the second or third
Can redeem—
Don't count on it, though.
To recoup the past,
To reap its here-homing futures.
Remember when you run
In a mummy marathon
The last one
To break the tape wins.
Peak: where the mountain
Rests before continuing.

*
*
LAMENT

A bruise there was, which
Prospered on stale blood;
But growing smaller, the bruise became
A lecturer in escape-routes,
A philosopher of loss; relying
On the body's reluctance to be
Normal, i.e. immortal, it
Had hoped to survive somehow—
As a useful parasite perhaps, draining
The self's hidden wounds,
Masking its aberrations . . . but no.
For always there is no mercy for
Anything that is not whole,
That begs (like the brain) to be alone.



*
*
POEM

They say the universe is expanding,
not staying in one place.
I, though, have a small rental room
somewhere in it.

I don't understand this ratio
of the whole being free,
while the parts struggle to cough up
on the first of the month.

What do you grow in that vase?
Shards.

I don't understand.
And my worth is not enough 
to figure out why.  Who.

What suffers such distance just to endure?

*
*
WHAT FOR

I don't want to live with the alone tonight  
my mood rubbed by random headphones
the noise is hallways now the goal is scope 
roads drop their cross at my feet to take

is there no way to un-one-way my maze
its name in mine each stream subsumes 
the vanish vanquish suite of time's motifs
chance chain quotably quiet quantums 

what for to endure days gone by noon
what else to tweeze the moon's lesser tints
to build bridges that make the sea blink
to drink up all the teaspoon stirs unclear

I don't want to live I heard them tell me
those words I wrote both mote and multi

*
*
POEM

The bridegroom has fainted.  Quel wedding night.
A witchingwell fumbles beneath his lids.
Our honeymoon resort surrounds a lake
The moon keeps on a string.  It trembles.
Its water looks as vague as the smell
Perfume looses through a refugee camp
Pressed against a bland bulletin-board.
The crux of the android excites us.
Ignore the next passim in this poem.
Passion, passion of marriage, its strings barrage
Your phallic surge.  Shaped to wear,



This mode excludes the mirror touch of
Any model.  In the end everyone admires how
The grass invents the earth from dirt, from scratch.

*
*
BY HAND

The day is a book of hours
out of whose painted pages
a minute drips from time to time.

This almost never happens—
the tints usually dry right away—
but when it does, everything

is left dyed by that drop.

(How cumbersome to memoirists, 
all those mean nonfictionists, 
whose notebooks already leak.)

Crowding us out of our pocket lives,
ever-enhancing event/event,
overflowing the most fulgent eye—

Luckily, it almost never happens.

*
*
BITTER THOUGHTS IN NOVEMBER

Every branch is more beautiful than
every other one, the rain falling or
the rain frozen pendant on this
twig I break off to swizzlestick that

puddle in which winter is opening
its cracks like sky, glazing minutely
drop by drop in closeup glissade
each face I bring to its brink, each beauty—

In theory the maze ascends, its core
is heaven according to mystics whose
stiles litter the way.  Style is a pun
and therefore leads to perdition downward

doubters claim.  Poets/critics: the veins
get pissed on by the capillaries.

*
*
FLUSH

I pulled out a dollar
but it was a fish 
gasping with big 
numeral 1 eyes



poor dollarfish
sadly I observed
old fingers hung 
from it like hooks

now I fill my pockets 
with water hoping 
to lure more

somewhere a penny 
is turning green
on the ocean floor

*
*
LAPSED

Poem-and-beans poor, my job cleaning spittle
out of prayerboxes while a gauntlet
of gonergods riffles blank Readers Digests
in my face and laughs.  The slum I am laughs too:

because just as at birth the flesh covered
our teeth, so something waits behind the smooth
meatfacade of the sky to bite us, to
unsheathe one answer that puts an end, that

quits a quietness lost.  For who would condemn
the dead for the way their fingers decay 
into self-caresses, the flesh dissolving

onanically, the tenderness of love
at last achieved, if it weren’t that I too
am a thumbnail handful, an elbow-erwhonist?

*
*
THE RETURN

Behind me someone stalks
with shovel and covers
every footprint with
a spadeful, all my faultless

tracks effaced by small
mounds of dirt that mock 
my slowing walk and show
the graves where to excavate

themselves, to get their holes
ready for that lag-leg day  
I have to halt in the heart
the pace of my stride

and turn and try to take
the first steps back . . .

*
*
KEYS IN HIS HAND



Sometimes a man home late
is steps away from his door
when suddenly out of the dark
a passing car lights up a window

just in front of him so the room
behind it is thrust into such
a semblance of clarity that once
again he sees why we see only

with glimpses like this, with
happen flashes as avid as this,

but always the lane's corner takes
that revelation past before
he even resumes the posture
of his intent to enter, to live there.

*
*
THE ASCENT

I masturbate bareback, grabbing the mane
with one hand while the other grubs self-love,
galloping through the recidivista of
my cyclops-eclipsed brainscape, that garbled garden

where sparks listen for heaven to come down hooved,
while leaves eeked by elves pierce their dense
veins' skeleton to seek the enough essence
withheld by me.  Everyday I am shoved

to break brick from Babel on the tongue's chisel.
What top-bearing spire of it boasts my assumption
and hoisted over years climbing a stackhigh

of tables or chairs precariously
leaned up against a waterfall is all
I can pray then, its rainspray reining me in.

*
*
STRESS THERAPY

Time, time, time, time, the clock
vaccinates us,
and then even that lacks
prophylaxis.

Ticktock-pockmarked, stricken 
by such strokes, we
get sick of prescriptions
which work solely

on the body.
Systole diastole—
It is by its very

intermittency 
that the heart knows



itself to be an I.

*
*
FROM A DEATHBED DAYBOOK

copulation entries 
in the journal jesus 
don't look for those passages
in these pages

if I am scheduled for 
a few more
intimate rapports
with long vowels before

I go I know those a's and o's
and e's will not arise
from the throat of eros

yet what vanity to suppose
thanatos   
might want to jot down a few of these i's

*
*
BAT HABIT

bats are the nicotine of night
that's why I always need a light
ten packs o' Dracs a day or die   
my lung-caves crave that fang-wing high  
skreakedy skreak suckin' soot-sticks
makes me blind but I find my fix
when I unearth my undead stash
I slake its flake through a neck-gash
my lips bleed weed with every swig
oh I should flick a cygnet cig
and swank on swan-white coffin-nail
but heck I'm hooked black-hack bat-toke
what a tough puff bite-you-back smoke 
don't be mad Vlad I won't inhale

*
*
HANGSCALES

The day reflecting across
the deep its passage is
over often before the eye 
lets in what it should see

in most ways.  The gaze
neglectful as any flesh
washed up in the hand,
argus-angled: a charm to ward

off the world with a word 
unsaid or else unheard in
my try to weigh in favor,



to tip fate with presence: on
the wall a flyspeck's support
of all this continues strong.

*
*
HAVENOT

Out of a dozen I prefer the one
That’s most like thirteen, the one
Autumn drops its cease-colored nets on.

Out of a once I prefer the one
That never was, that eludes its own,
Twins peering at each other through keyholes.

Out of a one I prefer the none
Who has my face, who evens the end
And odds the origin.  The belated begun.

Out of a most I prefer the many
Who are not me, who remain free
Of that disciple number, that slave figure.

Twelve nonce, thirteen’s the tense, which fourteen ends.
Despite my choice, I have no preference.

*
*
POEM FROM SUMMER

That gap the world includes by vanishing
on cue, that studious unborn sweat 
beyond all if the body's primed for
exit to overvisit, time, encore.

Say it pertains to our name, say we find
the eyes' goodbye-corners torn routinely
in ebb with this, each departure a kind 
of statue suture's paw stalled in caress.

My pate is centered on the four labors.
Make a snowflake the shape of dextrous dust.
Make your sex a handspan across my skull.

Lit up by landscape is the movie
I hate of my life.  Hollywood heedless, 
bright faces born between sweet and sweetness.

*
*
CODE FACADES

When light passes through a Mies Van der Rohe
it grows greenlike, cubed, a square root of itself,
absinthe ice.  Architecture fractures the sun
with the earth, earth’s verdures and verdants suture

solar gold with grass/emerald-held stems



transpierce our ledge-stalked land.  Where montage 
refutes all light, the flicker when it dips itself in time
is like the moment a stopsign changes tense

from present to thence, closeup mesmerization
effects.  The flesh fauved from the bone.  Thus
no imprint stays in the wind of the rain which
fell all night until now, at dawn, tides worry puddles—

then I move to Sands of Time, New Mexico;
shampooed by hammers, I close my window.

*
*
COUPLETURES

The power of a map to unravel
equals all the distance spared by travel.

At noon our shadows have
the same depth as our grave.

All I ask from my stylist is
that my coiffures be carnivorous.

Nine towns down,
Troy has no wish to be found.

The body lost in its orbiting of
The body.  Body below, body above.

Seas surround you and murmur your pores.
Only the water can decipher our scars.

The avantgarde only came up to my ankle
but managed to drown me after all.

*
*
RECYCLED (SACRIFICE SUITE #5)

According to the Dictionary of
Glossolalia (page niftynine),
I must live with whichever one
of my executioner's gestures

occurs last.  Recourse, there is none
but to lean on a coin, pronouncing
the gravy from my bandages
delicious.  Ah, see the swirling

ceiling shed its diarist!
The tongue yawns fire.  Daily
I dance I stamp my navel onto this
reciprocal dirtmount, this sievesync.

How can I live with what the hand sake
keeps offering to the eye sake.



*
*
THE POSTHUMOUS APHORIST

I said the red and blue you haven’t lived
will be the green and yellow you’ve died.
I guess they might be the colors that fade
when I see you to one.  Is that your shade?

(A dozen acrobats debating zero:
trapped in a hurry circus at center
ring, my pyre prepares to free its hero.)

(A maniac unwrapped from the moment;
like a satori triggered by sneezes.)
(The symptoms named our sin a trance.)

It likes to dress up in creation and
take us for a walk.  But can a maxim be 
revised to include doubt?  Any obit
presupposes a life if not its opposite.

*
*
ADHESIVE VALENTINE

not knowing where you are
not knowing who
so I'll coat with glue
all the envelopes I mail

where most words fail
mine will still pursue
kept in these veils of glaze
every postal maze

no matter how far
no matter how overdue
they will find the true

letter bound for you
and there be pressed
adherent to its address

*
*
UNMOWNKNOWN

To scythe our names into
the lawn’s green until
their cut-swath letters 
make a maze.

Feet may falter to
a standstill
lost in the vowels’
circular forays.

Strut-path consonants
lead true for a bit but



finally we
concede to chaos its

grass where passage is
anonymous always.

*
*
NARCISSPOND

This pond saw someone once
But since then never none 
Has ever another known

Imagine if your mirror
Lay cover buoyed by it
Recognition ink and pure

This water held no features
That were of us or any
Unless its blindness blurs

The eyes that see until they open
The face which is theirs only
In one ripple too many

Of course he says his name is
But all it is is just the same as

*
*
THE ZENOIST

He stays here standing on a chair
and paces off the steps to the door
or still further, aping escape from 
the rat-race or death or karma or

whatever’s gaining ground: instead 
of late, he speeds up, the chairseat 
blurs a flurry of feet until the trip
he’s traveled noplace is moon-far.

How’d he make it up onto that chair?
That was a distance never to be 
crossed, or even embarked upon,

a hopeless quest.  Deciding to depart
must have seemed such a feat once:
he fares everywhere for that start.

*
*
GROUNDING

The earth should be waxed to make
the wind go faster than

the windmills.  And the sky,



the sky should be waxed also—

Because if the sky were waxed, 
our gaze would slide right off it,

and thus our love of the earth 
would be increased by not being

able to get an eyehold on 
anything above the earth.

The wall of all this wax girds me 
with assert desires, delire acerbs!

True but to its tremor, the teardrop 
alludes the cheek clear to the floor.

*
*
FOREST FEARS

Everything I invest in frightened energy
deludes me, every attempt to see death's good—
all the roads from childhood have wayside
slopes where shadow grows back to its roots,

grubbing a thirst in dirt as I walk by wondering
if I could thrive from such dry clods too if  
I knew what shoots do sprout from this corpus
of quick arriving as me, departing as itself—

What a lingering hate I feel as it goes,
a resentment that it can never remain me
but must return to its numb vegetable
state, the shape it had before taking mine on.

Stirred by its terse, its quiet commonplace,
my body loathes the tree my life will crown.

*
*
LIFEGUARD CLINGING TO A STEEPLE

Why are all the survivors of the needle’s eye
nude, as if their lifethread had disrobed
rather than sewn them.  Sans coat-fare,
we proceed it seems only to precede;
birth to burial, are not yet here.

But when did we first start embracing
the wakes of ourselves in each other rather
than each other?  As the fruit falls 
to hiatus us, its bloom spoiled by last year’s cores.

Or the sun whose portrait rots in our pores,
those sweatbeads blurred in closeup but clear afar— 
that pointillist pap, that hybrid suicide.

The face carefully tattooed around love’s wounds



does not itself look injured.

*
*
HURL

My failure has homes in France.  Bucharest,
Taipei.  Around the globe in thoughts and finds
Everywhere it lands the same, the fatal
Frontporches, never mind the odds and ends

Tipped over.  All my Applause-Minus-One
Discs scratched.  These traces of my worthlessness
Worldwide have the bearing of their meaning
Obvious, engraved in spade, metaphors

Monotonous.  Why go on?  And the spread
Of my failure contrasts with your success,
Its local nature so centered in you, reduced

To a town, a street, a house shining with the urge
To not retain you, to scatter you as I have
Been thrown elsewhere, far from the core of it.

*
*
RIGHT ON SCHEDULE

Inventorying the calendar,
Counting to leave it whole I am chore-horsed
By the urge to register all the days
But one, so as to save that one for always.

My laptop hums as it sweeps each interim
Into smaller units but my wife comes home
From third world reich each dawn saying Hon 
All our leaveway’s left.  How long—how often

Have I survived an earthtime of your time.
How I resent that instance: how I sneer
Hon it was gone long before we got here.

ID-dodo forced to take temphuman form,
What trained your jettison person to die?
Exit, pursued by posterity.

*
*
FACESHIFT

I think the face reads itself by wrinkles,
like dog-ears in books each crease-fold tells

some favorite passage, a phrase that must
be looked up because to memorize

here would be betrayal: I have to see
that phiz-text line by line, word for word or



all the imperfections of my glance
will linger too long on the errata's real

snapshot, that ID-eal replica held
against the light for scrutiny only

by those who want my money but not me—
I want to know which is which: which chance

aspect has raised its own as mine once more;         
which one perfection is still straining for.

*
*
DECADRECK

Does a desert blink all its wells at once
each time a spysat orbits over, high
in its baseless stratotower, ripe with
the power to insert forest mobiles 
amongst urban stabiles: I take my temp 
with the alphabet, fever up to z.

Sanity descends to water via 
no stairs I have installed in the blood.  Like 
a wink that succeeds in refuting all
my surest arguments, I feel as weak
as the wink of an invalid flirting—
worse is it’s you they want of course not me. 

Say it makes Mighty Mote tremble in his 
halfspeed houdini: how shall I deny?

*
*
UNTURNAROUNDED (MEDUSA SAYS #4)

The way a ballerina boards a gunboat
At twilight in the tropics catches
Its carat out of what a critic watches
A scarecrow paint landscapes through: cuts pans zooms—

As long as we are forced to live in rooms
Having more than one wall our wounds' candies
Will never taste at last born.  Tangents apart,
I mean, sightlines aside.  Door some more?  Therefore

The thermometers we stir our iced drinks with
Fizz with fever, with 'originality';
To focus, one must first empty the lens—

Where—river rumored or swan it's-said or
Moon bruited—my sculptor-scarecrow now bends: 
Each snake has hold a chisel: that's handy.

*
*
COVER STORIES



Exchanging X's in the form of kisses,
Spies forbidden to know the codes they pass,
Each pretends for the moment these mysteries
Outweigh all allegiance they owe the past.

A space where fingertips cease to explore space,
A safehouse right for private armistice,
The flesh they bared betrays them both at last.
Dawn is distance in such askance allies.

As false passports must bear a true likeness, 
These tradecraft made-in-bed IDs are not
The ones that will have to be worn once more

Come morning's normal enemy status
Which would have killed to foil the turncoat plot
They laid here, those traitors worth dying for.

*
*
14 DOWN

My poems are like crosswords, filled-in
rather than full.

Are like pastimes where I'm always 
trying to please a scalpel's uncle
or putting backup on 
my lack of surface.

Where I wear imploded sandals 
instead of shoes.

Where I see each window
tipped toward the infinite by its light
but I don't go.

I resist their imperative only
to my injury,
don't I.   

*
*
CLOISTER: CONSTRUCT

Like days devised against the day, we stay 
caught up in the final haste of dreams, 
cramming too much into each awakening

gasp, a tapestry monks trapped in their own 
sleeves might weave, a panic of REM-robots,
spirits rousing from ancient crimes and shames—

And then again transitions too prefigured,
raising the shades every morning to see
that all those brilliant avenues out there
could be used by someone in shoes, humbly

knowing that the instep is to the foot



as the profile is to the face, namely an 
arch of absence, a lack.  A sample-art.
It makes fissures when you kiss yourself.

*
*
MOUNT BLANK

Snow, the polkadots of vile clowns, falls.  Melt
to a god-moat, world.  Admit that everything 
the cortex thought lost was probably what 
the vortex thought found, though both of them

could be wrong: from brain to drain the range 
of maybes remains protozoan-moan-criminal,
colostomy closeups of whatever the hell.

A disguised zoo we keep blowing up, earth
retaliates: lifts all its continental prose
in Andes-island rifts to fracture these words—
inclement gangster and diving nun, please

continue to dictate your own.  Begin when  
the edge executes its option to end, when
my merging meaning veers too close to stand.

*
*
PORTRAIT OF A SELFSAMIZDAT

Examine the underside of each mask you
rip off of yourself, note its tiny flaws
and huge perfections which after all
must correspond to yours.

Hoping confessions made in sleep remain
anonymous, I type mine over the screenname
they assigned my paperthin.  Which means 
my rot-factor is flawless, it finds a child

in every thimble who is not my own, 
my l'il yoke-year-old.  Doubtlessly why
the date blames the day, that arm limb
lemming the lenient multitude maims . . .

An egg anchors my dimple
but when I smile it falls.

*
*
ROYALTIES OVERDUE

Unseen because it's montage,  
in the zoo's emptiest cage 
a game of tag
enters its final stage. 

Yet who can understand why
the charades paid to death are 
still valid?  Write this down everyday



in modes made passé by me.

What is the afterprosed poem when
all stories are priorversed when
Sappho holds your copyright.

Her prologue's dog-eared but the rest
of us behave when dross invites us home
to tell us it envies those who lie writhe.

*
*
POEM

Zoomshot leopardspot asleep on
a conveyorbelt of coitus interruptus,
my elocution alone can save you.
A closeup vanishing, a species hard to tell.
Leave the cajun of my cunt ajar,  
zoomshot leopardspot, occult telescope.  
Your meat drips from my earlobes;
my throat packed in chauffeurs gleams
like a splinter of unfired eels.  The mirror
picks slivers fleshlike from my eyes—
I am impaled by its opaque twin-ness.
Use polar charcoal to trace your name
or scorched samothrace.  Pray while
I nullagraph death to all future cullers of this.

*
*
CURSE

My current core/inner nature 
is all facade-and-run—
a teapot tumor, a comma gun;
the endless journey towards a single step.

Meanwhile I grow expansive,
lounging towards lebensraum
like pygmy godzillae, or is it humans
I see slug down their Mafia-Cola.

Oh surely I must remember that
the body is the soul's stuntdouble
stand-in—its issued nudity fills

the streets; the campanile
where each shut window and door force
my eyes to be the decor of the visible.

*
*
PUTTING ON MY MAKEUP IN THE MORNING

If life is instead, its dozenthread thoughts 
gnarl the mind into volumes that obscure
the true enigmas, those narrow fatefurrows 
restricted far as a prism's panes are to primary



(I've sepias it seems to choose from) persuasions
that oversee and judge, evidence our scene
differs from shame's umbilical/remained bookspines
too straight for snakes to sleep in: I'll need more

than coilspace if I expect to root allsole.

Sometimes the names feel just wasted on a people
paperweight that doesn't hide enough words 
on the page from which one's brain wakes and wakes—

Nosejack eyejack mouthjack, the mirror
breaks the connections the makeup makes.

*
*
PRAYER INSIDE A PLASTIC BAG

If time equals distance then
the older the hour becomes
the harder one has to throw the ball.
Can you hear me back there?

I'm trying to lose my depth-duhs.
Many schools of fish are swifter
than the surface knows for sure
up there where thoughts occur.

Fixed in fore, the day begins
my laggard, my clot genesis: each
window is a skin cliff I climb
binoculars through the tv's dignified

timidity.  Don't show half of what
they know.  Or can't.  Me too.

*
*
INTRUSIONS

Sometimes I wake up to find
I have been scratching
the phone while asleep.

Sometimes I forget the letters
that make up my name,
that take down my word.

Afraid of such disowning, I eye
every passerby.  Each is
a breach in my uniqueness.

(None of them completes me.)

Each of my pores is a different color,
but I am not any of those colors,
the pointillist told me.  I stared

beholder at that older world.



*
*
DEPHLEGMATIZED ZONES

I exist between two sets of pillars, the one
Hercules, the other your arms and legs.  Nights
I know which one to sail toward, but always
I feel the counter at my back: for whether

I am the lover or whether I strangle the twin
snakes of despair, I am in twain to each.  I am
in half to all.  Myths are the piety of montage;  
I’ll never get off their page.  Earwax hobbies’ guide.

The candle stood for what it shed, stub’s-kiss
of shadows.  Its weepy scars show aura is more
an appurtenance than an attire, like grapes

misted with the waist of goodbye; hill and gone,
hill and gone, grave-mounds dozing in the sun; 
so flowers grow on fallow gallons of light.

*
*
MAN WITH THE

Like a ring worn on the worst finger, poetry
flashes and makes me wince.  Vanity phooey,
through a pencil the hand pours on paper the need
to make the eyes bleed like muscles inside 
a banana: I am the decor where these occur
(brain invents nothing heart has not suppressed).

Building instructions into the poem means
disqualifying patience.  To carve a tongue 
from the flex legitimate darkness, some token
of epigram specimans—zoom-in on
a griffin's claws curing a lame cornfield.

Adjusting the watermark upon my clothes,
I have but parroted your concern.  So I pose 
for Man With The Paradise-Tossed Belly.

*
*
SUFFERS

Your worm in all desire of course occurs:
you want a swoonathon, want the intensity
to go on and on, but I don't.  Forgive me 
if the philosopher finetunes her forefinger

by flicking it at clocks.  Like a bird licking 
an anthill, spilling through a gondola
of doors whose keys fill my pockets with 
clothing, I dupe upwards, mount-mantra

recited by dreamdrains, taps offering 
advice to mammals rich in parallel, 
obstinate proof of the sea's patience. 



It exhibits a tactic of trembling. 
Supine-precious as I am, even I know
the final particle suffers from proximity.

*
*
NO WONDER

There is nowhere in the United States
Where you cannot arrange a murder
For a couple of thousand dollars or
Less, she said.  This was Des Moines, Iowa,

But I can't remember the occasion—
I can't even remember her name, or what
Her eyes looked like when I kissed them
Or most anything else, except this.

Forgetting is a kind of murder, I guess.
But if, as my mom said about writing poetry,
You don't get no money for it why do it?

And why this poem; failed mnemonic
That costs me less than its insipid desire
To seem sincere, seem serious, does.

*
*
EVAPORATING  INC.

We want fate to be brief, to synopsize its
boring decease of flesh with pith-worth words, short 
for existence.  Like abbreviations that suddenly
find themselves whole, acronyms now, yet

not changed a jot, I am the same and am
something else: has my defunction occurred
as one more whose meaning has gone from
logo to noun?  And if a slogan, what was I

a clarion for—the timor mortis forms
between shoulderblades.  Slope for our napehairs
to stir in their muck and speak to what is

behind us supposedly (the past)—speak
and plead our case for an experience unique
as its purpose (which glints in every pore)—

*
*
A CLOSER VIEW

A lighthouse up to its head in your hair
would show more than we comprehend here,
scenic venom.  Like a harbor of slammed
windows and out across the path whose feet

we'd further have to erase from ours if this
picture wasn't vicious enough to include us—
even if its lack of focus is elsewhere.  See



the sky begat begat begat begat with birds, that cloud

clapped softly in windfold now, before
the moment were over except for your sayso.

Flash exit the extremis penis once tried 
to hold, composite encroachment for 
vistas of void to inherit, where, shadow's 
transparent adjunct, I sit for its portrait.

*
*
THE EARCISSUS NECHO HOUR

One, two, the clock extemporizes, three, 
Making it up as it goes no doubt, though I meant
Ad lib never lives past its insouciance 
To waste mine correcting the clock's accent.

Echo's late lyric seeks to feel the cheek 
Reap tears; yet if wounds refueled our blood would 
We let such forget-me-motes out of our outlets?  
Fuck me in the faceless chairlift, my ache

Nature thronging your wisp.   Within the eye's 
Quicksand tapestry that quicksilver pus 
Penis directs its toward some haywire sphere

Devoted to teeter-totems.  (Stemstruck
Water's catamite, Narcissus wishes this 
Suspended animal of realm was him.)

*
*
MEASURES

The birch-upsurge of a sapling 
separates my buttocks, pacifix 
crucifist bearing what bird: 
is my lipstick a parrot

because it repeats my mouth?  
Normal in the miscellaneous
sense, I need repairs at birth.  
Until then I'll keep stating

that at peace conferences 
teacups often get chipped, 
if not actually broken. 

Tepid-deepened, I attempt 
to intervene with my fingers 
and force them to write this.

*
*
POEM PUBLISHED IN QUARRY WEST

Apparently a landscape is all windows,



but try to see what it lacks:
imagine a wall, with moss, trees, the murmur  
of [rain presiding at a cremation].

And picture then, roadside flowers 
on a roadmap of thorns,
thin paper
rubbings of the first [wings] inside a seashell;

poor portrait peeling off its tacks!
This is what the dark works hard at, orphan ivory—
some whimper-of-branches, some adorn-of-me.

I am a field plowed by venetian-blinds;
soaked in [amok], I fall;
a proud gargoyle studies me for flaws.

*
*
SOMEONEOTHER

Now, while memory discliplines the occasion,
Escape and take up your life's last words.
Let them resonate and grate, killer cipher.
Use them to create the first or final

Poem of the Outremericans, to gibber
Through their tongue a song's stess.  Of themselves 
They are so tainted.  Their blood outruns water
Toward some prior purer genesis.

Herald laggard bard, all my protagonist
Is my people, those to whom I word an anthem  
Which if they heard they'd hate.  Aha I see

This monkey-axis or global gnome
Has no home, no clonefolk whose screeds teach a poet
He mustn't form such a planetary country.

*
*
INSIDE OUTSIDE

I too will hang my coat in the closet,
telling it to ignore the quizzical shoes 
below, their wondering mouths agape.

When my ten fingers have finished
sharing me equally amongst themselves,
shall I at last grasp something whole—

Each of my scars has been tattooed on
an egg, then the eggs placed in tiaras
on hilltops.  Horses surround the horizon,

solar pegs.  Roan-ironic tree-scapes.  Night 
is when clocks enter and leave.  But time
occupies me in exit.  In exit only.



I hang here.  Sky drips from the ceiling.
Why won't you understand my feelings.

*
*
AUTUMN MOON

The tick hops 
in and out of the clock,
the tock never budges. 

I just carefreed my clothes, 
but can they 
traverse their own buttonholes, 
pass through

into a new suit, 
a transformation 
of the case—

And watching it
ever was, must 
I deface (like a sunflower 
duelling an asterisk) this?

*
*
A BACON

An oval invested with teeth;
the brief orifice of a head
thread-melted through its tweedboned coat,
half throatway down a sundial drowned

with chalked-caul runes for avoiding
such rains.  Then of course that chew maw
that crowns this gnome with no likeness
also barks forth a white porkdrip,

unsustenance for those of us
who seek a resemblance here: see 
how the magician longs to saw    
the swordswallower in half.  Now

this facial Francis finds our mouth;
hell toppled by its wells without.

*
*
SOME QUESTIONS

taking into account
all the poems I wrote

about death when
I was young shouldn't

my tote sheet show
a surplus of life no



it doesn't balance out
did I figure this right

I guess the one never
pays for the other does it

but I didn't write
more of death then so

there would be less
of it now did I

*
*
TO MYSELF

How often does your penis
enter your armpit, not enough I bet;
and automaxillary eroticism
will not suffice.  Such intercourse
or rather lack of it shows up
in the cast of your crap, your typical 
excuses, your ineptitude charades—
But all orifices get worn out, so even 
a rarely-fucked armpit longs for less;
as does the face, held together 
by what coercion of emptiness;
an oral shoehorn probably;
maybe-berries dipped in occurance-curd:
the evasions are always exemplary.
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                                    THE SEWING-MACHINE



                              (a dramatic poem for two voices)

**

The characters are a couple in extremis.  Ages 55-60.

They’re undergoing a severance, though it seems this is a script they’ve enacted at 
least a few times before.

Weariness is the mood throughout.

*
*
*

—I’m tired of kissing keyholes

—Try keys

—I can’t get my tongue all the way in

—If you could get it all the way through 

someone on the other side 
would bite it off

—Or kiss it

—If you saw a tongue emerge from your 

keyhole no you wouldn’t even notice it 
you’re too busy groping that 
sewingmachine in the corner

—It frustrates me 

the way it can thread itself 
so effortlessly whereas I

—Whereas you take a lifetime 

to seam yourself

—Did you stress that seem or 

are you a seemstress yourself

—And all your manipulations your 

contorted attempts

—The act requires great patience 

an arena you lack for starters

—Starters enders you end up with what 

as always another empty fist 
a conflagration of fingers 
that have picked up the habit 
of clawing just now when we were fucking 
claw claw that’s all you were claw claw a bird a

—A phoenix my erection rising 

from the ashes of your disgust



—Don’t bring up history with me

—The ashes go with your gray hair your 

gray skin your venereal 
spotlessness the way you scrub away 
my scruff my scrim you flush 
away all the skin my flesh 
deposited on you

—Yes I was hoping to see your pores 

through that costume of skin 
you littered me with

—The scars maybe the pores never 

I’ve traveled beyond them 
toward a more durable

—I’m tired of kissing pores 

through a camera lens

—My desire to be photogenic at 

the moment of death is
a valid a valiant request
can we ask for less from life

—What can we ask for from life less

—You’re the lifeless one me

I still affect my desires

—Your desire to be scenery you mean

—If by scenery you mean 

pastoral closeups of the clothes 
shed by lovers leaving a trail 
of torn garments that lead up 
the slopes of Golgotha those 
buttonholes those straps 
are the scarp the scree we 
must scale

—Hermit mountaineer wants to meet 

gregarious spelunker

—You’re so mythophobic

—Fuck up just fuck up 

let me get this straight
you want to climb your clothes
to ascend your attire
to mount your mufti
to oversoar your overcoat

—Everest my everlast

—You want all that go see your owing machine

—See see Singer 



see what yo sewin machine 
done done

—You are jealous of my prowess

my success with the ibid needle the way
I assemble my ensemble

—The way you rampanade your raiment

but can’t you understand
we are naked here now
in our need
and that 
recourse to the machine
cannot stitch us
as essentially as 
our hands have
in days deceit
whose happen is on us
whose kaput is crushing us

—I understand all too well

when my feet hum on the pedals
when the cataract of cloth
enters the eye as I
have entered you too often
love cannot survive the threadbare years 
we must part clutching what
we can I the sewnmachine
you the varicose shades of truth

—Though there is nowhere

to be anywhere you are
I want to stay there
nursing this false desire
we share

—Ms False falls for Mr Fault alright

but I remain on the heights
where Madame X installed me
via machines whose sewn
superiorizes the known

—You escape my mimic too

easily I see

—My head is brain before the end

—How after-parted you are 

all your coffee is halfway to tea 
why does it take
three of me to lose one of you

—Someday I will remove the weights

from within the hem
of this theater-curtain
and replace them with my body
so our stage can never
be risen on
I will be that heavy



—Your heavy levity leaves me flat

you crush me from head to footlights
pressing me into this costume
of widow this apertureless
fabrication this mesh you mesh
to bereft me with
to uncleave your own
destiny your 
sanity vanity vérité

—The scene a dissecting table

our hero an embittered umbrella
the heroine a sewn-it-all 
patchworkmachine who’s
spun her last baste
these two down and outers
their lives in pieces 
meet by chance

—A chance encounter

on the rag-picker’s counter
the scavenger’s desk
the pun’s grotesque

—I know it runs the risk

but our film begins at once
starring the allusively handsome
the quotingly gorgeous
the citing-edge voomvacious
boxoffice-alicious
monopoly
of beauty

—As if there were anything else

—The zipper the zest that held

us together has come
undone in this quest
for one glimpse 
of what was once
so seen between us

—You mean that binding 

blindness which
we bantered back and forth
like the Fates’ sole eye 
from mouth to mouth 
orifice to orifice
until the years’ Perseus
the stars’ pursesnatcher
stole it from us

—It was a duo deafness

a mutual muteness
each ignoring the other’s
flaws each pretending
that no mending
was needed no 
needle



—Needling each other

is all we have left
of that wholecloth 
illusion

—Our half-kerchief 

our broke-brocade
etcetera why try
on these embroidery
metaphors repartee
can’t keep a war going
there’s nothing else to say

—Our prenup consisted 

of quotes the divorce 
decree won’t be any more
original for once hell
will have heard it all before

—The plot cannot

the soap op is up
the scene a hasbeen
the play passé

—The drama is humma humma

but at the end of this check-off list
we need a Chekhov because
if a sewingmachine is shown
in Act One it must shoot
somebody before the audience
resuming its roles butcher baker
shroudmaker tombtailor loomdigger
is rung down dead anticlimax
anti me and you

—Dead me and you

as if there were anything else

—There is nothing else

nothing but not
nothing that is not knit

—Knit knit knot knot I

can be as multiselfish I can
act as many parts as you

—All you you’s

You are whose
Not mine not mine

—I’m tired of kissing you’s

—Try me’s

—Try to concentrate this

is the finish
the tapestry says goodbye
the quilt says quit
the weave  



leave

*
END

*
*

*

Interval-Thoughts

After finishing "The Sewing Machine," I wanted to attempt a real play, but failed in 
what follows.

I lack the gift or the patience for performative narrative, actions in a temporal 
sequence—and the skills for character depiction and development.

My failure as a poet has naturally led me to seek another genre to write in, but I can't 
expect to be sucessful as a playwright either.  (Even if I had enough life left to try it, 
which I don't.)

Both these pieces are too static for production, but could perhaps be done (together) 
as 'dramatic readings.'

*
*

*

               PLAYING CHICKEN WITH VAN GOGH

**

The characters are not dissimilar to those in The Sewing Machine.

Have they grown too distant-day to speak in linebreaks.

Breakfast banter amidst the maneuvers of tea and tableware.

*Note: the varying right-hand margins of "Van Gogh" are enforced by the blog 
software.  Ideally there should be no spaces (pauses) in the speeches.

*
*
*

—Breakfast

—Table

—Plate

—Knife

—Butter



—Toast

—Can't we cut

—Where

—The linear

—Eisenstein

—What did he call those brief absences those slide segues through time

—Montage-tropes

—Interruptions in our webcam-womb

—Interregnums for our inner mums pregnant pauses with no Pieta

—A lack of savior in all lenses

—During such interludes of the unseen is when Nativity occurs as a respite of the 

given god the blind god the cupid cue

—Me do you mean

—Breakfast

—Occurs

—Table

—Pregnant

—Knife

—Can't we cut

—It out

—Speaking of which

—Sacrificial of which

—Sacerdotal of which

—Soccer-mom of which

—Bourgeois-discourse of which

—Can't we cut

—Butter

—Toast



—Can't we cut the crust off this toast at least as a sort of protest against the lust of 

our rapport

—What an act of desperate décor and downpour

—How knife how naif how nice of you to say 

—But I love the way a theater curtain descends don't you it comes to cut the interior 

off from the inferior I mean the audience that lowercrust

—Lowercrust is us of course

—The lower crust cannot hope to wed the upper bred

—Au contraire you’re forgetting Olive Custance she managed to bag Lord Alfred with 

her crustance

—Oh what Bosie rose to

—Apres Oscar

—Wilde's got your tongue

—Analingus of which

—Did she love that boy as much as he

—Cue the blind god the montage-trope the curt interstice in time the curtain-cupid

—Is that myth or history

—Blink and you miss it

—History is biography backwards meaning resurrected resur-always bugging us to 

validate its lazarus passport

—Backwards as in buttocks well thank arse the risen messiah known as Bosie erased 

from his face all trace of his father’s rear ancestry-entry

—His antecedent's incesterior pedopredilections were rather eerier than ours ever 

were

—No doubt his posterior-posies were posing for the mighty Marquis his Lordship his 

nibs we nubs are always grubbing around hoping we can somdo the old mite with him

—Let's do the somdo all night someday with all our might

—Some do and some don't do the somdo right in fact quite a few do it wrong 

especially if they try to do it solo

—You mean autonecro the theme-song of the forsaken long the lietmotif of the alone 

the lay of the hand as it strums the putative guitar of its pudenda with a trace of 
absentia rosa

—Hand or land whichever one the empirical pause we call existence chooses will 

need a borderline to transcend or as the man said he was born or so he thought but 



then he died which denied that thought

—Blink and you miss it

—As usual life denied what the diary swore to the autobiog

—But weren't they both in belial in hell with no hope of soap or salve which reminds 

me when an angel fucks you what kind of gel does it use to facilitate its entry does it 
use an-gel or the-gel

—Well since an AN must always be used when entering a vowel I'd say a rancorous 

thank-cut consonant like you would probably get the latter article

—Oh cheer you're the one who's too thwarty and crusty-pus for that undulant induct 

that intrusionary ease of an an

—You're the one who needs a THE so desperately up yours

—Oh jeer think of industrial strength unguents guck muck the grease used by a 

sewer-cleaving crew couldn't screw you

—It would take a whole tribe of tubes of that the-do to lube the lane into your rusty 

old the-hole

—Oh smearjob assuming anyone longed to access yours only of course ain't no such 

sack-scum or slime-trash knickerknob wants to spurt his spam to pounce his pud to pot
his porridge in that jugjug jar

—They'd rather masturblast their pants off than slug a leg into yours

—Oh sheerdom the masturbatory act of resurrection destroys all precedence all 

former selves and their accountings all those manky memoirs are unbound and cast 
down into us abyss-wise with no mom to mourn them no dad to dolor

—All those autohighhogs of whomer and whater and whener

—Lazarus unzips his lap and finds readers everywhere

—I detect a laptop odor of bestseller here can't we abscond to a clearing where the 

fallen logs of existence don't crush every path with their litter memories their 
branchgraphic me-meanders must we wander the wood of these would-be as-told-to's 
these revelatory storybores must we read all these authorized-yet-unauthored tell-alls

—Lazarus needs his childhood for obvious reasons but the rest of us the 

unresurrected why do we dare lure the rebuttal that must follow all such lives

—I agree we can do without dragging a paperback at our heels

—Snippysnappy heels the lurid details the turds-and-all truth

—But what would we chat with if not the chit that ate the bit the crumb that 

swallowed the thumb don't we need those quip-picks those gossip-pricks those garish 
golly-barings those gory closeups

—Olive the morning sun on her black chignon is more than amok on Lord Alfred's 

bunbury sword



—Yawn I’m sure Oscar’s bun-berries often clung to it

—Cough the wisp-pages of history do cling to our years' arrears with tissuey tenacity

—But it all changed in 1910 didn't it toilette

—Yes that Easter Sunday morning Lord Alfred Douglas his wife the poetess Olive 

Custance and Russian filmmaker Sergei Eisenstein were cuffing each other off when 
the linear cried Cut

—That cut/that cat'o'nine's got your tongue pulling the oxcart

—The old Oscar-tongued oxcart

—Lord Alfred is trying to remember if there is any part of his body to which the 

Master did not press the lily of his lips until they were livered with bile and if he can 
find an inch which is undefiled-by-Wilde then Lady O will secure that spot with grovel-
grease

—Merge Eisenstein with Einstein so the montage-trope can elide/ellipse/cut out the 

boring parts of eternity

—The boring part is the part that's never been kissed so if there is a part anywhere 

on Bosie's body that's boring we can zoom in on it

—Boring parts that can't be cut sounds like you and me

—Sounds like another vowel in search of its suitable slot another A which needs a Z-

hole to poke itself into I mean a zero

—All vowels lead nowhere but I can take U there

—Beat me with your bestiary of E-I-O/E-I-O

—Bosie obviously had an O fetish first O-scar then O-live

—Cut off the O and that scar will live

—A live scar is better than a dead wound

—Can’t we cut out both of them

—Can't we cut our lines to fit the cue

—My line is queued for a cue from you you Q-tip cock I cut off each day with my 

castrato-Iokanaan

—Salome me some more please

—Better a live hero than a dead Herodias

—What do you see when you look down at my head all ensanguinated there on the 

platter

—What you see when you look at my crotch



— I see a V there the shape of your loins

—When I look down to see my sex I see an inverted V i.e. an A but an A without a 

cross-bar which is why I require your tongue down there to complete the letter with 
which I must begin all over to utter myself

—First letter of all alphabets which I kiss to create the last word of all languages

—Your tongue is just a cross-bar a hyphen to gap the groin to lap the loin-lapse in all 

these letters

—All letters begin with me and end with you

—Careful I could cut out that untapped tongue quick-tape

—It would run too long without my A-being my B-ceeing my C-deeing my D-eeing my 

E-effing my F-

—Speaking of run let's run some of that alphabitch you be Olive the vowelvirgin and 

I'll be Bosie the consonaughty

—Darling I didn't hear you come in last night

—I stayed late to toast the fellaheen at the club with a hoist or two of ahem

—We need a new maid Martha's gone insane

—Which one was Martha

—The one who suppressed her feelings when we passed her on the staircase

—Not the one who paints the lawn with little drownings I hope

—Little drowners

—What

—You said she paints the lawn with little drowners

—Well I have to punch some lines we can cut out later don't I hunh hunchabunny 

hunh honeydouche

—Let's dialogue back to the maid if my mind may I say her perspicuity-integrity-

sober-sacredness her P-I-S-S succeeds where ours languishes

—Mine never languishes it arcs across the lawn to drown the little painters

—But even the little punters out-parry perish us

—Yes but the diff is we're here to languish it's one's duty daresay

—It is the one thing our servants can't do for us unfortunately

—Sad to say



—Swan to say

—Said to say

—Pad to say

—Pad to say what's said with filler

—But the filler can always be cut like a fillet

—You can be filleted from head to toe

—Cut in two in fact

—Cut to go on amoeba toast

—Breakfast

—No

—Martha can serve it to us in bed

—Martha has gone insane I said

—But wait Martha couldn't have suppressed her feelings when we passed her on the 

staircase because we never use the servants' staircase and they would never use ours

—Nevertheless

—Wait are you telling me that she transgressed her post and passed us on our 

staircase our front staircase our primary staircase that she for the sake of one second 
abandoned her proper stairs and dared to walk up or down our frontal steps the idea 
is preposterous

—Unless

—Unless she was stained with foreign ways oh by guess who Eisenstein the bloody 

Bolshevik the awful auteurnik

—And to think that we thought he was merely a houseguest i.e. an artist

—Merely a layabout pictorial cutaway cutiepuss to puke a poke with to menage the 

old troi with

—While we menaging a troi a day with him he was stuffing our staff/dosing our 

domestics with multitransitional tropes that severized the shield between our front 
and their back

—Goodlord he was ramming my posterior and simulterior cramming the backstairs lot

with superior subversive frontstairs idears

—He was cunnil-guiling me and riling up the rear element to mount above themselves

and descend our sacred staircase our missionary staircase

—Must have Martha mostly



—But Martha surely Martha of all the maids must be immune to his commie montage 

she would never swerve never variegate her slit to his proletariat positions

—If you're stuck in the rear all your life you want to see what a front stick is like I 

imagine

—Our staircase must be their porno

—Well I know I'm tempted by theirs back there at times I must confess I fantasize 

anent their narrow access to the vertical their anal stairwell

—Tell me does your clit-sliver really slaver over that anterior shaft does your quim 

swell and shiver its compass-quiver toward the south of that suppressed id-space 
which skulks so hid back there in the bowels of the house

—Hid hid it must be held in hind-stance

—Yes its bottom status must stay la bas

—Let's go piggybank it in our big sugarbowl let’s go preggypoo it into our cesspool

—Oh keep the bog far hence bar its access to that fair foyer which ushers the street 

to our feet

—Sequester its keester in shade from the façade

—It must be kept in queer from the veneer

—The twain must never meet the en passant

—Yes but dash it the time a chap took once to go from back to front is now 

instantaneous thanks to Eisenstein's cutting technique his montage-tropes can have us 
there in a whish

—Eisenstein had us there in a whish the randy Rus he toured our toff and had us off 

in no ruddy time at all the jovejumper

—The time it takes the proletariat to rise up no doubt

—Yes but Olive dear here in 1910 do we really think in these rigid binary modes 

anymore I mean all this front back upper lower sort of chiaroscure do we really 
actually tiddlywiddly true

—Why Lord Alfred of course we do

—But breakfast

—But toast and tea

—But you and me

—But Martha makes three

—But Martha makes me

—No dear Martha maids me



—She used to et al but dunce-it dunce-my-dander her insanity is surely purely a ploy 

an excuse for the servants to rise up en masse and request mental health it's a 
damned demand that's what it is

—What damndemand will they egad us with next my sovereignswain my godhubby

—What'll the scum want next raisins on their orgasms jam on their cum

—Eisenstein again the Red Reelist the filthy Filmer

—He was only here once and most of that in a coma sutra with us he could have 

shuntered no bunter with our hinter corps

—One glance is all it takes I guess

—One ripe receipt perhaps

—One tilling of the toilet

—If one harvest is ever enough

—But if the manure is mature enough

—If the sowing of the stigmata is stabat mater and one dogma plops another

—Lie down with that dogma and you'll get up with its ideas

—So if socialism is cinema

—If bliss is barter

—If it's getting Gertie's garter

—You mean Martha rather

—That gutter mother cutter

—But why bother

—Pass the butter

—Toast

—Toast yes but why is breakfast always alas so sandwichless

—Hmmph the sandwich is not breakfast appropriate not even the one with Eisenstein 

in which you were the middle portion the said ingredient the third face of the act the 
part that must be hidden seclude-lidded

—The sandwich exists to couch what is within i.e. what is disgusting

—We were the outer the fore skin you were naught but the conceal-meal the cache-

gash the smegma-segment

—I wish I had cut off your crusts



—I often wonder is the crust cut off of the sandwich or is the crust cut off to create 

the sandwich which comes first

—I was the slutmeat twixt your slathered slices

—Which is subsequent to which I ponder

—Your menage a manna

—That whole cause effect quandary quashes me quite

—I was the stiffie in your staff of life

—By george it gulpers me it leaves me aghast at gathers end

—The heart of your hungrybun your heapin'-hung hoagie

—No wonder clocks often rhymes with paradox and sometimes time even rhymes with

rhyme itself and by the bye it was me me I was the bungburger in your bleedin’ 
brioche of buggery

—The loser in your loaf of love

—Ah but hunkybunky here we are buttering ours in morn-glorious aftermath of that 

behemoth hump huzzah once more we've survived the Slav and all his perversions his 
worst cuts and quirks are cued for exit who cares anymore how his taunts and sneers 
infected Martha and her peers oh dear oh dear it’s no smear on our appearance if we 
stayed clear of that calamitous allegiance I hereby swear and declare that overthrown
is the reign of Eisenstein again we are enthroned the Czars of our chairs it's here it’s 
now it’s brekfy-poo déjà-vu it's me and you Bosie-boo

—Here we are in our nook with napkins and nosh and enough knives to cut the 

nestling out of it right heart

—Aware as we are from the start that these nestled teacups are traps meant to 

ensnare our birds in mid-twig song

—But what if we don’t want to birdysee birdysing what if all we want to do is to 

sustain a rigor mortis of logorrhea hear hear

—A polymorphous of patter

—An empty intercourse of chatter

—But what does it matter head on a platter scitterscattter the alternative is too 

alliterative anyway

—That’s what you get with that ichysaurus Oscar for a father

—You get a word posing as a quote

—A quote licked in all the right know-holes

—Wit is the art of licking quotes from the right blow-holes

—The lickwit must tongue-rote the quote-slit



—The horror quote the horror how witty

—Witiness is just alliteration with tits

—Tits tuts it's the withness that wants the withheld I mean the lacknot can never 

know the extent to which his hold will throw the old hobnob higher than even he can 
go and still maintain his witness to the throne below

—You mean the stone below the name that rots in peace

—No it's the withness that withholds everything we lack it's not the lack that holds 

the with-it unless it wants to be without it in which case it would want to be you and 
me

—But why

—But sophistry but cherry ripe's the cry yond country lass was laid for two and when 

her menses was overdue the milkmaid paid the shoe

—But Martha laid our day her stations of the cross were the 3 or 4 meals she set us 

breakfast being the first scourge was the sweetest see our crucis scissors poised to cut
her curse's crust in two and so when the tosh was toast her maidenseed swelled with 
all the morgue-mold red-road goes to golgotha

—Butter breakfast than toast when you come to that post

—But breakfast is the mother of home and doors it's the breaklock that heals us safe 

from all outward forms of ourselves those outward alien intruders who would crash 
crash I say the very dash of our hyphen hymens and corrupt the sacred sources of our 
secret sorbets why the very crown tomb of our existence depends upon this riotous 
seasoning this condiment we call breakfast without breakfast we would be the barest 
airbound beast in the field the grass why the seedling foundling would be more fair 
than we ever were

—And that must be why we find the lawn strewn with fetch each dawn and why 

Martha swept them up and baked them in a pie and why she went insane

—A pie packed with fetch a fetch pie but why why

—I saw her hair was unfetched it hung in strays unbalanced dangling everywhere

—And yet it must aspire to find itself in half and more

—Her mind has abandoned her to her hair and therefore we too can consign her to 

Eisenstein and his kind

—How slum we are with both him and her how kin

—Oh no we could never sprawl so late so latter-stayed and all

—But I must say how numb of us how nugatory of us how null beneath the narrow 

knife of now to stall

—How new of us to lie so aligned and calm until the kill can come and shank its fill 

within our own spill-gore

—Oh I'm slime-allure to the fact that we must find our future our days of nowhere 



here

—Heretoprior to our former entente treason entered the mouth orificing us as if to 

say that Martha our Martha is pregnant with Raskolnikov’s idiot child because 
Eisenstein has destroyed our supine Anglican lawn our prone Eden our sprawl Albion 
our Baskerville hound-home our island-down demesne our demi-zone

—Not to mention our essence-past peace prostrate Jack the Ripper Dorian Gray's 

Sherlock Holmes rolling her royal highness holiness governess over the counterpane 
bedsprain in the Curious Plot of the Chamberpot the plight troth of two poets Fred 
Douglas and Livvie Custance how can they I mean we survive the durance confluence 
insistence how can we last the taste of its ichorous linger whenever we kneel to lick 
up its footprints in the endless vast-hell mall the palladium the Victorian Walk of 
Fame

— But Eisenstein has done more than simply destroy us he has dostoy-destroyed us 

taken our destruction down to the most Dostoyevskian of levels the lowest pavement 
crawl

—Pass Lady Bracknell the cucumber dildo   

—But does it descend with another cut of the knife a mother cut of the knife is 

Bracknell the modern Madonna Ibsen's Nora abandoning her litter in a bedsitter slitter

—Announcing a new nude of the knife a nude mode of the knife that cuts my plot-

twist in half

—I see her descend to find herself in half like the birth of a sever cleaver a serial 

killer skewer for the televiewer

—The plot-twist must always be a birth clicker-cloned on loan from channel to 

channel it's like the way my prostate twists when Agatha Christie fists me you me so 
childless for our lives we must substitute something what is that substance we need 
what do we need

—The asscrack of existence the startled essence the grasp-intuit the fruit-clust just 

hanging there in reiterative space

—Space in spades space in speeds plunge-space lung-space that's what we need isn't 

it for the maternal tit to hitch its bridge toward t'other shore where you and I are 
running away with Martha and Eisenstein as a kind of climax to the cuts that occur in 
this false partition indeed this true partuition but what child could be born from that 
flight that halfless elopement of tropes in motion

—The child born to bear the future where Martha the peasant and Eisenstein the 

moviemaker kiss the kibosh on us aristocrats and poets they flourish where we fail

—Tropes in motion those montage-trips across the moon in search of what

—If you and I are really as half-pent as that then the intrique the olio between us 

should be curtailed it should be cut

—How nail how cuticle of us to cut a path in the descent or at least to last as long as

this toast does in the mouth before another oath secures its aftermath encore

—Encore thou sayest it encore 

—Run the vid-again so we can memorize the movie in our head and pay its apathy 



galore before the very torrid lash of its denouement can put us in mind of our midst

—I mean in midst of our mind

—I mean or else because let's face it Bosiebosh it's 1910 and Ezra Pound is busy 

uninventing us

—Since time is the ripening of inversions

—Time is future passed and thus our breakfast presents its daily drollery of 

dawdledom

—Its dalliance doles out the facile vomit time will omit as the century comes to 

matter and we don't

—Will I have to omit the O's the Oscar-Olive I love

—Don't worry they'll do it for you their anti-androgeny will murder millions in order 

to kill the oneness we share

—Hard that's what they want the priapic the image fixed in its seig-heil salute

—All us meltwork Symbolistes had better slither back behind the wall of One Nine Oh

Oh or else face the worst and what is the worst an apropos disposal by the retro-tigers
abhoring us exclusively as if no other verse exercised their reign or thrust their wrath-
and-wrought high enough

—Exiled lest we spoil their gird word its rigid referent its rightness its Imagist lust to 

be least

—Lust yes but lust for the least among us oh Martha if only you hadn't abandoned us 

amidst our hedges and heaves she leaves Livvie she leaves

—Shh Bosie if only the slave-squatters of our all too virginal void-a-terre had been 

blotter enough for her sparse-self

—If she could have pitched her parse-sob against the past we patch with painful 

angst-parts how stuporous she would have been allayed she could have found peace 
there in all

—If only she had allowed us to devolve to her station to take on her thankless rank 

and see-to her attributes of unworldliness and safety-match smudges on her cheeks 
a'mornings

—And yet my pet can you blame her defection to film film is so tactile so erectile 

compared to us

—Film is so endless in its quest to be Christ but it can never resurrect our wrist-

bonds our bracelet-trysts

—If Martha had only foreseen how been-to her debut role of screengrid would be and 

how the marquee feeds would bleed her name in ads fanned with future fads and 
offends

—How thoroughfare her eyes would flare with fame-some wonders day each night 

attends lockdoor previews of



—How stranded the queue of all aisles is how her co-stars will pant out of breath in 

her closeups how her mask will gape and drop when the lens strangles her eyelashes

—But actors counteract all such scold threats don't they yes isn't that why they hold 

their profiles up to shield their faces

—How her devotees dog her apogee how her audience is like every other audience a 

lynchmob wearing haloes

—How her stardom is anomalous to her beauty

—How it survives the vile swerve of her servile days with us

—How Hollywood survives our heritage of hindermok

—Rome will not follow our downfall example

—There'll be no rip in the filmstrip

—No stop in the still

—And all because we lack the camera's imperial focus its aimed maneuvers

—To us Pan is a god and not a filmshot

—Speaking of gods deistic coups de corps in real life Lord and Lady Douglas did have 

a child a myth to milk themselves dry a bairn to wean their wane with

—Do we know anything about him other than he was theirs no doubt of his parentage 

I suppose

—Well he oozed from Olive and she was rather the tomboy type Athena it could have 

been like father like daughter a headlonger

—A browbirth the usual Zeus-accouchement

—The Olympian-ovarian method

—A caesarean haircut

—Speaking of haircut if you cut off your hair

—He cuts off his ear

—If you cut off your nose

—He cuts off his head

—Never play Chicken with Van Gogh you can't win

*
END
*
*
*
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RITUAL

first
bury your hands
then the third from the right toes
your pancreas bury it next
and so on in the order prescribed 
by ancient strictures 
save the head for last
cup your thumbs beneath for it to fall into
have an eyelash
be the last thing visible overground
leave a heartbeat
to tamp down the dirt
to be a shadow for grassblade above
then nothing up there
at the beginning of this poem nothing
so that the last the very last
all that'll be left to do then is
bury your hands
etc.

*
*
*

RIGOR VITUS

I walk
On human stilts.
To my right lower leg a man is locked rigid;
To the left a woman, lifelessly strapped.

I have to heave them up,
Heft them out and but they’re so heavy (heavy as head)
Seems all my strength



Just take the begin step—

All my past to broach a future.  And on top of that,
They’re not even dead,
Those ol’ hypocrites.
They perk up when they want to, they please and pleasure themselves,

It’s terrible.  The one consolation:
When they make love,
To someone who’s far or close enough away appears it appears then
Like I’m dancing.

*
*
*

MY MOTHER'S LIST OF NAMES

My mother's list of names today I take it in my hand
And I read the places she underlined William and Ann
The others are my brothers and sisters I know
I'm going to see them when I'm fully grown

Yes they're waiting for me to join em and I will
Just over the top of that great big hill                         
Lies a green valley where their shouts of joy are fellowing
Save all but one can be seen there next a kin                      

And a link is missing from their ringarosey dance
Think of the names she wrote down not just by chance                  
When she learned that a baby inside her was growing small        
She placed that list inside the family Bible                  

Then I was born and she died soon after               
And I grew up sinful of questions I could not ask her             
I did'not know that she had left me the answer                     
Pressed between the holy pages with the happy laughter            
Of John, Rudolph, Frank, Arthur, Paul,                         
Pauline, Martha, Ann, Doris, Susan, you all,                   

I did not even know you were alive                         
Till I read the Bible today for the first time in my life       
And I found this list of names that might have been my own      
You other me's on the bright side of my moon                

Mother and Daddy too have joined you in play                
And I am coming to complete the circle of your day         
I was a lonely child I never understood that you              
Were waiting for me to find the truth and know          

And I'll make this one promise you want me to:
I'm goin to continue my Bible study
Till I'm back inside the Body   
With you 

*
*
*

LIFER (AKA "HAPPY BIRTHDAY")                        



our prisoner
has received a package                             
containing a cake 
which of course he thinks
must conceal a file 
or a hacksaw-blade
and starts
to dig down into

actually however
his salvation
his way out
his escape route
has been carefully spelled out
in bright-colored frosting 
over darker frosting

the crucial message
the delicate pink-wormed lettering
overlooked 
unheeded
falls shredded apart now
by his hopeful search

*
*
*

THE CLOSET
           (. . .after my Mother's death)

Here not long enough after the hospital happened
I find her closet lying empty and stop my play
And go in and crane up at three blackwire hangers
Which quiver, airy, released.  They appear to enjoy

Their new distance, cognizance born of the absence
Of anything else.  The closet has been cleaned out
Full-flush as surgeries where the hangers could be
Amiable scalpels though they just as well would be

Themselves, in basements, glovelessly scraping uteri  
But, here, pure, transfigured heavenward, they're
Birds, whose wingspans expand by excluding me.  Their
Range is enlarged by loss.  They'd leave buzzards

Measly as moths: and the hatshelf is even higher!   
As the sky over a prairie, an undotted desert where
Nothing can swoop sudden, crumple in secret.  I've fled
At ambush, tag, age: six, must I face this, can

I have my hide-and-seek hole back now please, the
Clothes, the thicket of shoes, where is it?  Only
The hangers are at home here.  Come heir to this
Rare element, fluent, their skeletal grace sings

Of the ease with which they let go the dress, slip,
Housecoat or blouse, so absolvingly.  Free, they fly
Trim, triangular, augurs leapt ahead from some geometric
God who soars stripped (of flesh, it is said): catnip            



To a brat placated by model airplane kits kids
My size lack motorskills for, I wind up all glue-scabbed,
Pawing goo-goo fingernails, glaze skins fun to peer in as
Frost-i-glass doors. . . But the closet has no windows.

Opaque or sheer: I must shut my eyes, shrink within
To peep into this wall.  Soliciting sleep I'll dream
Mother spilled and cold, unpillowed, the operating-
Table cracked to goad delivery: its stirrups slack,

Its forceps closed: by it I'll see mobs of obstetrical            
Personnel kneel proud, congratulatory, cooing                            
And oohing and hold the dead infant up to the dead                        
Woman's face as if for approval, the prompted                           

Beholding, tears, a zoomshot kiss.  White-masked                
Doctors and nurses patting each other on the back,                     
Which is how in the Old West a hangman, if                            
He was good, could gauge the heft of his intended. . .               

Awake, the hangers are sharper, knife-'n'-slice, I jump                 
Helplessly to catch them to twist them clear,                         
Mis-shape them whole, sail them across the small air            
Space of the closet.  I shall find room enough here               

By excluding myself; by excluding myself, I'll grow.

*
*
*

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.

*
*
*

MITTS AND GLOVES
                                       (for Tom Lux)

The catcher holds a kangeroo fetus in his,
the firstbaseman's grips a portable hairblower,

but everyone else just stares into theirs
punching a fist into it, stumped

trying to come up with a proper occupant—
The pitcher for example thinks a good stout padlock would go

right in there, but the leftfielder,
influenced no doubt by his environment,

opts for a beercan.  The shortstop
informative about the ratio of power to size

says, "Walkman, man.  You know: stereo."  The
secondbaseman however he just stands and grins and

sort of flapjacks his from hand to hand and back again,
secondbase dopey as always.  Alas—

cries the thirdbaseman—this void un-ends us—
avant-space beyond our defiant emptiness—

abyss, haunted by the kiss of balls
we have not missed! oh ab-sontz

deh-lease. . . .  The rightfielder is DIS-
GUSTED at this, he like snorts, hauwks, spits

into his and cusses Huh look: heck
my chaw of tobac fits it perfeck.

The team goes mum, cowhided by
the  rectitude of his position, the logic.

Only the centerfielder, who was going back
while this discussion was going on,

putting jets on his cleats to catch the proverbial
long one,

does he—does he perhaps have a suggestion . . .?
As for the ball, off in mid air it all dreamily                           



scratches its stitches and wonders                                     
what it will look like tomorrow                                       

when it wakes up                                                      
and the doctor removes its bandages—                                 

Coda

Mitts versus gloves.  Mitts—mitts                                 
are pro's at what they do.

Whitecollar, authorized, hightech—et al—   
wholly, ruly-truly, superior.  Compared to whom                   

the glove is a prole                                             
a tool                                                         

a brute built                                         
on the manipulative; purpose vital                                 

in the game of course, but subordinate                              
overall—a workhorse, meant                                       

to be migrant.  It                                               
can be employed                                                 

phased in                                                                   
used

any old base; by
all players: is dirty, low-down, dumb.  I'm

forced to admire the mitt but
free (in theory) to love gloves.

*
*
*

POEM (HOW I LOST MY PEN-NAME)

I wrote under a pen-name
One day I shook the pen trying to make the name come out
But no it's
Like me prefers clinging to the inner calypso

So I tossed the pen to my pet the
Wastebasket to eat
It'll vomit back the name
Names aren't fit
For unhuman consumption

But no again

It stayed down

I don't use a pen-name anymore
I don't use a pen anymore
I don't write anymore



I just sit looking at the wastebasket
With this alert intelligent look on my face

*
*
*

CRAPSHOOT

Whoever it was, the first plagiarist
had to actually dream up the concept  
of the crime, so don’t fault him (I imagine
this culprit as male, but the poem he copped
was—I would bet—authored by a woman)
for lack of originality.  I wish

I could excuse his bad act as madness—
that a crazy theory whose tenets value
words over typos caused him to go true,
to trace out hers so unerringly—
instead of greed, I’d plead psychosis
and cry, He’s Realism’s victim: that’s why

his poor misled hand tried to break those laws
which make omnipresent subatomic flaws
subvert the verb of every medium
and blur our sheerest copier’s laserbeam:
say now his felony should be absolved, since
wise Heisenberg has found that once and once

only can the poem stay per se, regardless
of Benjamin’s Das Kunstwerk im Zeitalter
seiner technischen Reproduzierbarkeit: 
why couldn’t I call his vile counterfeits
brave attempts, brilliant schemes to outmaneuver
the ways physics limits our digits’ genius?

I wish I could.  But, I can’t.  No: he’s to blame—
just him, I think.  Yes: the wank-ink of his name
on her work is un- , un- , un- , is a sin
I must atone.  Oh, if he had only cloned
her signature the same as her poem,
no harm would have come from his plagiarism!

I write this knowing that random quantum
impurities in the surface body
of the paper or scanscreen on which
this is printed will betray all I say
here to some degree, any is too much—
each thought emits a glitch, thought Mallarmé.

I pray this page permits perfect access
what I would guess my xerox intended
to be a sincere apology to Ms.
Sappho and her sis, but may indeed instead
(despite our dearest efforts) appear as
the very opposite of what you’ve read.

*
*



*

TODAY’S STORY (OH, SYNESTHESIA! #4)

Somehow this morning light
diverted to my ears, while
soundwaves ricocheted my eyes—

For hours I had to twist
sideways to walk
without tripping, and each carhorn
made my eyelids
whip like a hurricane awning,
as I squirted eyedrops in ears eardrops
in etc., gradually
things returned to normal.

But I feared tomorrow:
“What if my molars salivate
at every inner or utmost attar;
if eon-brandy I cannot savor but
through thy swart chute, oh nostril!”

In fact by the time this evening came
I was so worried I had to call tell
my friend X—
who said: Well, look,
just tell me one thing: can
you feel the phone?

What do you mean, I said,

Can you feel it with your fingers,
X said, is your sense
of touch still there, where it’s
supposed to be?—
Yes?—Well, in that case,
get over here
and give me a backrub,
right now,
right this minute,
before it’s too late.

*
*
*

THE WISHINGWELL STANZAS

Oracle whose hollow
catalogs each word I swallow,
I wish my birth had been false, I wish
the pregnancy which bled me was kitsch.

Nothing the pupil paints on our
eye easel will equal your 
entry in non-entity,
whose unpaginate genitalia I
am one lack-me of.
May I try or is it type



to man-ingest the woman-digest of this?

Only a fishhook can play Hamlet adequately—
bright as skin pinned to a candle,
go dangle down a well, chapel
by inversion; the bells toll,
the toads flick my gnat-name home.

Oldest lodge and once as I was,
bring me, lightning for ballast,
the memory of a boy crossing
a creekbed, a ditch, look,
in which he steps on a snake:
I felt it shift, beneath my shoe,
felt tremor after tremor go
through my length, lure up muck
so far back.  Its meander meat
realigned the path I meant to
take, my heel hung there
caught in the quickest loss
of ground, my footing was gone
from the moment and I poised
on flesh that refuted my own—
orator atop a trapdoor.

The ponderous sack of semen slice off:
sever all, soil it to the ground—
solve with blood the gordianhood, praise
this surface sacrifice, curse it and dance             
over dying coils on virile instep,
stomp this lance that lacks true sibilance,
there, there, contrary penis! the drum and
the tambour of the Mother
the earthquake have spoke—

in Catullus LXIII
the faultline runs
from clit to anus, but can
an equator debate
itself—are they castrate
enough, these Attis strata—
at Delphi does my vein begin, then, or end?

Her hallowed handled echoes call
to me this cisternship, this landslide
water, oh Pythoness, oh cult-consumed womb;
let some aquarium of seeps accept each
of my pennies, my worthless wishes—
each treasure I offer the Goddess
mercifully confirms my emptiness.

*
*
*

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,

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) 
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— 
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.

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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*

TWO OR THREE SITES FROM A FAILED AFFAIR

Dozing while I dreamed on down your body
to where all fresh from a swim or a bath
I woke, seeing it still, that false witness,
that law they call displacement.  Miles away
the reservoir was polluted by this—
I lay wondering in what water, who
can I be renamed renewed to lieu you.

In the desert, I insist that a soloist
waits hidden behind each dune which undulates
silent, lurking till far off the orchestra
start, their wholescale music merged towards noon;

yet even here I have to swear I admire
that air of exaggerated effortlessness
conductors use to pick the baton up off its stand;
is this how to proceed when making love:

the over-implicit manner, the art concealed;
a strength of skills held in belial, reserved;
expertise on tap, an oasis of ease

somewhere deep: I've never been able to do it
I guess.  Access I can't the virtuosity
to be both; both hesitant and satisfied.

Our bodies converged to bisect the bed,
dividing it lengthwise in half; too-brief
border, momentary truce contested
by the realms that spread on either side of
us; or a map, an antique tapestry,
split over sparring heirs.  Death.  Aftermath.
Whatever could have severed you from me?

*
*
*

ROMANCE  (Hendecasyllabics)

But when it had engulfed them all two by two,
the Ark itself became a greater creature,
an omni animal.  And yet Noah knew,
surely this new behemoth shall also pair

and mate now, and that unlike the beasts before
this one is destined then to find true marriage:
because as soon as his keel breaks the water,
born beneath it will be that surface image

none of us desires to engage in divorce—
Natural nuptial partner, mirrored other,
the Ark's clone would emerge from nowhere out there

in the waves.  And upside down hold bound the course,
faithfully accompany her spouse across



any world to reach at last their offspring shore.

*
*
*

ANOTHER FIRST KISS: TO X                                                                                        
                    

A first kiss can occur anywhere: two pairs
Of lips might meet as ingredients for
A cannibal's chowder; or on the shore of
A nightclub at ebb.  Preferably the latter—

Though there are no more nightclubs, or cannibals,
As such: I mean the first kiss is passé,
Archaic, obsolete.  Pre-Global Village,
It rests in wrinkles, in blinking memories . . .

Ours came in bed, but after we’d undressed;
Preceded by hugs.  And so the question
Of using the tongue—that old hesitation—
Didn’t apply.  We plunged right in.  At

Our age you get naked and then you neck,
The opposite of how it was done young.
But the hunger is still there.  The thirst
Is like in a bar, when they yell out Last Round.

Note:
Line 13: “Our age”—the lovers are 53 and 61.

*
*
*

NAOMI POEM
                           (to NL)

The beach holds and sifts us through her dreaming fingers
Summer fragrances green between your legs
At night, naked auras cool the waves
Vanished
O Naomi
I kiss every body of you, every face

*
*
*

LOVELADE

The sea is the cargo of empty ships
Moon bears the sun when it's gone
My face with the trace of your lips
Will fare from now on and on

*
*



*

FROZEN
                  (to RN)

Oh I know it must feel
Measureful

To be the river—
Source of that force

Each field each flower
Each fountain seeks—

And then of course 
I have to shiver

Remembering how—
How few of us ever

Make it down
These mountain peaks.

*
*
*

(POEM) (CHICAGO) (1967)

If you remember this poem after reading it
Please go to Lincoln Park the corner of Dickens Street and sit
On the bench there where M. and I kissed one night for a few minutes
It was wonderful even if you forget

*
*
*

FRAGMENT

Because at least one couple is making love
Somewhere in the world at all times,
Because those two are always pressed tightly together,
Hatred can never slip between them
To come destroy us.

*
*
*

FOR C.                            

Whose hair mouth hands I long to be under
Like a painting a painter paints and repaints
Till and at last the canvas cracks apart then crash     
Incredible shreddage, pale for all                        

Its color, its whole only in tatter: I want              
To be gone on at like that by her.  But                   



Won't the brush the play of such force across               
Me obliterate those whatever forms I might                  

With the rough sketch of the heart have                         
Borne to connoisseurs critics crowds                          
Eager to offer prize: even if I were torn                      

Wantonly tossed in the dirt the street  
Stepped on and lost, as lost as she is to me, I                  
Would rather under her feet be than their eyes.

*
*
*

SONNET
                   (to MK)

The way the world is not
Astonished at you
It doesn't blink a leaf
When we step from the house
Leads me to think         
That beauty is natural, unremarkable
And not to be spoken of 
Except in the course of things
The course of singing and worksharing
The course of squeezes and neighbors
The course of you tying back your raving hair to go out
And the course of course of me  
Astonished at you   
The way the world is not

*
*
*

THE SUMMONING

You know your name
Seems to contain
More syllables in
All other mouths
Than mine I hear
I hear these voices
Everywhere the
Waves coming ashore
Add long a's
As they say it
Then sometimes the wind
Puts an o in
The middle and
Babybirds their
Bottomlessness fills
It with e
Whenever I hear it
Screeched
Moaned
Sighed by these things
By everything



I must stop and listen
To my lips
Vehemently
Vainly correcting
The whole world's
Mispronunciations
As if those
Mispronunciations
Were the reason
You were not answering
As if they
Were the reason you
Were not here
Beside me and
My saying it right
My getting it exact
Is all it would take
To call you back.

*
*
*

THE SCULPTURE  (to SB)

We stood there nude embracing while the sculptor                   
Poked and packed some sort of glop between us                  
Molding fast all the voids the gaps that lay                   
Where we'd tried most to hold each other close                  

Under the merge of your breasts and my chest                
There remained a space above the place our                       
Bellies met but soon that clay or plaster                      
Of paris or state of the art polymer                               

Filled every hollow which we long to fit                  
Then we were told to kiss hug hug harder                      
And then our heat would help to harden it                     

We stood there fused more ways than lovers know                  
Before the sculptor tore us away                                 
Forced us to look at what had made us so whole

*
*
*

MORE METAPHORS, LESS LOVE

Like a burglar
who foolishly arrives
before the highrise is

even half-built
has to crawl to cling
across the skeletal

penthouse girders at 1
AM like him
I have misjudged



every erection yes
a pun a joke whereas
in reality my

love is a wreckingball
that makes a dent
in nothing

much less some sky-meant wall
from which all thieves
must try and fall

*
*
*

THE PAST: TO X

Whenever keys lick our hands, 
melting them into other hands, 
each door opens on a scene of
thrust-aside bodies. The past is love

suppressed.  Closeup: focus copulates with
F sharp.  Memories hide a wealth
denied of music and outmode.

In oldies songs in black dresses
whose fade-labels frill our sex attic,
caresses are snatched from kisses.

The past is not us.  Its lovers
are true for an hour that stays 
surprised behind a threshold of days.
Maybe they can say when it's over.

*
*
*

MEMORY OF X

The better to steady myself I rose 
In her arms the better to stay: say
She has to remember me I am nobody
To be without, and I am nobody to be without her.

To see in her special-glacial eyes the die
Disdain she was right to feel for me;
To slake all hope that atop their snowcap 
A mirror could ever be bent by a sigh.

Now if I wake at night my veins alone
Beside a dream of her amid the hoistless moon
With my blanket whose holes are home;
She who I pray finds me in all but the final way.

*
*



*

STALLED

There must be a way 
back to the one
who is always before me,
some curve or go-round

or cloverleaf should
return me to she 
whose face is here now
in front of me—

Whose name I repeat
staunchly as a stopsign 
at every corner,

although I know 
no-one will halt;
not even her.

*
*
*

X

Lovely the future appears on a nape
But trying to predict the face itself
Or guess if it will vanish is vain.

You make your mode of life the godlike
To equalize the danger or is it joy
Of living in its eyes’ past.  Transient

Because at any moment this person might
Board any moment and go into the wind,
Coat slant against a roaring iota boat.

This is the one dream that has no aftershock, 
Because you don't wake up from it.
It can't be mocked in retrospect—

Driving away her final car 
She may reappear to you only admired
A frame whose time never came.

The negative nose, the minus mouth 
Lingering in a sift with years, the destitute
Aimlessness age brings.  What sacrilege

To imagine she harbors more of you
Than you of her, as if the two
Of you ever were.

*
*
*



RETURNED ANONYMOUSLY

Lost my wallet you know
Cash all the creditcards
I.d.
Everything

But like the worst thing
Was that photo
You know
That photo of you

But guess what
Smack in the mail today
I'm not kidding money
Everything

But guess what
There was just one thing
Missing
Just one thing

Uh hunh
You know it shit
I bet nobody
Nobody could be that honest

*
*
*

APART, TO V.

I've never seen icicles clinging to a cobweb,
though it's easy to, no spider's needed.  See,
the idea simply observes Reverdy's dictum re
what an image is, and what it's woven from.

But for a like afield-work to reunite us, how
far it must spin!  That farmhouse of my childhood
deserted—the scrub-brick cellar, 
which could more or rough take a thrift-year's canning,
is wall to wall cloth by now.  
                                           Think of its door:
creak.  Think of me
caught in your arms, warm,
tremulous fragility, all rapport or
even perversely: love's a weave from which
no beautiful incongruity I hang can rip us.

Apart, to V.

*
*
*

BUMPY KISSES: POEM WRITTEN TO A POET
                                                            (to RS)

remember those bumpy kisses



in the back of that taxi
we should have begged the cabby
more hit more potholes please

when we hit a bad one whoops
everything got flung up hard
but don't some things just get better
by bouncing from lips to lips

kisses usually get their kicks
from boredom the normal routine
tongues stick the same linebreaks
the proper punctuation in

but not these bumpy babies
they jack out the box they
jump all the jolts of this jaunt
lucky for us it's transient

after a poetry reading
briefly we'll share a ride heading
uptown toward distant lives
has one of us now arrived

still the course of our smoothest words
is likewise unpaved by poems
we scribble them down sometimes
hurried as hugs through a cab-door

though even they must go
past first dates or last we try
we mostly try and let them be
the moment they were meant to

*
*
*

THE CONSOLATIONS OF SOCIOBIOLOGY
                                                          (to JK)

Those scars rooted me.  Stigmata stalagmite
I sat at a drive-in and watched the stars
Through a straw while the Coke in my lap went
Waterier and waterier.  For days on end or      

Nights no end I crawled on all fours or in
My case no fours to worship you: Amoeba Behemoth!
—Then you explained your DNA calls for     
Meaner genes than mine and since you are merely

So to speak its external expression etcet
Ergo among your lovers I'll never be . . .
Ah that movie was so faraway the stars melting

Made my thighs icy.  I see: it's not you
Who is not requiting me, it's something in you
Over which you have no say says no to me.

*



*
*

FOR LACK OF YOU
                                    (to JK)

I examine the sun's diagrams
for your tan.  The ground's plans for your walk.
Sky's project-papers on how, where
to utilize your breaths.  All these schemata,
endless as my tracings of your faraway
face—poring over them in a solarium
observatory devoted to the study
of you.  New proposals, outlines
blueprint each moment: slowly reading, hoping,
finally I grow feeble-eyed.  The fineprint for
your lashes, the arms' down, fades.  Now
you're abstract, a block, an architect's
whitest nightmare or any bare construction of
skylines, vague unhouseholds.  The plumbing
venues, vent of window or door
vanished, even the light itself a blur—
at last comes total blindness:
touch-awkward I feel like an ogre, a clumsy giant
tripping upon some ruins,
rubble of the town he's just smashed.
Tower-cursing as I bang my knee.  Or no:
I'm tiny.  I can see again!  I see the giant walk off
favoring his one leg . . . favoring
my one you, I kick through
the strewn clutter; I get down on all fours
and start to scour around: one model, just one
to copy from, to begin again.  That's
all I need, lacking you.

*
*
*

SIDESHOW
                       (to RS)

Announced by your nakedness you appear
The fold avert their blindfold eyes
Your rain-fossil skin lit by ajars
Of perfume (blood's-lace)

At least a murderer doesn't have to boo his shadow
You vow beneath barbarous marquees
Whose leaves have fallen
To placebo your profile

And if he keeps a pinkie raised while slashing those disciples
Together you and him must flee
Over an earth-to-earth carpet of kisses

Leaving me to play the mirror's old shell-game
Hot for what it holds in hide
By shifting its faces thus



*
*
*

(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

*
*
*

WEDNESDAY
                          (to RS)

Past noon; I walked her to her train; we said so long;
Her smile, her flash as the huffy train pulled away,
Like a knife withdrawing from robot flesh; sparks
From its wheels showered over me, black, lavacidal.

We'll meet 2 days from now: not enough time to enter
An anticipanthood, noviciate of rendezvous; to
Lift that iffy cathedral, brush Samson's cindery
Dandruff off my collapsing shoulders, not enough time,

Nor space.  Cramped.  Thighs.  She's travelling far
Away—I'm so foolish!  Why did I propose dramamine
For corpses when the trip from womb to world didn't make me

Sick?  2 days; 2 days.  That's enough.  I smile, home, past
The druggists' and the hairdressers', hardware, the other
Stores, I wish there was room enough here to put them all in.

*
*
*

NONREQUITALS
                               (to JK)

Each night you transfer
my fingernails to my toes,



my toenails to my fingers.

And if the magician
waving simple cardtricks
disembowel himself somehow—
through some slight slip in skill—

Evening's when we live, mostly.
Before an unhatched iceberg
I preen my scars.

You bade his only face brought in
on a slice of camera
—but affixed blue earrings
to a whiter skull . . .

No-one will return
my toenails to my toes, 
my fingernails to my fingers.
No-one will rip up the list
of those loved by those not on the list.

*
*
*

NAOMI POEM (THE STARFISH ONE)

Each evening the sea casts starfish up on the beach,—           
scattering, stranding them.  They die at dawn, leaving            
black hungers in the sun.                                         
                                      We slept there that summer, we         
fucked in their radiant evolutions up to our body.  Ringed
by starfish gasping for their element,                          
                                                       we joined to create            
ours.  All night they inhaled the sweat from our thrusting          
limbs, and lived.                                                      
                         Often she cried out: Your hand!—It was           
a starfish, caressing her with my low fire.

*
*
*

NAOMI POEM

With the toys of your nape
With your skin of mother-of-throe pearls
And your fire-sodden glances
From the sidelong world

We break rivulets off the river and wave them in the air
Remember the world has no experience at being you
We also are loving you for the foreverth time
The light, torn from leaf and cry

Even your shoulders are petty crimes

*
*



*

[PALMPOEM]

In my hand
a drop
of palm
dissolves now
the lake of
your palm
in the land
of my hand
spreads
to the shore
of our
fingers
what faces
float up
flattened
quickened
beneath these  
fingernails
if the fist 
is a desert
the palm is
the hand's sea
which rises
which recedes
palm is
the water
we can never
drink
enough of.

*
*
*

LESSON                                                                                    
                 (to GM)

Our love has chosen its appropriate gesture
Which when viewed in the midst of all the gestures
It didn't choose seems almost insignificant.

The gesture our love has chosen is appropriate
We both agree not that we have any choice but
Amidst all those others does seem insignificant.

Is it incumbent on us thus to therefore obliterate
All of the gestures except this insignificant one
Chosen by our love for its own no doubt reasons.

It is up to us to obliterate all other gestures
Though they cluster round thick as presentations
Of war and sacrifice in a grade-school classroom.

Use of our love's chosen gesture for the obliteration
Of all those foreign gestures is forbidden however
We must find something else to erase them with.



Our love has chosen its appropriate gesture
Which when viewed in the absence of all other gestures
Seems to spell the opposite of insignificant.

*
*
*

THE WHOSE FAULT IS IT POEM
                                                           Six AM the
                                                         Clockhands
                                                        Clothespins
                                                       Of nakedness

Is it turn for your shadow to be
The sun's birthmark or mine?
We lie in the ruins, the pertains
Of all we sought to evade by touch, avoid by sight.

Now we argue over which criteria 
Gravity uses to select its victims—
Why weigh the impact of our caresses upon
This bed till they fade, svelte
As a thumbsdown swan?

Only the sun rises at random, at mootpoint we lie.
The rain wearing black armbands may pass,
I dab my smile at the mournersby;
I dab my heart at you.
As for the blame, I'll take it:

I was naked there, where we were.
I was naked,
But my clothes were stuck in my throat, thereby
Rendering my nakedness ineffectual (or, perhaps, spurious)—

I would have whispered something darling
(I would have said the words to save us),
But there was this darn zipper
Right up against my voicebox.

*
*
*

EROS AND ESPIONAGE IN THE BENT CENTER
                           (to Helen C., after reading
                              D. G. Rossetti's "Troy Town")

More undermined by your meander than my thirst
From wine's first cup what shard still tastes this milk
Above whom shone a normal polaroid of the void
A song saliva cannot tie its envious vines to

Shall I paint through all the Isms to show you
Bricabrac from that breast fill worlds marked sale-price
Yet conceptualists slumming in the real congeal
Is here a thing to say of this say or said place

Now the merry-go-round it goes-a-round old 'Troy Town'



My bed hangs out the window by its toes shouting
Each day your hair strays across such ruins

But to live live simply in compress with our time
TV-star footprints to immortalize sidewalk
Me slurp your sweetpuddle up out of an autograph

*
*
*

THE PERMISSION

                                    

(to AB)

On each shoulder
                            I bear
a jar
        with each
its angel
              in
                  formaldehyde
I wish to preserve my loves
                                            You
say No
            let them go fly way
                                           away
and when 
                they come back and
                                               if then
then you
               may kiss me on
each shoulder gone wing.

*
*
*

LAST POEM
                        (to NL)

                                          1
It's harder and harder to whistle you up from my pack of dead,
you lag back, loping in another love.
                                          2
Rigor mortis walked the streets, its
coat tattered, face pensive.  A howl was heard,
                                          3
which calmed
all chimeras.
                                          4
My hair hits me.
Wine lifts its deep sky over me.
                                          5
Her palms upon my forehead became my fever's petals—
Her face—altar where my heart is solved—
                                          6
prepared for me its absence
in the dish of its cheekbones.



                                          7
Your face alone has no echo in the void.  Your face, more marvelous
each time it flows up your warm arms to break
                                          8
upon your smile.
                             Your kisses still rustling in my voice,
                                          9
you don't exist.  I will fill you with
sweet suicide.
                                         10
Naomi, love others then.
Don't let this be their last poem, only mine.

*
*
*

UNTITLED SHORTS/EXCERPTS

*

Wait.  What are you.
I'm a poet.  I write filler for suicide-notes.  Like:
I love you.
Alright.  Continue.

*

Once I had to leave you so
I arranged for earth-tremors at night
so in your sleep you'd think I was caressing you—

*

Your nakedness: the sound when I break an apple in half.

*

They wandered through the hand in hand.

*

The trafficlight on Lovers Leap never changes to red.

*

*
*
*

A VIRGINSAINT AND A SAINTVIRGIN SHARE
   A HALO A WHILE: A MEMORY
                                                          (to EE)

It was the onset of a golden headset
Our thought from covetous egypts took flight (suite)
Not so the veins' isle-lopped dictation
The sea that amanuensis with illegible gloves



But who wrote my pose throes over the white dot of
A desert's collectiste saliva whereon
A blindness bandaged by bats became dawn or
Was that oase-false face my scrotalskull gaze

The fever of eyecharts is distant tonight
This is my haiku scar this is my soft
Repeated sincere desire for fart-fairy confabs

Ah no abhorred form of present tense you see
That halo our askew nuked free is dead
Is circumscribed solely by the absence of head

*
*
*

NIGHT AND THE NAKED
                                       (to RN)

The filmfestival swept beyond us as we kissed
Oh roundrobin panel where we went goodbye
Since then the weight (savored) of noncoincidence
As if each lightningbolt were secretly aimed at 

A matchstick but were we ever on target as that
Whenever we meet now in the bar part or the
Restaurant part or the video part or the disco
Part or the atrium of this night I fear our parts our

Roles I mean because what if we you and me
Were cast to closeup the scene the street the strobe
Stabs of rain frying our profiles for future ref

Literals straight off a wanted poster for Janus
Because or would we just stand there thunderfucked
Trying to remember our name ends in applause

*
*
*

BORDER

On the horizon of our lips
what kiss awaits
the arrival 
of its sun
in rise or fall
the occasion delayed
beyond beginning or end
if departure ennobles passports
where distance is defined
as an erased echo
a looksee puddle of ourselves 
some crossroads 
may prefer the normal intrusions
the customary customs search

*



*
*

MAYBE (to H)

a stopsign stranded
in a sea of cacti
won't grow needles
maybe but then

even I take on some
characteristics
of human when
I'm with you

*
*
*

TO X

If I could dream what I want or not,
A candle held against an icicle,
That double phallic rainbow would conceal
My loner status, my chronic lack of you.

If Lot’s Wife really existed, wouldn’t
She have been all eroded long ago
By pilgrims rubbing their wounds against her,
Abrasive as masturbation grain by grain

Can erase the bitter taste of you.  I retain
No memories; lacklore glosses me over.
My selfishness might then produce a kind

Of infra-red excess, a solip-super vein
Miners must switch off their hats to find.
Dark and below bedclothes I'll use your glow.

*
*
*

COVER STORIES

Exchanging X's in the form of kisses,
Spies forbidden to know the codes they pass,
Each pretends for the moment these mysteries
Outweigh all allegiance they owe the past.

A space where fingertips cease to explore space,
A safehouse right for private armistice,
The flesh they bared betrays them both at last.
Dawn is distance in such askance allies.

As false passports must wear a true likeness, 
These tradecraft made-in-bed IDs are not
The ones that will have to be borne once more



Come morning's normal enemy status
Which would have killed to foil the turncoat plot
They laid here, those traitors worth dying for.

*
*
*

NECKOGNITION

In love the head turns
the face until it's gone
into another's where
it is further torn

from its own mirror 
and grows even more
erased and lost and though
the former still yearns

to be his/be hers, 
it sees these lovers 
over your shoulder show

that whatever disappears
can also go as verse
whose shape's nape-known now.

*
*
*

THE FATE
                    (for Anne-Marie Stretter)

Standing on the youthhold I saw a shooting star
And knew it predestined encounter with the sole love
But that comet crashed into the earth so hard
Tilted its axis a little bit not much just enough
To make me miss meeting her by one or two yards.

*
*
*

MUTABILITY (Polvo serán, mas polvo enamorado)

Quevedo wrote he would be dust, but dust in love—
And while I can't conceive that millions from now
A quartzstone and a rose will embrace, I can believe
Still less that my arms are around you here: or how
                        Your sharp crystals 
                       Are tearing my petals.

*
*
*

EUCLID ALONE



                               (to RN)

Androids strolling up Everest will know
How harder it was for us to care, to cuddle
Visits from that summit within.  The pique
Of pickups is endless.  And when our oxygen

Thins to a pin who cares who's X who's Y—
That altered acme stares at me—icily—
That game where time (come to theme) recombines
To dial them new stars night never fell on: it

Beads up as my eye, friend planet.  Who like
The sate—crazed by my birth's first trip at bat—
A pork genus cordless vibrator whose tip

Whose tongue exbunged from your hinder heart, wet
With non-umbrageous plus-signs or what?
(But can we touch each other's thwart I thought.)

*
*
*

ANOTHER NAOMI POEM

Her tongue was melting at the center of an iceberg
That had sank the 13th floor of every building
In which we were living, our sunglasses broken like ciao,
Overlooking what vista of siesta: nightly we rose

To harvest the end of a kitestring whose importunate
Tugging from below sowed heresy; we smashed
The one snowflake that was carving all the other snowflakes;
I warned her: "Your clitoris is my boyfriend."

Decades; quits; fades; she wrote some books, I tried
To write some books; we met occasionally, but why?
Other strangers than our own may remember.  I remember

One time, my hair was hippie, she had to keep pushing
It off, averting her face, finally complaining that
This must be what it's like to go to bed with another woman.

*
*
*

NAOMI POEM

When our hands are alone,
they open, like faces.
There is no shore
to their opening.

NAOMI POEM

What language will be safe



When we lie awake all night
Saying palm words, no fingertip words
This wound searching us for a voice
Will become a fountain with rooms to let.

NOTE (NAOMI POEM)

I left a
right where the nipple cheeps
kiss in each nest
of the black bra
hung inside your bathroom door.

*
*
*

AFTER A BREAKUP

At times the distance known as us
Is measured off.  Or so we guess: unless
An estimate be taken it is lost,

And all the usual rulers fail 
By millimeters really, to fix as final
Our spreading split: what will surveil

This gap-apogee, this apartness-arc.
Horizons, forward!  Borders, march!
Frame us and bind us with the starch

Our stance lacks, too human a pose
To exude the dimensions that raise
A statue whose limit is its eros,

That never spills over as we do
Across the bed’s page like two 
Errata in the same word, a hollow

Catachresis.  Morphaphoric?  Crammed
Together in a programmed
Antithesis figure, we seem

To have blundered our way here.
Mistake is the way we take our
First steps and last.  And where

Desire beckons, who can resist
The climb to that nobodiest nest
Known as love, its endless

Thievings of each others’ leavings,
Scraps and wisps and strings
Knitknocked together, tangle-things

Always unraveling, always
Getting in the way
Of our getting away



Knot-free.  Free of me
How could anybody
Not want to be.

*
*
*

NIGHTS OF NAOMI

                                             1
Each of her penises is a long fragment in the knife
                                             2
Tracingpaper placed on the mirror to outline whose face
                                             3
Whose hair of buttered blowguns
                                             4
Clear eyes and cloudy nipples
                                             5
Years spent wandering in front of a stab
                                             6
Light is only a shadow which has learned to write its
   name across light
                                             7
Her name rotting on the tongues of all the dead
                                             8
Tongues which have lavished me upon me
                                             9
Never mind delivering tomorrow's gypsy

*
*
*

TOGETHER OR APART AS OUR FAVORS CARRY US

someone to pause and take pills with
during the act of coitus
or the fact of cosmos

the days remain pain punctual
their numerals cracked exactly
at noon and night

they fall in a noise of wings
who's talking who's talking who's talking
each phonecall designer begs

where a sleep of engines calms
the horizon we go alone
to smoke that halo's last cigarette

in v's we leave we leave we leave 
wherever
our favors have carried us

*
*
*



ADHESIVE VALENTINE

not knowing where you are
not knowing who
so I coat with glue
all the envelopes I mail

where most words fail
mine will still pursue
kept in these veils of glaze
every postal maze

no matter how far
no matter how overdue
they will find the true

letter bound for you
and there be pressed
adherent to its address

*
*
*

TWO POEMS TO S.

(Desire) Threadbare (Desires)

The light lay in shreds across the bed,
only your waking could make it whole;
resuming its costume of day, its role
that seems to overnight get ragged—

Fate latent as weights in theater
curtainhems, what soul is sewn here
to be rung down at last, divested
of these disguises.  But if we are

bared by such cloth as cries in this
lament for the sun’s fragility,
would I dare now to shake you astir—

to drape over you my own shadow, whose 
myth-ex-machina remains all mine,
mine, and therefore torn from yours.

*
The Tethering

The handclasp is burned up by the embrace 
and the embrace is consumed by the coitus, 
and I too am subject to a hierarchy 
that requires every stratum version of me

to be fuel for the one above till each one is lost, 
impossible to find in the final illusion
(a mirage is something that doesn't see us
even when we blind it) of a final one.



Why and whom must we each our own to?  Go,
let cemeteries bomb our sleep with omen
hiccups, I'll nil persuade myself there is a person
somewhere up there, perhaps perhaps it's you.

Identical arms babe your arms in theirs.  
But love, tied hand to foot to flute, lingers.

*
*
*

7 1/2 POEMS TO, FOR, AND ABOUT RN

1.  Substitute

If you have licked the whiteout off this poem,
then it exists: go on, strip it, stroke its wordwad.

Down its page-plunge, distribute our briefhood;
my flesh is blonde, my bones must be brunette.

Have I loved enough my planet’s comet habits?
Look, how my blushes stain lambs.  Oh shame-thumbed,

obelisk of hailstones, text rhymes with innermost:
to regain that clarity whereby it kills,

the vial of poison must be shaken, or jacked off—
I have failed to decentralize my navel.

Now my balding hairs are wove to make your hats;
my toenail clippings, glued, fused, used for your shoe-soles;

notice the metonymy.  I myself am composed
of everything you excrete bleed sweat etcet.

*

2.  What Missing Her Is Like

It’s like ripping your fingernails off
drying them out
then carefully placing each nail
back on its particular tip
just resting it there 
no glue or anything
then trying to balance them all in place
so entirely normally that
the people you’re with
never even suspect

(I omit
the blood scabs scars part of it)

*

3.  Dyed



I deny every emergence of the night
From your hair, crevice that heavies me
Though I waver as water- or age-stained pages;
Do hushpoints accompany such cries?

Your skeleton/scrupulous abacus where
Flesh's inconsistent total of hope,
Despair, recurs, keeps score, where
Skin has no right to interrupt my pores.

Depictured (which in the distance pales) who
—Oh bright, pagoda-forgotten landscape!
Where moths spared myths of flame come, go.
Near where the nevers flow into the no.

*

4.  Buried

Sometimes I think she believes in
the Catastrophe Theory—
that her falling into and then
out of love with me was surely

based on the trend of Nemesis
(that changeling twin of our sun):
each lovefall seemed as sudden, as
doomed-to-be as the extinction

of what Saurian habitat.
Whole species annihilated—
some, I haven't uncovered yet.
But all, I better believe it, dead.

(They'll clone that dino DNA—
can love be revived that way?)

*

5.  Long Distance Affair

The saliva gathered daily
by telephones across the world
from lovers yelling at each other
is an ocean with no bottom.

But say you pried apart those phones,
you’d find that all that wild white tide
of promises, cries, kisses, threats—
it also evaporates.  The spit

is what we call each other,
I mean the words themselves, condensed:
distills us into clouds, into mist.

Rising clarified it drifts toward
Comsat, Telstar, there to orbit
closely around our distant lips.



*

6.  The Word

Lower the noose into my throat slowly, careful
as you go, don’t cause any choking until
you reach the word you mean to kill.
Since latence it has silenced me, since life.

Threading a shoelace through a hoof’s cleft,
my scalp-holes will fang their follicles at
the thought.  This means some names have a hangtongue
tendency to persist, finish fascists, tinsellantes!

Youth vanishes on those heights that relent to it.
Even the least will finally paint yield on a face.
(Hesitations before doormaps.  Cowerboxes.)
Inert blurt, weighed inveigle.—(But why be mine,

Why plenish a gaze with me?) Then I insert my slits
into love/lovestyle.  The almondine vowels whine.

*

7.  Succumbed

I swallowed to pieces the loveletters
and then I bandaged the luggage past
goodbye, bon voy, we're there.  I left a sign
stuck to me said Please Vacate Before Empty.

That ought to have been enough: or the years since—
but see each sun, all blush against the blue,
still find me hiding, still sifting clues. 
Daily my hands are humbled by a crumb.

Ants add superbly their mite to me.
I wish I did not reciprocate, did not
as event join my weight to theirs—duties,

duties! yours were the toes I loved to buzz.
I would take my cup and raise it up you,
till memory's name-army overcame us.

*

7 1/2.  Nobody

A head surrounded by speedbreaks of hair,
And somewhere in there the face, its gaze
Blue as a scalped tongue, struggles to emerge
As you, to frizz its orifice with yours.

Now all my near and nether parts agree
She could love none of me.  Could anybody.

*
*
*



--------------------------------------

April 26, 2006

MORE ODD POEMS FROM PAST AND PRESENT

****

*
*

SECRET PLACES

I bite the screwtop top of a
bottle of naivete steady in my
teeth and slowly, by
rotating the bottle's body in
my hands, open it.

Christian crap, jewish junk,
moslem muck, buddhist bullshit,
the days all begin and end.

Pain is the absence of repetition.

Eventually the soles of the feet
will infect the palms of the hands
with their hiddenness.
Their remoteness.

Until then
I remain a door-deep animal, 
embracing every room 
shy of welcome.

*
*
*

(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.

*
*
*

PASSING

A hailstone finds flaws
in the storm, while 
below we quarrel 
over whose lord
was base for more terror
than ours.

And yet the letters
of the words in this poem
consist of each other.

Could we not forth 
in like-guise go?

The boat passing
whispers 
about those 
on the shore.

But we 
never mention it.

*
*
*

HITLER YOUTH

If I mispronounce ourobouros as Oral
Bore us (from the mouth we emerged) or
You rob our O's (to repay our A's), I am   
Simply saying if there were a line painted
Down the middle of this line, a poem
Inscribed down the middle of me would see
How many pens Medusa can hold in Her hair.

Haven for revisionists, the future
Excerpts itself from us, an anthology
That shows what we were at all moments, wholly
Representative, but which opened sheds a me  
Hoping that somewhere past this surface the rim 
Of your horizon has causes to know the sky
Is a sequence, with intervals of eternity.



Because form's faithlessness is oblivion
Tamed by hand, from my eye fringe I cry
Surround me facile, you 1940s infancy:
Because Nazis are not Z's, therefore they
Are A's.  But even this poor report-card
Intends to let the alphabet be less lost 
Than the shine off a trigger toad, my skin worn
By mud-mannequins.  Ah Adolph’s dais has 
(Chattel chip/slaveblock splinter) softened since:

Like a fountain, my libation reprimands pavements.

*
*
*

THE LOST

Those who miss themselves
will depart from postal shelves
to eliminate home
from their name.

Those who fly away will find 
they can envision
a feather's features upon
the face they left behind.

Those who leave too soon
now that faraway's full
of neighbors will ruin
their one chance for arrival.

Even so, they're all willing to go.
Will I in likewise kin be able to?

*
*
*

NOTES FROM THE MUSEUM

*

A museum is too many rooms
where nothing can be moved;
one is forgotten in most of them.

*

A tiptoe theater, full of shushes
and overly-lit faces whose big
scene seems always imminent.

But if the cue is anything more
than a coin-toss, a chance word
from a spectator’s bypass glance,

this expectation of response



is your guess, your great stance,
the stage you hem and haw at.

*

How the overflow of doorways
that link all these galleries
interrupts the paintings’ spaces,

adjusting the land with lack
and lacunae, thrusting gaps into
the hushed square of our attention

and ushering us to the question
of absence, that thief peering in
on these always-without scenes.

*

Are we outside what is shown?
Made audience, do we attend
a pageant patient with our pauses

in perception, the solipsistic
tunnels we hug.  Why otherwise
is there almost nowhere to sit?

Isn’t it, that the viewers must
move in order for the viewed
to remain still.  The authorities

curate these corridors with us—
offscreen captions ape our attempts
to evade rigidities they’d impose

until our amblings became
a Nazi lockstep across this grid
that exists mostly to secure

the screws that make sure
the patrons’ plaques are more
the wall than we are: hungworks

belong to the victor; postwar
reparations are a chimera—
this world is bolted in place.

*
Museums are for the rich: it’s just
another way they gloat and spit
on us, the blunt message is See

twice great am I who can afford
to both buy this hoard and I
may also throw it away: this view zoo

is what I feed the animals 
meaning you: gaze-cage where
I nonplus you with my surplus,



torture you with my morehood,
here you must worship my worth’s
leavings, the Picasso I pissed on

before purportedly donating it 
you bet to get a big tax write 
off that really comes of course

from scum like you, you pay the cost 
and the critics conspire my con:
I own them and you and all this too.

*

The poor have no right here,
though ostensibly it’s here
for us, its existence is built on

our backs, our lacks of education:
connaisseurs of crap, we’ll buy
any crud postcard Impressionist

wallpaperers provide—victims of
fade-forgers who reign everywhere, 
enforcers of the de rigeur; their

efforts to convince us this emptiness
is otherwise, succeeds: that’s why
nothing here can ever be touched,

even a fingertip would disturb the 
dead tenuous alignment of forces 
fragility can only lament from frame

to frame until the all but unshown       
collusion between donors and whore
curators completes its scam decor.

*

Numberless our looks languish
unable to compose their path,
halting an inch in front of

the canvas; the air is thick with
incomplete glances, gazes that 
failed to reach these pictures,

overtures toward an unsatisfactory
climax, unbridgeable the gulf,
still impotent or frigid the mind

feels confronted by these large
garish (i.e. visible) examples of
a wig tossed onto a TV to be

a diva antenna receiving pictures
from the Tesla Void where 
spysats orbit to catch the planet



in closeup, candid depictions of our
centimeter selves, the slimed movement
of border sorties, incursions that

violate the treaties signed by 
dignitaries retiring with a wing
named after their Mom and Dad. 

*

Though our observances are far 
from over, scalped by perspective’s 
relentless blade we wander home

truant now to our other portraits, 
false to their provenance, the lands
we lost by invading the sanctum

of this museum, serene scene
we plebs must abhor in front of 
our lives which cannot authenticate

the real exhibit: this wealth of lies
before whose truth our face is
forgeries; our eyes un-nude, unseen.

*

*
*
*

MOON AND HUE

Just puppet apparats, sticky globs
of DNA, earlobe jelly.  Not
the immolations of angels or

the serenity of Eden: my eyelids
cannot shake off the lassitude
of longitudes, that decapitated

semaphore occasion called home,
its map scrawled on white butterflies
impaled by antlers.  Paradise.

Write more that I may transmit
your Hermes’-sperm and bear
some message both-forth the same

way that sign-language is hand-
tinted; as I am tinged by you in
sun and shade, or moon and hue.

*
*
*

BOSTON COMMON, AUTUMN 2000



The Statehouse dome 
is painted gold
to reflect the greed 
that gilds everything
in this Capitol:
superfluous these leaves
reaping their richest color.

No-one is fooled, 
not even me, unless 
it’s by all the green-sickly
bronze statues in this park:
have they been seen by Doctors
from the Museum,
have they been authenticated lately?

These could be forgeries,
the real ones trucked off by night
to some billionaire’s
penthouse of horrors:
eyrie I aspire to—my lair, my home!

The trees’ lottery tickets descend
and fill my hands 
with more than.

*
*
*

SUMMER PARAPHRASE

Sweeping the floor and dusting
the laptop, feeling over-welcomed 
by the amount of clutter the air
accumulates just being itself; added
to the mess I make it’s enough
to fill one’s life, that pile of totalities
which counts prize days from those
average and therefore desolate,
seeing out the window how leaves
can’t even lift their own branches
from the downward that loves them.
Turning back to the backlit page,
the lamp studies pain with impunity,
the motes floating in its beam
seem more etched, more stable
than these I’ve set my margins for.

*
*
---------------------------
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RANDOM POEMS OLD AND NEW

*
*
----------------------



DEATH AND THE MOUNTAIN
                      “There is no theme for old age
                        but death and the mountain.”
                                       —Arab proverb

You should see the treeline on
that mountain
of update bulletin news;
no avalanche can blacklist me—
The twigline on the tree
said: You should see him on talkshows

sandpapering his
mug off totempoles, carved
of old, of pine—
Just past the christline
on that cross is
one sitcom one summit of this; scarred

as a skyline of thorns it grew
up, imperious, pious. . . .  To 
blindfold the precipice
before leaping
from it, okay; but try keeping
a straight face

when the punchline comes “kersplat”—
There, old skin-quilt,
saint peacock hedge!  Feverchart
that wedges the door shut.
I see it 
he said.  I see my mountain’s peak-sized fate.

*
*
*

THROWBACKS

I want to take your place in my life so
I lie in wait for you everywhere.  Once I used
To lie down in the paths of steamrollers, my teardrops
Where photographed at the feet of glaciers
To prove if they were advancing or retreating
Like positions in a kama sutra: after the cold
Juggernauts passed over I was fed lingeringly
Through printer-outers.  It was read then that the
E-pore is used most frequently by my skin,
Next came x, p, o . . .

I want you to take my place in my life so
I follow you everywhere.  Once I used
To follow burglars around: waiting at the window till
They ransacked a house then fled, I'd enter
Run my hands through its emptied drawers, degleamed
Jewelboxes, my sole thrill was to rub the feel
Of deceived receptacles, rifled pockets.
I'd wait outside, then rush in, clambering like an adam's apple.

I want to take my place in your life so



I go with you everywhere.  Once I used
To accompany myself, I had a passport to the xerox,
The unanimous aimed its initials at me on the run,
When my died my clones were laid out at the funeral
Beside me, then a heckler who's amnesiac, anybody, some
Forever stranger was blindfolded and led past the coffins to
See if they could get the right I by feel but failed
And so their life was took in place, and so I took your life
As place, so I must now keep placing your life in take,

In sudden give and take:
I want you to take my place in your life.  Please.

*
*
*

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.

*
*
*

GOLLY MOUNTAIN BLUES

Up on Golly Mountain all the lovers are parked
Wish we could be up there enjoyin the dark
But you don't wanna I'm sorry I come along
Cause you won't stop the car hon all night long
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide
          I know you ain't to blame but
          Our love's about to flame out
          Can't you smell the rubber burn
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns
When you told me you loved danger I said then I'm your guy [girl]
I been dangerous since I first learned to kiss
Let's go up on Golly and give it a try [whirl]
But when I said I loved it I sure didn't mean this
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide
          I can't remember your name but
          Our love's about to flame out
          Can't you feel the floorboards burn



          As you keep riding them hairpin turns
I heard about some funny ways that people get their kicks
From runnin round upon the town to gettin hit with whips
But you take the cake my friend you're oddball number one
I admire your nerves but I got some curves where you could have
   more fun than these here
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide
          I guess it's all the same but
          Our love's about to flame out
          Can't you taste the seat of my bluejeans burn
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns
Poor baby I know it ain't your fault it was your mama daddy they musta dropped you 
on your brake when you was born cause if you don't know that lovin is the deadliest 
thrill there is you don't know nothin I shoulda known somethin when you picked me up
inside the movieshow way your windshield wiper kept gettin into my popcorn here let 
me take these hairpins outa my hair and let it fall into your lap don't that make you 
want to love me and cuddle and lay your head on my soft soft shoulder . . . Soft 
Shoulder?  Hey!  Look out!
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide
          It's a dirty shame but
          Our love's about to flame out
          Can't you tell my poor heart yearns       
          But you just keep on riding them hairpin turns
          Yes you just keep on riding them
                                                                 hair-
                                                                          pin—

Get your tongue off that gaspedal baby
You tryin to love this thing or drive it well then drive it drive it
Just cause you ain't got nothin to live for . . . heck, come to think of it I  
   ain't got nothin neither
Hey you know somethin?  I'm beginning to like it
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide
          I know you ain't to blame but
          Our love's about to flame out
          Can't you smell the rubber burn
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns

*
*
*

MONOPOLY

Finally the day dawned when a monopoly owned everything in the world
So it went looking for its stockholders to celebrate
But they were all owned by it they were all dead they were someplace
Their photographs hung in elevators which went up and down up and down 
   carrying nobody
Everyone else was in bed doing exercises to get in shape for noon 
Hey the monopoly said let's uncork the Tower of Babel and get blotto
Silence
The monopoly scowled
All it wanted was a little good-fellowship, like you get in the highrise 
   apartment-buildings
Then the sky got awful dark
Gee
And everyone was in bed frantically doing those exercises that get us in 



   shape for death
Exercises known as "kissing" "fucking" "caressing"
Everyone was unaware that they had been bought
Or that the earth was about to sell them to the moon
For a little light

*
*
*

SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST GROCERIES

The violence in the newspapers is pure genius
A daily gift to the reader
From some poet who wants to keep in good with us
Brown-noser wastepaperbasket-emptier

I shot 436 people that day
2 were still alive when I killed them
Why do they want to be exhumed movie-stars,
I mean rats still biting them, the flesh of comets, why
   do they walk around like that?

I'm going to throw all of you into the refrigerator
And leave you to claw it out with the vegetables and meats

*
*
*

'QUOTE UNQUOTE'

Who wrote that we use our children to forget
the size of our parents, or is that really
a quote?  And if it isn’t, and if I forget
to write it, does that mean that someone will—

But what if someone forgets to write the words
that bring me here, that let me be born?
Oh micro-mini-soul, you, my shirking ego,
your quotemarks would just hang there in the air

like wings without a bird.

*
*
*

SUDDEN DEATH STRIKES JET SET

well racecar driver Peter Revson's
luck
ran out today
the Rev revved up once
too often

despite his rugged
good looks heir
to a cosmetics 



fortune he

was driven
daredevil
death defy

once 
before a big race
his mother told him
he was crazy

Rev
age 35
one year older than me
a playboy
millionaire frequently
seen with the world's most
beautiful
and glamorous
personalities all

during his
150 thousand
dollar racecar Nascar burning
crash Miss
World the fiancee was photographed 
repeatedly

seconds after
the fireball burst his friends took
their friends aside
brusque to confide
that most eligible 
bachelor of 
them all is a mess

hell 
he was positive 
meteoric
to say the least

but don't worry the
whole thing
will be hushed up

a quickly announced
memorial foundation of
lipstick
nailpolish
nailpolish remover
eyeliner powder
puffs and pomades
proved useless
when applied to the burnt pan
cake skin

in 
New York 
Lauren Hutton is reported
to be devastated on



behalf of VIPs
everywhere thank you

one year older than me
hmm
say why am I writing this poem

is it to gloat
glad he's dead
glad I don't have to try to be
him anymore a poet
penniless frequently
seen with the world's most
ugly and worthless
nobodies

and that's just what
I have to put
Pete down for
in the end
snobbery

even his pigheaded death
wish was a kind
of social 
climbing I bet
he thinks he made it
today 
into the not set

fat 
chance
capitalist
rat

Note:
The factoids came from People magazine.  Revson was (an) heir to the Revlon 
cosmetics dynasty.  Lauren Hutton: actress, spokesmodel for Revlon.  Miss World is 
replaced annually by a duplicate Miss World.

*
*
*

RUBBERNECK

Hey Rubberneck
'S what they call me
Rubberneck
In all the streets and alleys

Rubberneckin
I'm just checkin
Diggin everything like a quicksand parade
Ridin herd
On the curbs
Copying down
All the stopsigns in town
Erasing all the ones for walkin



Anywhere a crowd
Is leashed out loud
I'm on the nod to prowl
That's me
You see out stalkin my gawkin

Hey Rubberneck
'S what they call me
Rubberneck
In all the streets and alleys
Rubberneck
But I don't care
Hey what's that goin on over there

Rubberneckin
Inspectin
Where the sirens' screech
Directs my feets
I’m takin a butcher at
Everymeat I meet
Gonna glue my shoes
To the avenues
And my eyelashes to my cheeks

Anywhere a group
Has got itself a grope 
Hangin on the ropes
I’ll poke my periscope
Cause you're my only hope
For some lovin
So step to one side please
Quit shovin
I am a witness for my enemies
I am a witness for my enemies

Hey baby what you
Got to show there
What's shakin down around
Your corners
Let me sneak a peek
I can't be any bolder
I'll watch it all
Right up across your shoulder

Hey Rubberneck
'S what they call me
Rubberneck 
On all the mountains 
Don’t forget the valleys
Rubberneck
Hey what's that I see
Everybody's standin round
And they're lookin down
They're lookin down at me

*
*
*

THE QUESTION



Far off, demimordial, I hear an epitaph of ears, someone
Collides with a stopwatch, innocent mincemeats rise steaming and
Sporadic laughter, cardoors going slammed.  Then, static-ier voices,
Through blood jettisoned by mimes statues reminisce, reveal how
They subsist on glimpsed nubility, personal-touches in crowds who
Traipse past.  In rooms where you heard the sound of a teardrop
Striking the bloodhound surface of perfume which sat in a
Washbasin, chipped fake porcelain, who poured it in that? in
Those rooms (where you were so strangely audient!), others, like
Me, are listening.  Outside, in the city, the minstrelshow
Pollution (which paints us all in ‘blackface’) continues, corny
And racist, sexist, lampoonist . . . humanist?  Ashes watered
By hell, kisses skimmed from doveflight, cream from silk, what-
Ever rises, curdled, from depths as fraught with else as these,
Far off. . . .  Yet I would encourage your traits your tricks individual
Of speech, you crowds who gape on as those rooms all rush toward
One room, whose doors part now like a mouth pried in cry
Silently, stifled by its openness.  Will my voice receive me,
Will my cries still have me? will not be the question there.

*
*
*

BEST WAY TO KEEP YOUR ANKLES AWAKE? SNAKE SHOELACES

Only a scratch, but its bandage patrols the walled
city, assuming this mystic furrow has taught such
fangs repose.  Past suburbs skilled with ash, past
evaporated sculpture, blindpond bodies.  Or is it

like maples, learning their craft of syrup—years
of drop on drop, step by step—have we, life after
life, a soul-spoor gradually maximizing its sugar? 
Or is Nirvana bitter—a clockmarked zero, a pine-

needle's grudging eye.  A void, propped up by sim-
plicity.  Where someone exhausted by the justice
of his meals pauses in the street, the proof his
feet make gathers, gravity snatching to earth all

sweets.  Even sprinters, on their starting-blocks,
hold hands.  Love?  A sideways noise, a tidings via
toe-graphologists, rumor as raw as cold as saliva
crawling on the floor of a crematorium, straw used

to sip frogsweat from sleeping lilypads.  More?—
Mourners, televidilevitated.  Birth, its strength
of recap.  The yacht of yet, the boat of but, have 
never saved us from sinking in dreams where the dead

must keep their day jobs: imagine going on working
like a compass on the thrust-out palm of some lost
Victorian's corpse near the North Pole: think how
tired it is by now of sticking to the point, the poem.

*
*
*



SAY WHEN

I write poems that consist of nothing
but the word attentionspan 
attentionspan
fills all the pages of all my books
of course it’s boring for you
to read the same word
printed over and over again
I agree it’s a waste
of time and patience in fact
I know you probably won’t even 
read past the first thousand or so but
that’s okay I am not hurt by the fact
that you never read my poems all 
the way through because (and get this)
wherever you do stop reading
wherever you toss me aside 
is where I triumph
is where I impose upon you
the term for that limit which 
you have haughtily and 
eternally tried to impose upon me
right there
wherever you stop
will be the word for that stop
the true word the word
made deed as we say in the trade
you will have reached your attentionspan
and I will have put it there
waiting for you
writing it over and over for you
sitting in this crummy room day after day
gloating over this victory
over your usual tyranny
over me

*
*

OBSTACLE-ISM

heaven is tired of stepping
on me and hell of bumping
its head on me and I am 
fed up with both battered  
by all this inbetweenity

every earth path impending
over or under me until
all site is lost or foothold
in such a stringent merge 
I span the wild subplots

each compass raises lowers
its binary state of terror its
contemplate where the two
pass each other in opposite
directions home for some

all of them it seems can



half-palliate imprecision
with place but I'm nowhere 
unless this always being in 
their way is somewhere

*
*

VISITS (to H)

Belonging to all that moves through me,
I always go to look back through
the rearview.

Trees upholster the car in shade,
but no comfort can delay
its start.  Its way
is laid out, is you.

A rushed goodbye is truer
than leisurely adieux.

Refined from the sun's raw fire,
our farewells are polite;
appearances maintained.

We say we want to stay but never do.

*
*

SWIMSHORE: TO H

alive at least as long
as nothing is our own 
we hover above
this line of ferryfine waves

where rocks sink in recital 
ocean or lake
marine and mute
each toe is cold at first

god of the smallest solitude
I study the nude's description 
in personal gaps

hair like a spark of armor
sun 
sun each one of your laps crests

*
*
*

FACADE

Mirrors worn out by apple



renderings, depictions the carcass 
of peepingtom sneers at.

Vatic surface disdained by Cezanne, 
doubts that blemish forever rarity,
wise beauty  is painted parallel 
always.

Always beauty is tempted to falsify
every shadow, as if nothing nearer
could be real.  Doubling its fade 
it seems to set an alternate yet not.

Facepaint spoils 
the forbidden zone quality 
that lives and dies there (indirectly). 

But truth lies immobile on the sundial.

(Its other else moves to the blazon
of summer rhymes that remain names
unknown till birth when the tongue
must pronounce itself the tongue,
forsaking every purer synonym.)

*
*
*

VITAL SIGNS

Suicides are the pulse of time.
Its BP and temp are not, however,
Births and weddings respectively.
I respect all three, though;
I even regulate myself accordingly—
Because hours, even instants, 
Require our belief or else
They will become forever;
The transitory needs us to pledge
Ourselves to its exit, yet this is a typically
Poetic phhft-thought, a whish of words, 
A Rilkemilky blancmange.
The ground breaks off a bit of dust
To give to us, a little crust
For the lips of the lost.

*
*
*

NO/YES

N is for open; O is for now.

Surface of earth deep, our land's borderlines
pretend/ought to have been there forever,
adding the necessary zero to history's account,
regarding their origin as timeless; 
long ago outliving any locale they might



have demarcated, these once boundaries
must establish themselves as gods, hollow
coins passed among our multiseparation,
dispensing shares of continuity to each
enquiry; while, like a mast that weaves webs
of knowing we stammer beneath a fort
lost in willowtrees, half-listening 
to an impetuous wheel shriek.

Though gosh if I know what's earth to me now,
content I twigged too late to blossom from.  Oh
rind around the end, stymied-ground, soil
that extends one grave too far for me.

YES is anybody's guess.

*
*
*

TO YOU

If I were gravity I would
increase my grip exactly
at noon, knowing then the sun
is furthest away and least

able to help you resist
the urge to slacken all
and to fall down still
into death's ergo siesta.

I would ease up gradually
throughout the day until, 
post-midnight, freed a bit 
from that bright counter-tug,

I might even doze 
briefly if I were gravity;
as long as I knew you 
were asleep, too, that is.

*********************
end of transmission

May 07, 2006

Mizu No Oto: Some random notes on Nature and Poetry

*
Is there a formula for haiku?  This is from the introduction of Hiroaki Sato's book, One 
Hundred Frogs: From Tanka to Renga to Haiku:

"[A passage] from Toho's Sanzoshi (Three Booklets) [defines haiku as]:

'As for [haiku], it is, philosophically, the mind that goes off and returns. For example, 
it is like:



Yamazato wa manzai ososhi ume no hana

In this mountain village the comedians are late: plum blossoms

Like the state of mind that simply says, "In this mountain village the comedians are 
late," and then says, "The plums are in bloom," the mind that goes off and returns is 
what makes a [haiku].'

The quoted [haiku] is by Basho, and the observation is believed to be his, too. . . . "

A possible version:

The actors [a traveling theatrical troupe] are late this year
to our mountain village:
plum blossom

(I'll return to this poem toward the end of these notes.)

*
The famous frog haiku by Basho (like the previous one, its "kigo" (word or phrase 
indicating season) denotes spring):

furuike ya    kawazu tobikomu    mizu no oto
old pond ya    frog jump-in   water's sound

(ya: "In Japanese, kireji—“cutting-words, used to separate or set off statements”—are 
onomatopoeic, and 'have the meaning that lies in themselves as sounds.' " (Sato,  One 
Hundred Frogs.). . .  Another quote from Sato: “Basho himself simply said, ‘Every 
sound unit is a kireji.’ ”)

....a possible version (I'm reading "ya" as an expression of astonishment and 
amazement at the pond's antiquity):

how old this pond is! 
a frog jumps in—
the sound of water

(My interpretation of "ya" must be wrong, however.  Not one of the expert 
commentators in Makoto Ueda's Basho and his Interpreters / Selected Hokku with 
Commentary reads the syllable "ya" this way.  In fact, none of them even mention it.  I
can't defend my reading against their collective and individual wisdom, except to say 
that I'm trying to read the poem by following Toho's (and presumably Basho's) 
definition of haiku: the mind that goes away and then returns.   The mind struck by 
the pond's antiquity goes away from the present moment, no?  To see what was in 
what is requires some reflective distance from the immediate perception.

Ueda's two translations from the same book render "ya" first as a dash and then as a 
colon:

the old pond—
a frog jumps in,
water's sound

furuike / ya / kawazu / tobikomu / mizu / no / oto
old-pond / : / frog / jump-in / water / 's / sound

—As I said, my reading must be wrong.)

*
from Modern Japanese Haiku, by Makoto Ueda:



"[Kawahigashi] Hekigoto . . . was a tireless experimenter, and restlessly went from 
one experiment to another throughout his career.  Of all his experiments [one of the 
most] controversial [was his] idea of 'haiku without a center of interest,' which he  
began to advocate in 1910.  [This concept] was based on his belief that a poem should
come as close as possible to its subject matter, which is part of life or nature.  He 
thought that if the poet tried to create a center of interest in his poem he would 
inevitably have to distort his subject matter for the sake of that interest.  'To do away
with a center of interest and to discard the process of poeticizing reality would help 
the poet to approach things in nature as close as he can, without being sidetracked by
man-made rules,' insisted Hekigoto . . . "

*
Hekigoto also flaunted the syllabic rule: as Donald Keene writes in Dawn to the West, 
"By 1915 Hekigoto had come to oppose a fixed form for the haiku. . . . [His] free haiku
no longer had the familiar haiku shape, but tended to run on to prosaic lengths.   He 
himself preferred to call them 'short poems' (tanshi).  This poem, written in 1918, was
typical of his new manner:

ringo wo tsumami
iituskushitemo
kurikaesaneba naranu

I pick up an apple;
I've said everything that was to be said,
But still must repeat.

[Keene notes:] The poem has twenty-four syllables . . . [T]his is hardly a haiku.   
Konishi Jin'ichi wrote of such poems, 'When one reaches this point . . . haiku 
disappear[s], both in name and in reality. . . . Hekigoto valiantly forged ahead on his 
own road, [and came] finally to destroy the road before him.' "

*
Ueda again: "An example of 'haiku without a center of interest' which was cited by 
Hekigoto himself" is the following:

Sumo /  noseshi  /  binsen-no  / nado  /  shike  / to  /  nari
Wrestlers  /  aboard  / ferry's  /  why  /  storm  /  thus  /  becoming

Ueda's translation:

Wrestlers are aboard 
the ferry; why has it become
stormy weather?

*
(If even the strongest among us must take the ferry in obeisance to the obstacles 
presented by the physical world, why is it necessary for Nature to present still more 
signs of its ruthless power?   Will none of our submissions and sacrifices appease that 
deity?)

*
Remember that T.S. Eliot (looking back in a 1953 lecture) asserted that "[T]he 
starting-point of modern poetry is the group denominated 'imagist' in London about 
1910."  Compare the Wrestlers haiku above to Pound's "In a Station of the Metro":

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough.

Pound's note on this poem describes it this way: "The 'one-image' poem is a form of 
super-position, that is to say it is one idea set on top of another."



Both poems, to use Pound's phrases, set an idea (or representation) of the human 'on 
top of' an idea (or image) of nature.  Wrestlers/ferry : storm.  Faces/subway : spring 
petals on a wet [rained-on] branch.   Note that both present the human idea in 
transit, in modes of transportation (ferry, train), in transitory or linear passage as 
opposed to the perennial recurrent manifestations of nature.  The human idea is an 
apparition compared to the ever-embodied, ever-physical presence of nature.  
Thought as opposed to substance.  (Of course rainstorms and petals are more 
transitory forms of nature than mountains or oceans, but doesn't this heighten the 
poignancy of the "super-position"?)

*
(Pound's poem is really a simile which refuses to use its "like": the pale European faces
seen against the dark-lit background of the subway terminal are like white petals on a
black branch.  The Hekigoto is not comparing the wrestlers to the storm, or is it?  —
Are the sumo here on the ferry when they should be in the sky struggling with the 
elemental forces to which they seem most akin?)

*
Apples ripen and fall yearly, the human picks one up and says he's picking one up, and 
then says that's all there is to be said about the matter, though in response to the 
repetitive patterns of nature he acknowledges that he too must repeat himself.

*
Donald Keene: "Hekigoto [advocates] in 1910 the principle of "no-centeredness" 
(muchushin-ron), by which he meant that natural phenomena should be described 
exactly as they are without imposing any human standards."  In 1912 Pound writes: "I 
believe that the proper and perfect symbol is the natural object. . . ."  A year later, in
'A few Don'ts of an Imagiste,' he insists that "the natural object is always 
theadequate symbol."  I've taken these quotes from William Pratt's introduction to The
Imagist Poem.  Pratt comments: "Pound [is making a] distinction between the image 
and the symbol . . . the symbolic meaning must have its source in the literal meaning,
and not be imposed upon it."  Here, at the "starting-point of modern poetry," Hekigoto
and Pound seem to be of one mind.  "Super-position," yes; imposition, no.

*
David Ignatow echoes the spirit or philosophy of Hekigoto in his little poem called 
"Content":

I should be content
to look at a mountain
for what it is
and not as a comment
on my life

*
1936-39: Bertolt Brecht (in John Willett's translation): (from the beginning of the 
poem "To Those Born Later")

Truly, I live in dark times!
The guileless word is folly.  A smooth forehead
Suggests insensitivity.  The man who laughs
Has simply not yet had
The terrible news.

What kind of times are these, when
A conversation about trees is almost a crime
Because it implies silence about so many horrors?
. . .

*



Are "guileless" poems about trees "almost criminal"?  In "dark times" can or should 
poets write the traditional kinds of poems about nature?  Are we in Dark Times now?  
Can a contemporary poem be written about trees or any or other aspect of nature 
without taking into consideration and contention the horrific data of ecological 
dangers both present and forecast?  —Think of Elizabeth Bishop's "The Imaginary 
Iceberg": could such a poem be written today without referencing the disastrous 
potential impact of global warming on the polar icepacks?

*
The Danish poet Henrik Nordbrandt writes around 1970 or so, (in Alexander Taylor's 
trans.) that

A conversation about trees
is only a crime 
if the trees don't participate

(or maybe it's: when the trees don't participate)  (I'm quoting from memory). . .

*
A Louis MacNeice poem which uses natural imagery in a fascinating way; from the late
1930s, same time as the Brecht poem:

MEETING POINT

Time was away and somewhere else,
There were two glasses and two chairs
And two people with the one pulse
(Somebody stopped the moving stairs):
Time was away and somewhere else.

And they were neither up nor down;
The stream's music did not stop
Flowing through heather, limpid brown,
Although they sat in a coffee shop
And they were neither up nor down.

The bell was silent in the air
Holding its inverted poise—
Between the clang and clang a flower,
A brazen calyx of no noise:
The bell was silent in the air.

The camels crossed the miles of sand
That stretched around the cups and plates;
The desert was their own, they planned
To portion out the stars and dates:
The camels crossed the miles of sand.

Time was away and somewhere else.
The waiter did not come, the clock
Forgot them and the radio waltz
Came out like water from a rock:
Time was away and somewhere else.

Her fingers flicked away the ash
That bloomed again in tropic trees:
Not caring if the markets crash
When they had forests such as these,
Her fingers flicked away the ash.



God or whatever means the Good
Be praised that time can stop like this,
That what the heart has understood
Can verify in the body's peace
God or whatever means the Good.

Time was away and she was here
And life no longer what it was,
The bell was silent in the air
And all the room one glow because
Time was away and she was here.

. . . The contrast/conflict of static and mobile imagery throughout the poem is 
prefigured in its title.  The cyclical repetons enclose each stanza with endstopped 
emphasis.  But the scene itself keeps shifting, from table to stairs to stream to coffee 
shop to bell-tower to desert to tropics to the body's peace (peace: rest, stillness, 
stasis). . . The first stanza's refrain-line reoccurs at the mid-point of the eight 
stanzas, which is surprising: by repeating it just there, MacNeice skillfully evades the 
danger of tying the poem off too neatly, resolving it with a formulaic flashback: and 
yet perhaps it needs some such echo for its climax.  The reader might anticipate as 
much, and our expectations are met with a brilliant variant: "Time was away and she 
was here" . . . Here?  Where's here?  The coffeeshop is permeated by nature: stream, 
heather, flower, calyx, camels, sand, desert, stars, water, rock, ashen blooms of 
tropic trees, forests. . . .  In the first stanza, time was away, but the "one pulse" 
ticked on.  Then the bell that tolls the time "was silent in the air."  Last stanza, the 
bell is still silent, but the "one pulse" is transmuted/transfigured into "one glow."  

*
Thinking of the Brecht, is a love poem as equally criminal as a nature poem?  In "dark 
times," what can or should a poet write about?  Here is a Brecht poem of the late 
1930s, note the tendentious title:

BAD TIME FOR POETRY     (trans. John Willett)

Yes, I know: only the happy man
Is liked.  His voice
Is good to hear.  His face is handsome.

The crippled tree in the yard
Shows that the soil is poor, yet
The passers-by abuse it for being crippled
And rightly so.

The green boats and the dancing sails on the Sound
Go unseen.  Of it all
I see only the torn nets of the fishermen.
Why do I only record
That a village woman aged forty walks with a stoop?
The young girls' breasts
Are as warm as ever.

In my poetry a rhyme 
Would seem to me almost insolent.

Inside me contend
Delight at the apple tree in blossom
And horror at the house-painter's [Hitler's] speeches.
But only the second
Drives me to my desk.



*
"Bad Time for Poetry."  "Truly, I live in dark times!"  What should drive us to our desks, 
delight at nature, or horror at tyrants' lies?   The inner conflict, where delight and 
horror "contend". . .  As Yeats insisted, Out of our quarrels with others we make 
rhetoric; out of our quarrels with ourselves, we make poetry.

*
(Yes, I know: only the happy man
Is liked.  His voice
Is good to hear.  His face is handsome.
His name is Billy Collins.)

*
(Well, that's not fair.  According to this week's bestseller list on the Poetry 
(Chicago)website, the unhappy woman (Louise Gluck) seems to be equally liked.)

*
(It's not fair, but I couldn't resist the hyperbole of it.  But don't take my wisecrack as a
condemnation of Collins (or Gluck either, for that matter).  Collins is closer to Brecht's
esthetic than the Langpo and their fellow avantgardistes, as I've had occasion to say 
elsewhere.  He's certainly one of my favorite living writers.  There are poets I read for
delight and poets I read for duty: Collins is among the former; Ashbery, the latter.)

*
I think Carol Ann Duffy is the best contemporary British poet.  Here's a beautifully-
crafted early sonnet of hers, which vividly contrasts/connects the human and natural 
realms:

TERZA RIMA SW19

Over this Common a kestrel treads air
till the earth says mouse or vole.  Far below
two lovers walking by the pond seem unaware.

She feeds the ducks.  He wants her, tells her so
as she half-smiles and stands slightly apart.
He loves me, loves me not with each deft throw.

It could last a year, she thinks, possibly two
and then crumble like stale bread.  The kestrel flies
across the sun as he swears his love is true

and, darling, forever.  Suddenly the earth cries
Now and death drops from above like a stone.
A couple turn and see a strange bird rise.

Into the sky the kestrel climbs alone
and later she might write or he might phone.

(Vole (I had to look it up) is defined by the Oxford American  Dictionary as: "any of 
several small animals resembling rats or mice."  A kestrel is a small falcon.  SW19: 
"Mostly Wimbledon, a classy suburb" of London.)  (Note: Duffy did not include this in 
her Selected Poems (1994), nor in her New Selected Poems (2004).)

. . . Notice how effective the internal rhymes that Duffy uses are.  In the first stanza, 
how "Far" echoes "earth" and "air."  See the connections of: over—vole—below—lovers.  
And the el-sounds in: kestrel—till—vole—bel/ow—wal/king.  Then: pond—un/aware.  
Further down in the poem, find these: half—deft; crumble—stale—kestrel; love—
for/ev/er —above. The alliterations of: Common—kestrel —walking.  In lines 1-11, this
progression of verbs: treads—walking—stands—crumble—drops.  Line 4, the link of 



'feeds' and 'wants.'  The repetition in lines 1-9: lovers, loves, loves, love.  How this 
last use of 'love' is followed so closely by 'death.'  In the third stanza the k-sounds 
reoccur: crumble— kestrel— a/cross; and then, in line 13, sky—kestrel—climbs.  Line 
14 is full of internal rhymes: late/r—might —write—might; she—he.  The connection 
between the wild kestrel and the tamer ducks, both wanting to feed, on 'mouse' or 
'stale bread.'  Thread the verbs of communication down through the poem:  says—tells
—swears—cries—write—phone (contrast the first four present active verbs with the 
future conditional verbs of the final line).  Is the final verb assigned to her, "write," 
more distant than his verb, "phone"?   The "two lovers" (l. 3) don't dialogue: her 
response to his telling her he wants her (l. 4) is to half-smile and stand slightly apart 
(l. 5) and to silently say to herself (silently, I assume, since the italics here are also 
used to indicate the unvoiced words of "the earth"), He loves me, loves me notwith 
each deft throw of stale bread to the ducks (l. 6).  It could last a year, she thinks to 
herself, possibly two (l. 7).  He persists and swears his love is true (l. 8) and, darling, 
forever (l. 9).  Still, she won't speak; she won't even voice her doubts about his 
promised "forever." Instead the earth cries Now (the needs of now take precedence to 
the vows of forever) and death drops (lines 10-11).  They turn as one (a couple) to see
a strange bird rise (l. 12)  Why strange: as opposed to the domesticated ducks?  
Strange because its predatory interruption has somehow estranged them?  To the 
temporary coupling of two it has introduced the terrible coup of its thirdness?  Its 
terza has rima'ed them apart.  This deus ex machina dropping down 'like a stone' has 
shattered and split and left them each "alone" (l. 13).  The K's and L's and I's and E's 
have it: Into the sKY the KestreL CLImbs aLone / And Later shE mIght wrIte or hE 
mIght phone.  (The kestrel is alone presumably because it has swallowed its prey.  
What we devour is no longer 'apart' (l. 5) from us.) ('Apart' is the only endword in the 
poem which has no counterpart rhyme, a choice made probably for deliberate 
emphasis and reinforcement of the theme.)

*
From the sublime to the non: I published this poem in my last real book, The 
Unsubscriber:

OVERNIGHT FREEZE

Transparent ice has glazed over
all the ground's ruts and runnels;
but the chameleon's footprints—
are they paned with stained glass?

I recently revised it to the following:

OVERNIGHT FREEZE

Window-glints of ice glaze fast 
the mud's ruts and runs: inch-niched
skylights patch its pattered paths;
but the chameleon’s footprints—
have they been paned with stained-glass?

:. . . my old version seemed too loose and prosaic, too obvious in its attempt to be 
"transparent," to be as clear as possible, to be a flat "window" for the content.  Does 
making it more opaque improve it? Have my thickening effects 
(rhyme/alliteration/heptasyllabics) rendered it more palpable, more tangible, and is 
it therefore a truer presenting?  Have I more solidly concretized the concreteness of 
the subject matter?   Should I stick with just the original single metaphor of "stained 
glass"—are the augmental metaphors (window/skylight) too much—?   Is my earlier 
version closer to what Hekigoto espoused as "no-centeredness"?   This goes of course 
to the old question of whether poetry is a medium (window) for a prior-conceived 
content: is it a means to an end, or is it an end in itself.   Baudelaire said that "The 
object of poetry is not Truth, the object of poetry is Poetry itself."  Should my object,
my goal, my intent be to "describe the natural phenomena exactly as they are"?  Or is 



my revision more appropriate in its attempt to, in Shklovsky's term, "defamiliarize" 
this commonplace November A.M. sight, via the usual poetic techniques?  And then 
there's the problem of the imagination's overlay, the "super-position" of its glaze on 
top of reality's mudground.  My chameleon footprints which literally aren't there, 
which exist only as an "apparition," an FX-excess, a backwash, the hopefully-
inevitable entailment of a metaphor already egregious and extraneous and therefore 
untrue to any "natural phenomena". . . The imposition of the metaphor (stained glass) 
may precede and lead to a theoretically visible, an ostensible reality (footprints). . .   
"[T]o discard the process of poeticizing reality would help the poet to approach things
in nature as close as he can, without being sidetracked," advises Hekigoto . . . .
Sidetracks, foot-tracks; ghosts, after-effects.  One phantom is translation, or 
adaptation:

*
BASH     (ten versions of furuike ya)

If I were a pond
and some frog jumped into me
I wouldn't respond.

I am a pond but
when a frog gets intimate
I keep my mouth shut.

I may look like scum
but some frogs can poke this pond
to orgasm come.

This pond is so old
even its frogs want it sold
to build the new road.

This pond is old as
me.  That's how bad-off it is.
Frog-visits, I doze.

You're old, pond—the same
as me.  But when your frogs come
you recall each name.

This pond is year-scored
as me.  But frogs that shake it
up just make me bored.

I'll float in this pond,
fearing each frog that jumps down
will wash me aground.

This pond is old too—
But when a frog jumps into
It, it still sounds new.

This pond is dead earth
But listen to its rebirth
When frogs take a bath.

*
Imagine it's the 17th Century, and you live in a mountain village.  During winter you're 
completely cut off: no phone, no radio, no way of communicating with the rest of the 
world.  But then, each spring, for as long as you can remember, a traveling theatrical 



troupe finds its way up through the muddy passes to your tiny hamlet, each year it 
returns to perform its vaudeville entertainments.  What a delight after the endless 
tedium of snowbound months.  What a joy and how appropriate to the season.  —But 
this year, for some reason, the actors, the comics, the singers and dancers, haven't 
come.  It's springtime, but they're not here.  Who knows why?  Maybe half of them 
died from cholera and the rest of the company disbanded.  Maybe they were crossing 
a bridge during a flood and it collapsed, killing them all.  Maybe they got caught in a 
war between rival gangsters, and the oxen that haul their coaches were confiscated.  
In considering the matter, in wondering and noting and remarking the absence of the 
'manzai,' in thinking about the human rituals and events that symbolize and vainly 
hope to regulate the passage of time, your mind goes away from the omnipresent 
natural markers, for example the signs of spring which are right in front of you, the 
trees of your village:

'As for [haiku], it is, philosophically, the mind that goes off and returns. For example, 
it is like:

Yamazato wa manzai ososhi ume no hana

In this mountain village the comedians are late: plum blossoms

Like the state of mind that simply says, "In this mountain village the comedians are 
late," and then says, "The plums are in bloom," the mind that goes off and returns is 
what makes a [haiku].'

Human phenomena (manzai who strut and fret their hour upon the stage) may cease 
to return, but natural phenomena (blossoms et al) will always return. ("Always," that 
is, compared to the brevity of human existence.)  Just so the haiku returns our minds 
to the moment, the reality which is present.  But the mind must go off (must imagine 
what is not present) in order to experience, or mostly re-experience, respond freshly, 
respond anew, to the present.  The mind must perform the human symbol before it 
can be acted upon by the natural image.

*
—"Freshly"?  Reminds me of Larkin:

THE TREES

The trees are coming into leaf
Like something almost being said;
The recent buds relax and spread,
Their greenness is a kind of grief.

Is it that they are born again,
And we grow old?  No, they die too.
Their yearly trick of looking new
Is written down in rings of grain.

Yet still the unresting castles thresh
In fullgrown thickness every May.
Last year is dead, they seem to say,
Begin afresh, afresh, afresh.

*
"What kind of times are these, when 
[to write a poem] about trees is almost a crime
Because it implies silence about so many horrors?"

*
Two more poems by the great Carol Ann Duffy:



MILES AWAY

I want you and you are not here. I pause 
in this garden, breathing the colour thought is 
before language into still air.  Even your name 
is a pale ghost and, though I exhale it again 
and again, it will not stay with me.  Tonight 
I make you up, imagine you, your movements clearer 
than the words I have you say you said before.

Wherever you are now, inside my head you fix me 
with a look, standing here while cool late light 
dissolves into the earth.  I have got your mouth wrong, 
but still it smiles.  I hold you closer, miles away, 
inventing love, until the calls of nightjars 
interrupt and turn what was to come, was certain, 
into memory. The stars are filming us for no one.

*
PLAINSONG

Stop.  Along this path, in phrases of light,
trees sing their leaves.  No Midas touch
has turned the wood to gold, late in the year
when you pass by, suddenly sad, straining
to remember something you're sure you knew.

Listening.  The words you have for things die
in your heart, but grasses are plainsong,
patiently chanting the circles you cannot repeat
or understand.  This is your homeland,
Lost One, Stranger who speaks with tears.

It is almost impossible to be here and yet
you kneel, no one's child, absolved by late sun
through the branches of a wood, distantly
the evening bell reminding you, Home, Home,
Home, and the stone in your palm telling the time.

*
. . . . this recaps my themes: the repetitions of time, tolled by 'bell' and 'plainsong,' 
the 'impossibility of being here' in nature with the trees and branches, the grasses 
chanting the circles (cycles) you 'cannot repeat or understand.'   And still, '[t]his is 
your home-land.'  Where you 'remember [that] the words you have for things die.'  
  You hold the stone 'no Midas touch' can transform to gold, you hear these words: 
phrases, sing, listening, words, plainsong, chanting, repeat, speaks, reminding, 
telling.   Home, Home, Home, could be a verb: Return, Return, Return: 'repeat,' 
complete the 'circle.'

*
Boris Pasternak says somewhere, "Everything in the world must excel itself in order to 
be itself."  Excel: excess, or repetition.  I pick an apple up from the ground, and even 
though it's autumn and time is over or ending and I've said everything I could have 
said, I must repeat it.  Time is away and somewhere else, but I must stay in time, in 
the present, and even though '[i]t is almost impossible to be here,' if I can only bring 
myself back from my abstractions and conceptualizations and circle back to it, go and 
return, mizu no oto, it will occur to me again.

***
end of post



May 12, 2006 

QUEL (WHICH IS TOO MUCH)

*
An anecdote re Mallarmé (quoted from Selected Writings of Walter Benjamin, Volume 
4, p. 117-18):
"The closest friends of the poet knew that he owned a working instrument for poetry 
in the form of a card file.  It was made up of little slips of paper.  No one knew what 
was written on them, and questioning him achieved nothing.  One day, Viélé-Griffin 
entered Mallarmé's study and surprised the poet consulting one of his slips.   
Mallarmé's gaze lingered on it briefly, then he murmured pensively to himself: "I no 
longer dare tell them even that.  Even that would give too much away."  Viélé-Griffin 
stepped closer.  Peering over the poet's shoulder, he saw a single syllable written on 
the paper: quel [which]."

*
Here's Selden Rodman, from the introduction to his 1949 anthology, One Hundred 
Modern Poems, briefly pondering the future of poetry: "Whether the future belongs to 
the Brechts or the Rilkes is a question beyond the scope of this preface. . . ."   Earlier 
in the intro he cites Brecht as "the one poet. . . whose contribution to the poetry of 
collective faith may be as momentous as that of Rilke at the opposite pole."   

The question then as today seems to be, what "faith" should one aspire to "contribute"
one's artistic efforts toward the furtherance of: individual (spiritual) or collective 
(socialist)?

*
Well, we're in Rodman's future: does it belong to the Brechts or the Rilkes?  Has 
Adrienne Rich ever bared her thoughts about Ashbery?  Great poets don't waste their 
time on the other great poets of their time, it's only we minor hacks who worry our 
time with these questions.  Great poets are elephants; they don't scratch that itch: 
they don't even feel it.

*
Benjamin (op. cit., page 169): "The elaborate theorums with which the principle of 
"art for art's sake" was enunciated—not only by its original proponents but above all by
literary history (not to mention its present devotees)—ultimately came down to a 
specific thesis: that sensibility is the true subject of poetry.  Sensibility, by its nature,
is involved in suffering.  If it experiences its highest concretization, its richest 
determination, in the sphere of the erotic, then it must find its absolute 
comsummation, which coincides with its transfiguration, in the Passion."

This is what Paz calls "the religious temptation."  Poesie pure. Autotelicism.  The 
poem as an end in itself.  The absolute poem.  Flaubert's dream of writing a book 
about nothing, sustained only by the virtuosity of style; Cezanne's apples; Williams' 
wheelbarrow.

*
No, the apples and the wheelbarrow are not nothing, but are they ancillary to the 
artist's quest?  They're objects along the way, not the sought-for prize, unless.  
Gustave Moreau painted the Grail, the golden cup held up high enough to dazzle any 
streamlight.  Will Moreau's content ever be seen as more important than Cezanne's 
form?  Will the individualistic hero of form recede before the collective 
craftwomanship of content?   Capitalism depends on the stubborn stylist, the ego-Van-
Gogh, the andro-Cezanne whose myth can be marketed beyond its intrinsic value, 
hyped to the heights.  Consumed.

*



"Individual faith" versus "Collective Faith."  Capitalism (Religion/Fascism) versus 
Socialism.  Or: Style versus Content.  I don't have the exact quote, but Alfred 
Hitchcock in an interview somewhere said that critics who complained about the 
trivial or tawdry low-brow content of his films were like a museum-goer wondering 
whether Cezanne's apples were sweet or sour.  They miss the point, he said.  It's not 
content that's important, it's style.  Any old apple or wheelbarrow or pistol poking out 
of a pocket will do for a subject.  Content is irrelevant, or should be: the viewer or 
reader must focus first and most on the artist's stylistic choices and methods.  WHAT 
the artist says or shows is secondary to HOW he or she does it.  In fact, in this 
dispensation, in this scale of esthetics, the more insignificant the ostensible subject 
is, the better.   Better because we can't be absorbed in apples or wheelbarrows for 
very long, their intrinsic lacks the sake we seek in art, they can't in and of themselves
hold our interest for any length of time: and therefore when the framed thrust 
forward work bristling with certification confronts us with such inferior drab objects, 
we must of necessity look for something beyond the bare fact of them, and our 
attention shifts away, is shifted away from its initial focus on content, toward the 
stylistic mannerisms of the presentation. The more boring the content, the more 
intriquing the form (theoretically).

To retroactively backtrack and try and view the artist's hand in its decisive motions, 
before it has completed its act.  There is no completed act, no boundwork of art in 
which the present might find its face, there is only the retrospect, the beforemath: as
Lowell put it, "my eyes have seen what my hand did."

*
Which is too much.  Content/subject/intent are excrescences that burden the work 
with extraneous matter.  Meaning and message must be wiped away like dust that 
accumulates on the canvas.  The Louvre even if it had only one painting in it would be
too much; ergo Hitler's orders to burn Paris. (Marinetti: "Let us burn down the 
museums.")  

*
In the NYTimes of March 12, 1999, Grace Glueck reviews the show "Painter's Poet: 
Stephane Mallarme and His Impressionist Circle'' (Bertha and Karl Leubsdorf Art Gallery
of Hunter College), and says of the poet: "His closest friends were painters: Edouard 
Manet, Berthe Morisot, Pierre-Auguste Renoir, Edgar Degas and James Whistler. He 
defended their work in his critical writings, and they did portraits of him and 
illustrations for his books. Paul Gauguin, Henri Matisse, Edvard Munch, Odilon Redon, 
Auguste Rodin and Felix Vallotton, among others, also produced Mallarmean images 
and tributes."  Glueck goes on for several paragraphs about the poet's connections and
interactions with his Impressionist contemporaries.  But she doesn't mention Puvis de 
Chavanne once, even in passing.  (I didn't see the show, so I don't know if Puvis was 
included in it. . . .)

Mallarmé wrote a sonnet to honor Whistler, but he also wrote a "Hommage" to Pierre 
Puvis de Chavanne.  Not his "close friend" Manet, not Degas, not Renoir etcet, but 
Puvis.

Glueck: "Mallarme wrote in praise of Manet's work and in 1874 produced a clever 
defense of the artist when the government-chosen jury for that year's Salon turned 
down two of four paintings—three oils and awatercolor—he had submitted. After 
subtly mocking the jury's conservatism, Mallarme predicted that public taste for 
Manet's work would eventually prevail. Two years later he published a more important 
discourse, ''The Impressionists and Edouard Manet,'' an eloquent paean to the new 
painting and the man he saw as its master."

Yes, but the fact remains that Mallarmé wrote a poem in praise of Puvis de Chavanne. 
 Isn't there a distinction evident here?  Doesn't his choice to praise Puvis in verse 
indicate the depth of his feeling for and his affinity with this overlooked and 
neglected painter?  Art historians or journalists like Glueck who toe the party line, 
who confine their interest to the canon of established names, must wince and feel 
embarrassed for Mallarmé when (if) they read the following:



Hommage.

Toute Aurore même gourde
À crisper un poing obscur
Contre des clairons d'azur
Embouchés par cette sourde

A le pâtre avec la gourde
Jointe au bâton frappant dur
Le long de son pas futur
Tant que la source ample sourde

Par avance ainsi tu vis
O solitaire Puvis
De Chavannes
                       jamais seul

De conduire le temps boire
À la nymphe sans linceul
Que lui découvre ta Gloire.

*
Form versus Content: Impressionism versus Symbolism.

*
Form vs. Content.  Was it Robert Creeley who wrote: "Form is never more than an 
extension of content."

*
Form is never more than an extension of breakfast.  As shown in this poem by Jacques 
Prévert, trans. by the forgotten poet Selden Rodman:

LATE RISING

Terrible
is the soft sound of a hardboiled egg
cracking on a zinc counter
and terrible is that sound
when it moves in the memory
of a man who is hungry
Terrible also is the head of a man
the head of a man hungry
when he looks at six o'clock in the morning
in a smart shop window and sees
a head the color of dust
But it is not his head he sees
in the window of 'Chez Potin'
he doesn't give a damn
for the head of a man
he doesn't think at all
he dreams
imagining another head
calf's-head for instance
with vinegar sauce
head of anything edible
and slowly he moves his jaws
slowly slowly
grinds his teeth for the world
stands him on his head
without giving him any comeback
so he counts on his fingers one two three



one two three
that makes three days he has been empty
and it's stupid to go on saying It can't
go on It can't go on because
it does
Three days
three nights
without eating
and behind those windows
paté de fois gras wine preserves
dead fish protected by their boxes
boxes in turn protected by windows
these in turn watched by the police
police protected in turn by fear
How many guards for six sardines . . . 
Then he comes to the lunch counter
coffee-with-cream buttered toast
and he begins to flounder
and in the middle of his head
blizzard of words
muddle of words
sardines fed
hardboiled eggs coffee-with-cream
coffee black rum food
coffee-with-cream 
coffee-with-cream
coffee crime black blood
A respectable man in his own neighborhood
had his throat cut in broad daylight
the dastardly assassin stole from him
two bits that is to say
exactly the price of a black coffee
two slices of buttered toast
an a nickel left to tip the waiter
Terrible 
is the soft sound of a hardboiled egg
cracking on a zinc counter
and terrible is that sound when it moves
in the memory
of a man who is hungry.

*
*
*
end of post

May 15, 2006

and essay.

Posted by: Barry Curran | September 21, 2007 at 06:46 PM

Posted by: Barry Curran | September 21, 2007 at 06:44 PM

One of your great poems-

Posted by: Barry Curran | September 21, 2007 at 06:44 PM



My book, "Laugh at the End of the World: Collected Comic Poems" (BOA, 2000) seems 
to be pretty much defunct.  Abebooks, which is where I usually look first for 
something, doesn't have a copy for sale.  BookFinder.com shows three copies extant, 
two of which are listed by Amazon, one new copy priced at 9.75. and one "used" 
priced at 92.92.  Why such disparity:  Nine dollars or ninety-two dollars?     And the 
third copy, listed at Alibris, is selling for 109.86.

The point I want to make is that ALL the poems from LATEOTW are posted on this blog 
(see the archives).  So the three copies which still exist are redundant.   (Why those 
three have thus far escaped the dumpster fate of their fellows is beyond the scope of 
this note.)

So don't pay nine CENTS for the damn thing.  If you want that crap, it's here, along 
with most of my other crummy poems.  Much of my work hasalready been posted on 
this blog, and as soon as I can clear the rights, all of it will be.  

It is the fate of old third-rate poets like me, who can no longer find a print venue for 
our work, who have failed in the real world of poetry; it is our doom to slink away 
with our whipped reps between our legs and come here to the blog-pit where all bad 
poets my age will end up.  How shameful and humiliating to continue this vanity 
rigamarole!  (I guess it's all part of the curse.)

May 19, 2006 

There's the Penguin Book of Socialist Verse and the Penguin Book of Surrealist Poetry, 
but where's the Penguin Book of 20th Century Minimalist Verse?

M'illumino
D'immenso

.... start with the Imagists, then the Hermetics like Ungaretti and Char, etc.  
Guillevic.  Creeley.  Pizarnik.  The list goes on and on.  Celan, Erich Fried and all the 
German/Austrians.  Jaccottet.  Cid Corman.  Too many for me to list.  Include the 
best from Ueda's Modern Tanka anthol. . . etcetera etcetera.....

***

May 27, 2006 

*
*
There are some poets of established merit whose work I fail to appreciate.  The fault 
is mine, of course.  Paul Muldoon for one example: I just don't get it.  I've tried to 
read him, and I can't do it.  His poems are so mannered, so contrived.  Maybe such 
immodest ostentation—such brandished coxcomb preciosity—is necessary for a lyric 
poet of these times.  But Heaney and Duffy don't stuff their poems with that kind of 
verbal porn-puff.  They don't show-off like Muldoon.  Craig Raine at his worst is not as 
bristling with bravura.  Even Ashbery doesn't panache it up like that.  It's all flash, all 
fanfaronade to me.  He's a virtuoso, no doubt about it, and obviously many readers of 
poetry admire and applaud him, but I can't see past his arch airs, his flourishings of 
knuckle- and nose-rings, his flaunt-ruffles and twee-step shuffles.  You've heard of 
those comedians who can't leave their acts on the stage, who even in their personal 



lives are always cracking jokes and doing bits, that's what Muldoon's poetry seems like
to me: it's always "on."

*
It's not just Muldoon; I have a hard time appreciating many  poets whose work is 
adamantly idiosyncratic.  I can't stand Berryman.  Uck, why would anyone want to do 
that, is my response to his usual tricks of diction and syntax.  Okay, okay, Shklovsky, 
defamilarization etcetera, but most times with Berryman, I feel it's a desperate and 
sadly pathetic attempt on his part to try to use these exaggerations of style to hype 
up a content which is mainly banal.  Yes, there are interesting and entertaining 
phrases and lines ("life is a handkerchief sandwich" et al), but these occasional 
delights are not frequent enough to suffer the rest of his rhetoric.  Why can't he be 
represented in the anthologies by excerpts?   

*
Because there used to be, in the past, anthologies that printed not poems, but 
excerpts from poems.  I wish that type of compendium would come back into favor.  
It's arrogant and disingenuous of poets to demand that their works must be read only 
in their entirety.  Why shouldn't the highpoints, the best lines and phrases, be isolated
and compiled and published?   They do it all the time with Shakespeare, why can't 
they do it with Ashbery?   Why not pluck out the choice segments, the better bits, 
from contemporary poets, and put them together in a book of selections.  Don't tell 
me you'd rather not be read at all if you aren't read in your pristine whole.  Don't tell 
me you'd rather not be read than read in excerpts.  If we weren't control freaks we 
wouldn't be writing poetry, I know, but ultimately we can't control which parts (if any)
of our poems will survive.  Posterity will allot from our pages the little it requires.  
The little or, in most cases, none.  One line, one phrase may be our portion.

*

June 04, 2006 

*
The hecklers who surround me are amnesiacs, which explains why their insults sound 
so familiar. 

*
Garrison Keillor has never used any of my poems on his radio segs or in his anthols.   
But I admire his participation in the arena of poetry, and I respect the audience he 
brings to it.  His activities in the field have only been beneficial, as far as I can see.   I
like what he's selected for his "Good Poems" anthologies, and I wish my poems were 
good enough to be included. 

*
Coleslaw Milosz and Robert Halfhass: how appropriate that the most boring European 
poet should be translated by the most boring USA poet.

*
All these poets like Palmer

Who print double spaces in

Between the lines of their poems

To fill more pages/books/bibliographies

And kill twice as many trees.

*
*



June 05, 2006

*
*
Two translations of Erich Fried's "Sprachlos":

Speechless

Why do you
still write
poems
although you
reach only
a few people 
by this method

friends ask me
impatient because
they reach only
a few people
by their methods

and I don't 
have an answer
for them

//

Speechless

Why 
do you still
write poems
although you know
that you can only
reach a minority
with this method

my friends ask me
impatient that
they can only 
reach a minority
with their methods

and I can't
give them
an answer

//

(The first translation is by Beth Bjorklund, from her anthology "Contemporary Austrian
Poetry," published in 1986; the second is by Milne Holton and Herbert Kuhner, from 
their anthology "Austrian Poetry Today," published in 1985.  Both these books are 
available via Amazon or Abebooks for a reasonable price, and I recommend them 
highly.  There are wonderful poems in each.)

. . . The question Fried raises is particularly troublesome for poets of any time who, 
like him, want to "reach" an audience with an urgent political message or idea.  Why 
write such poems when you know that poetry has only a small audience at best, and 



of that minority there is even a smaller group who are willing to read verse whose 
intent is political, whose aim to is provoke and disturb.  Most readers go to poetry for 
various succinct expressions of delusionary consolation and psychological gratification,
not to be confronted with social dilemmas which can't be resolved or momentarily 
dissolved in a sigh or a sob or a settling softly of the book on one's knee.   Knowing 
how limited its 'reach' is, why would a committed Socialist artist ever use poetry as 
the 'method' to further the cause?  If you really, realistically wanted to win and 
influence the largest audience possible, you would become a writer of popsongs or 
screenplays.  One leftist hack like that is worth a thousand poets of the persuasion.

*
*

June 06, 2006 

COMMENTS

My initial reaction to this is concern. This type of thinking leads to an assumption 
that writers of color are trying to provoke or disturb and have no interest in poetry. 
So in the end people avoid things based on presumption about what ethnic writers 
do. How can one say there is no praise or beauty or art involved with all aspects of 
life? Please excuse me if I'm misreading. I do this sometimes. But such commentary 
leads to this continual perception that stereotypes poets like myself and leaves us 
really with a double-dose of impossibilities. I don't agree wtih this line of thought 
because it is so common. I think it is more common among poets though for some 
reason than general readers.

Posted by: sherylluna   | June 06, 2006 at 10:51 AM

response to comment from sherylluna

here's a comment from sherylluna re my paragraph following the translations of the 
Fried poem below:

"My initial reaction to this is concern. This type of thinking leads to an assumption 
that writers of color are trying to provoke or disturb and have no interest in poetry. So
in the end people avoid things based on presumption about what ethnic writers do. 
How can one say there is no praise or beauty or art involved with all aspects of life? 
Please excuse me if I'm misreading. I do this sometimes. But such commentary leads 
to this continual perception that stereotypes poets like myself and leaves us really 
with a double-dose of impossibilities. I don't agree wtih this line of thought because it
is so common. I think it is more common among poets though for some reason than 
general readers."

to which I respond: Dear sherylluna, I think I'm on your side in the debate about the 
value of poets writing political poetry; I've tried to do it all throughout my career: 
please look at my "Collected Political Poems 1965-2005" which can be found in the 2nd
week archives here. . . (I'd be happy to email you a pdf file of the complete book if 
you contact me directly at William_Knott@emerson.edu.)  In my paragraph following 
the translations I was attempting to flesh out what Fried's "friends" might say in their 
objections.  I'm afraid I didn't make that clear.  In any case, what do you think of 
Fried's poem, which is much more important than my extrapolation of his naysayers' 
attitude . . .

June 06, 2006



COMMENTS

Well, yes, now I see at the beginning of your post you said it was troublesome for 
some writers. I agree. I prefer the first translation by Beth Bjorkland. I like the way 
the speaker sees his friends' impatience as projection. They aren't making any 
headway either. I wonder if the friends are seeking delusionary consolation 
themselves.

I would definitely love to get a PDF copy of your work. I did read some a few years 
ago and liked it very much.

I will email you later.
Thanks.

Posted by: sheryl luna   | June 07, 2006 at 12:09 PM

FRANTIC PROFESSIONS

*
From a 1993 interview with David Foster Wallace (found on today's Cahiers de Corey 
blog):

I think TV promulgates the idea that good art is just art which makes people like and 
depend on the vehicle that brings them the art. This seems like a poisonous lesson for 
a would-be artist to grow up with. And one consequence is that if the artist is 
excessively dependent on simply being "liked," so that her true end isn't in the work 
but in a certain audience's good opinion, she is going to develop a terrific hostility to 
that audience, simply because she has given all her power away to them. It's the 
familiar love-hate syndrome of seduction: "I don't really care what it is I say, I care 
only that you like it. But since your good opinion is the sole arbitrator of my success 
and worth, you have tremendous power over me, and I fear you and hate you for it." 
This dynamic isn't exclusive to art. But I often think I can see it in myself and in other 
young writers, this desperate desire to please coupled with a kind of hostility to the 
reader.

*
—Reading this reminded me of something from Saul Bellow's Humboldt's Gift (1975), 
page 120, where the narrator Citrine summarizes a frequent lament of Humboldt's 
regarding the "profession" of poetry:

[Humboldt always said] that poetry was one of the frantic professions in which success
depends on the opinion you hold of yourself.  Think well of yourself, and you win.  
Lose self-esteem, and you're finished.  For this reason a persecution complex 
develops, because people who don't think well of you are killing you.  Knowing this, or
sensing it, critics and intellectuals had you.  Like it or not you were dragged into a 
power struggle.

(Remember that Bellow based Humboldt on Delmore Schwartz.)

If people who don't think well of the poet are killing him, what if he seconds their 
opinion?   Indeed what if, under the circumstances, he has little other choice:

—Because, as Bellow/Citrine observes:

Humboldt did what poets in crass America are supposed to do.  He chased ruin and 
death even harder than he had chased women.  He blew his talent and his health and 
reached home, the grave, in a dusty slide.  He plowed himself under.  Okay.  So did 
Edgar Allan Poe, picked out of the Baltimore gutter.  And Hart Crane over the side of a



ship.  And Jarrell falling in front of a car.  And poor John Berryman jumping from a 
bridge.  For some reason this awfulness is peculiarly appreciated by business and 
technological America.  The country is proud of its dead poets.  It takes terrific 
satisfaction in the poets' testimony that the USA is too tough, too big, too much, too 
rugged, that American reality is overpowering.  And to be a poet is a school thing, a 
skirt thing, a church thing.  The weakness of the spirtual powers is proved in the 
childishness, madness, drunkenness, and despair of these martyrs.  Orpheus moved 
stones and trees.   But a poet can't perform a hysterectomy [Bellow must have 
forgotten WC Williams] or send a vehicle out of the solar system.  Miracle and power 
no longer belong to him.  So poets are loved, but loved because they just can't make 
it here.  They exist to light up the enormity of the awful tangle and justify the 
cynicism of those who say, "If I were not such a corrupt, unfeeling bastard, creep, 
thief, and vulture, I couldn't get through this either.  Look at these good and tender 
and soft men, the best of us.  They succumbed, poor loonies."  
—This [the narrator adds] . . . was how successful bitter hard-faced and canniballistic 
people [exulted at Humboldt's death].   (quoted from pages 117-18)

The "awful tangle" causes the "awfulness" of the poet's dissolute demise.  Bellow could
have added Plath and Sexton and all the other women artists who were, in Artaud's 
diagnostic term re Van Gogh, "suicided by society."

That there are exceptions (Bishop, Stevens, WC Williams et al) to Bellow's parade of 
poeticides doesn't lessen the power of his (or his fictional narrator's) indictment.  (Am
I wrong to sense a touch of impatience and a little lack of empathy in Citrine's tone 
when he's describing the weakness of poets vis-a-vis society . . . ?  Prose writers in 
general must view the neurasthenia of poets as being a bit, well, exaggerated, or 
engaged in for the sake of narcissistic tradecraft, occupationally hazarded and 
indulged in deliberately to comply with their workout instructor Rimbaud's fitness 
program of systematic sensory derangement. . . .)

*
Parenthetically, when I was typing out the above, I remembered Auden's response to 
Jarrell's suicide (or was it an accident): I don't have the exact quote, but when he was
told about Jarrell's jumping (or was it wandering) in front of a car (or was it a truck), 
Auden reportedly said: Think of the poor driver!

*
*

June 07, 2006

PLAGIARISM

The poem below will appear in a supposedly-real print book scheduled for publication 
this fall, a book I was deceived into doing and am therefore unhappy about the 
prospect of; anyway so I probably don't have the legal right to print the damn thing on
this blog: but it's already been posted on the web by at least three of the plagiarist 
sites in an earlier inferior version, which grates the heck out of me, so with apologies 
I am putting it here:

AN INSTRUCTOR'S DREAM

Many decades after graduation
the students sneak back onto
the school-grounds at night
and within the pane-lit windows
catch me their teacher at the desk 
or blackboard cradling a chalk:
someone has erased their youth, 
and as they crouch closer to see 



more it grows darker and quieter 
than they have known in their lives, 
the lesson never learned surrounds 
them; why have they come?  Is 
there any more to memorize now 
at the end than there was then— 
What is it they peer at through shades 
of time to hear, X times X repeated, 
my vain efforts to corner a room’s
snickers?  Do they mock me?  Forever?  
Out there my past has risen in
the eyes of all my former pupils but
I wonder if behind them others
younger and younger stretch away,
to a day whose dawn will never 
ring its end, its commencement bell.

*
*

June 07, 2006

page-hogs

*
What is the motivation of those print poets who insert a lot of dead space into the 
body of their poems?  Who spread a poem out over ten pages when it could be printed
on two or three with normal stanza and section breaks.  Have you seen the poems that
do this?   A few piddly words or phrases appear, clumped or sprinkled on the length 
and width of each page: these fragment/segments are surrounded or interspersed by 
as much blank empty white space as the size of the book format affords. 

Surely their purpose is to use up as much paper as possible, to kill as many trees as 
they can.

Isn't that why Michael Palmer puts double spaces in between his lines, so his poems 
can fill up twice the space that regular poems use, so they can fill up twice the 
number of pages, and use up twice the amount of paper, and thereby kill twice as 
many trees?

(Oh but of course it's not ecocidal egomania that causes these poets to claim more 
page-space for their poems than others use, no, it's ESTHETICS.)

*

June 07, 2006 

TANIKAWA

Anybody who's reading this and doesn't know the work of the great Japanese poet 
Shuntaro Tanikawa, I urge you to look at some of the many books of his translated into
English.  You can find reasonably-priced copies at Amazon or abebooks.

His poetry has been a delight and inspiration to me for decades, and I owe a deep 
debt to his translators, in particular William I. Elliott and Kazuo Kawamura, who have 
co-translated at least a dozen collections.  Harold Wright also did a "Selected" which 
is available.  (I love Wright's translation of the poem, "Billy the Kid.")   The first 
volume of Tanikawa I read was "With Silence My Companion," a sequence of 25 



sonnets, published in 1975 by Prescott Street Press, who did a great job of design and 
production (just holding the book and looking into it as I fan through its pages, is 
enjoyable).

Here's a couple poems from "Songs of Nonsense," published by Seidosha in 1991, trans.
Elliott/Kawamura:

A FRIEND WHO LEAPT TO HIS DEATH

He leapt from the 9th floor,
bounced off the 6th floor terrace,
slammed into the 3rd floor eaves,
and fell in the bushes on the ground,
his cheeks and shins all scraped up.
He took the elevator back up to the 9th
and re-read his half-page suicide note,
which contained three misplaced prepositions
that he now corrected.
Then he ran up to the 16th floor
and once again jumped.
At the 12th floor level he sprouted wings;
a 10th floor wind took him in tow
and lifted him to circle the night sky, slowly.

*

SURGERY

A man or a woman?
Bowels spill out
of a large surgical incision.
Three doctors and four nurses freeze
over the body.
The room is as bright as a riverbank.
He—or she—is going to die
but is asleep right now!
In his dreams
he's brushing his teeth!
Though nothing further can be done,
the dying one doesn't give a damn.
While the family cry in the waiting room,
he dies brushing his teeth.

*

*
*

June 09, 2006

BEGINNINGS AND ENDINGS

*
T.S. Eliot (looking back in a 1953 lecture) asserted that "[T]he starting-point of 
modern poetry is the group denominated 'imagist' in London about 1910."  If that's 
true, then—



modern poetry begins with Pound's "In a Station of the Metro":

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough.

Pound's note on this poem quotes a trans. of a haiku ('The fallen blossom flies back to 
its branch: A butterfly.') by Arakida Moritake (1472-1549).

The fallen blossom soaring back to its branch: the petals on a rain-wet bough.

Both images kigo-ize Spring, the season of beginnings.

Or rebeginnings: April is the cruellest month [because it] stirs dull roots with Spring 
rain.

Roots and branches.  Fore and after.

After World War Two, the foremost movement of new poets to emerge in Japan are 
called the Arechi, or Waste Land Group. . . . (their eponymous magazine is founded by
Tamara Ryuichi). . . .

The fallen blossom flies back to its branch: the Bomb falls on Hiroshima: its vaporized 
bodies rise: the apparition of the crowd is now a cloud that will rain nothing but ends 
upon us. 

No rebirth, no emergence of poetry movements.  The cycle does not continue.  The 
nuclear winter gives way to no Spring, no point of departure . . .

Eliot: "The point de repère usually and conveniently taken as the starting-point of 
modern poetry is . . ."

*
*

June 10, 2006 

more Bourdieu

*
"...refusing to recognise anything resembling durable dispositions, Sartre makes each 
action a sort of unprecedented confrontation between the subject and the world... If 
the world of action is nothing other than this universe of interchangeable possibles, 
entirely dependent on the decrees of the consciousness which creates it and hence 
totally devoid of objectivity, if it is moving because the subject chooses to be moved, 
revolting because he chooses to be revolted, then emotions, passions and actions are 
merely games of bad faith, sad farces in which one is both bad actor and good 
audience." 
—Pierre Bourdieu, Outline of a Theory of Practice (1977), pp73-74.

. . . "Durable dispositions" might translate to received forms and modes which the 
existentialist experimental poet refuses to countenance, preferring her 
"interchangeable possibles," her "decrees of consciousness" . . . . but are the latter 
then "games of bad faith, sad farces in which one is both bad actor and good 
audience". . . ?

*

June 10, 2006



*
Pierre Bourdieu: “School [educational institutions] actually reproduces the cultural 
division of society in many visible and invisible ways despite its apparent neutrality.”

(Poetry [Po-Biz]  actually reproduces the cultural division of society in many visible 
and invisible ways despite its apparent neutrality.)

*
London Review of Books, 20 April 2006: Bruce Robbins writes that Bourdieu had "an 
extreme scepticism about the structures of formal democracy, which he believed 
functioned so as to disguise the hereditary transmission of privilege, allowing the 
success of some and the failure of the rest to appear as an innocent process of 
selection on merit." 

From the same review (p. 18): "[For Bourdieu,] domains like art and science, which 
appear to be free from the political and economic constraints operating elsewhere, 
are in fact structured by an aggessive competition for 'symbolic capital' that is neither
open nor equitable.  In one way or another, things are arranged so that rewards end 
up in the hands of those who started at the top of the social hierarchy."

*
Gee, if Bourdieu was right, might that help to explain the divergent career fates of 
William Matthews vs. William Knott.  Matthews, coming from a background of 
inherited wealth, was during his lifetime one of the most successful and preeminent 
poets of his generation.  His contemporary, Knott, who grew up penniless in an 
orphanage, has never achieved that status, or anywhere near it. 

Ah, if only I could console myself with Bourdieu, and believe that Matthews' success 
and my failure was indeed NOT "an innocent process of selection on merit." 

But Knott is not a success because he's not.  Knott, that is.   

*
Knott that is, and therefore to be spurned and turned away.  How many times did I 
apply for a residency at the Provincetown Arts Center back in 1968, '69, '70, '71, '72?   
Each time I was rejected by Stanley Kunitz who ran the selection committee back then
. . . . you could look up the names of the poets he chose over me, and prove what?  
He was right to reject a nothing a nobody like me, and Bourdieu provides no wronging 
of that right.

*
*

June 10, 2006

bizarre

*

Here's how Geof Huth, at "dbqp: visualizing poetics" starts his review of a Kenneth 
Koch book:

VISUAL POETRY AND PERSONAL EXPERIENCE
Thursday, June 24, 2004
The Impossible Comics of Kenneth Koch

I’m not that familiar with Kenneth Koch’s poetry. I often see him as the spiritual 
father of Bill Knott, though Koch’s lines are generally more rambling and freer than 
those of Knott’s.



__
Comment:
This is really bizarre.  Koch didn't like me and vice versa.  Koch admirers would gag at 
the above statement.  If Koch is my "spiritual father," I demand a paternity test. 

*

Here's an excerpt from an interview with Erik Belgum, that appeared in 1999 in 
something called Paris Transatlantic Magazine (interviewer's question and Belgum's 
answer begin after the bio note):

(Writer Erik Belgum's works have aired internationally on ABC (Australia), BBC 
(Britain), CBC (Canada), West Deutscher Rundfunk (Germany), New American Radio 
(US and Canada), Der Concertzender (Holland), Radio LORA (Switzerland), National 
Radio of Argentina, and throughout the US, Canada and Australia on numerous local 
stations. He has been in residence at STEIM (in Amsterdam) and at the Banff Centre 
for the Arts. In addition to his book Star Fiction, Belgum (born in Minneapolis, 1961) 
has published fiction in dozens of literary journals, including Asylum Annual, Avec, 
Chicago Review, Central Park, Black Ice. Belgum also edits VOYS (P.O. Box 580547, 
Minneapolis, MN 55458-0547), a CD sound journal dedicated to all types of artistic 
work involving speech. VOYS, now in its fourth year, has published audio works by 
Gertrude Stein, Raymond Federman, Richard Grossman, Richard Kostelanetz, Brenda 
Hutchinson, and many others. In his notes to "Bad Marriage Mantra", from 1997, 
Belgum writes: "My wife and I listened through the wall to a spectacular verbal fight 
in the room next door to us in a Toronto hotel. The argument had a great deal in 
common with many musical and literary traditions: the use of intense but slightly 
varied repetitions coupled with sparsely chosen materials.. Play the CD as an 
installation piece at music and theater events, or at parties. Start it playing on the 
radio, then sit back and wait for the FCC to show up. Perform it as an instrumental 
piece with the instructions being simply, 'Use your instrument to censor the profanity.'
" Philip Blackburn's Innova label has recently released Belgum's "Blodder" (imagine a 
Raymond Carver short story scripted by Quentin Tarantino and adapted for 
performance by Robert Ashley and you might have an idea of what to expect). Erik 
Belgum can be reached by e-mail at belgu003@tc.umn.edu, which in fact is how this 
interview was put together.)

:
    I wanted to ask you about what you thought of--and where you saw yourself--in 
relation to two strands of American literary tradition, namely the short story (Carver, 
Tobias Wolff, early T.S. Boyle) and the supersmart avant garde (Pynchon, DeLillo)?

    Really neither one. I feel much more a part of that experimental tradition that 

comes out of the small press world. Fiction Collective writers like Sukenick, 
Federman, George Chambers, and Mark Leyner. Others would include Stephen-Paul 
Martin, Catherine Scherer, Bob Black, and Al Ackerman. I feel a lot of kinship with 
poets too, like Bill Knott, Ron Silliman, Clark Coolidge, John Taggart. A lot of these 
people you might not have heard of if you don't follow the small press/literary journal
scene. But they're the best thing going in my opinion. The only real heirs to the 
experimental tradition. Pynchon and David Foster Wallace usually just seem like big 
show-offs to me. I can hardly get through their stuff.
....
"I feel a lot of kinship with poets too, like Bill Knott, Ron Silliman, Clark Coolidge, 
John Taggart. A lot of these people you might not have heard of if you don't follow the
small press/literary journal scene. But they're the best thing going in my opinion."  

——
Comment:
!!!!  
—This Paris Atlantic Magazine must be from Paris, Mars; or Eric Belgum must be: here 
on planet Earth, Silliman, Coolidge and Taggart would not tolerate their presence in a 



list that included Knott. 

*
*

“Thou clay-brained guts, thou knott-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy 

tallow-catch.”
Henry IV, part I, act II.

*

June 26, 2006

COMMENTS

What? Now I gotta do paternity tests?

I followed a posting from Jack Kimball (of "Pantaloons: Tykes on Poetry") here.

It is strange the intellectual company other people keep for us. Glad to have helped 
with the fun.

Geof

Posted by: Geof Huth   | July 01, 2006 at 09:26 PM

This is the html version of the file http://www.pavedanslamare.org/assafshoshan.pdf.

Exposition MOTZA
de Assaf Shoshan
du 2 Mai au 9 Juin 2006

Présentation de l’artiste et texte critique de Dennis Cooper:

Quelques mots sur Assaf Shoshan,

D'après ce que dit le poète américain Bill Knott, « devant la tombe d’un enfant, la 
seule chose à faire / est de s’allonger et de faire le mort ». Contrairement à ce qu’on 
pourrait croire, ce n’est pas là un conseil. Le poète ne veut pas dire nonplus que 
certaines émotions sont trop profondes, trop personnelles ou trop lourdes pour 
pouvoir être partagées ou prendre valeur de symbole. Non, Bill Knott affirme la 
capacité singulière qu'a la poésie de créer du mystère là où ne sem-blaient exister 
que les faits les plus brutaux, et, ce faisant, d’inspirer une relation imaginaire 
profonde entre ceux qui ne peuvent concevoir la douleur de l’autre et ceux qui sont 
trop isolés dans leur souffrance pour envisager de la communiquer.

Comme Bill Knott, Assaf Shoshan cherche à rendre charismatique ce qui déborde 
d'affect. Mais il semblerait que son art, la photographie, soit mieux adapté que la 
poésie au surgissement du réel. De plus, en choisissant de montrer les dimensions 
émotionnelles et psychologiques de la vie en Israël aujourd’hui, Assaf Shoshan doit 
s’accommoder d'un ensemble rigide d'a priori et de préjugés qui pourraient aisément 
réduire ses sujets à des rubriques de statistiques nationales. On confond 
généralement vérité et naïveté. Depuis toujours, les photographes sont perçus comme
les plus fiables chroniqueurs des guerres, des catastrophes et autres grands séismes 
précisément à cause de leur capacité de niveler et de minimiser des réalités 
extraordinairement déroutantes.



Avec leur pouvoir d'émotion, la façon dont elles traitent la réalité et leur fascination 
pour la vérité, les photographies de Shoshan nous interpellent en tant qu’œuvres 
d’art. Il refuse d’obéir à la règle selon laquelle le photographe doit fournir de 
magnifiques images quel qu’en soit le coût pour le sujet. Il exprime plutôt un respect 
si indéfectible pour les êtres et les lieux qu’il dépeint que ses clichés semblent en 
célébrer l’intimité. En fait, même averti de leur actualité, on ne peut que s’étonner 
et s’émerveiller de leur finesse esthétique, de la fusion qui s’y opère entre le 
ténébreux et l’intime. Devant nos yeux, ils s’embuent de la tendresse de leur auteur, 
telles les vitres d’une voiture glacée où l'on vient de prendre place.

L’œuvre d’Assaf Shoshan est singulièrement exempte des tropes et des trucs qui 
occupent la plupart des photographes contemporains. Son talent l'inscrit plutôt dans 
la lignée de formes artistiques bien plus ambitieuses. Ainsi, telle ruelle glauque, 
fermée comme une grotte, mal éclairée, rappelle le couloir paranormal de «Lost 
Highway », de David Lynch; tels jeunes baigneurs anxieux, la nuit, sur une plage de 
Tel-Aviv, font penser à un tableau de maître. Assaf Shoshan a grandi dans le village 
israélien de Motsa, dont les environs et les habitants constituent toujours le noyau 
psychologique de son oeuvre. Quand il photographie ses proches, l'image appelle 
rêverie et désir de protection. Le monde qu’elle montre est idéalisé et structuré. 
Quand il s’aventure loin de chez lui, par exemple dans ses fascinantes photographies 
nocturnes d’un foyer de travailleurs isolé ou d'un camp militaire déserté, son appareil 
est aux aguets, lové dans les buissons comme un animal dont l’œil perçoit uniquement
ce qu’il comprend et ce qu’il convoite.

La photographie d’Assaf Shoshan est bien trop affirmée et singulière, trop captivante 
et prégnante pour être étiquetée. La comparaison avec le travail, contemporain et 
tout aussi cinétique, de Gregory Crewdson ou de Tracey Moffatt, par exemple, met en 
lumière sa force dans la quête de la vérité émotionnelle; de même, par rapport à la 
photo de guerre traditionnelle, son style apparaît des plus classiques - celui de la 
peinture. Si utiles soient de telles associations quand on présente un nouvel artiste, 
elles ne peuvent rendre justice à l’œuvre d’Assaf Shoshan, où le monde, que nous 
voyions en noir et blanc, revêt une beauté, une ambiguïté et une expressivité sans 
précédent.

—Dennis Cooper

June 27, 2006

Esenin in coffin (click for larger image)

June 27, 2006

THE WORDS TO THE TITLE

From my eye is plot a tear that contains
The odd-numbered waves
Of a lost ocean
That writes help on a thought and then throws it

Through the window of a floating handmirror
Some mimes
Pass among themselves while drowning
Sharing it back and forth like a fun book

From my eye is paint a tear that stains



Those splash-grasped pages
Un-bled-black inks
White-subtle faces

Enjambed beneath these even waves that lay
Solitaire on the sand
Where I stand crying
Trying to remember the words to the title                                                                
                                                                                                                              
        

June 27, 2006

A few years ago, mainly for my own amusement, I wrote some posts to the Yahoo 
Yancy Butler Fan Site.   Here are most of them, in chronological order.  The context is 
too complicated to recap, but briefly, Butler was the star of the weekly TV series, 
Witchblade, which was cancelled after its second season.  Yancy Butler is shortened to
YB, and Witchblade to WB. 

*

June 20, 2002:

YB's career    

To me, YB is more interesting than Julia Roberts and Sandra Bullock put together, 
though that's obviously a minority opinion—— and I don't expect any prestigious Oscar-
winning producers and directors to suddenly see her from my perspective.

But her career choices confuse me. Since the early 1990s any actor who wanted to be 
seen as serious would do "independent" films, films that would be shown at the 
Sundance Festival, films that would probably not make any money for their 
participants, but which would garner critical respect and acclaim. But YB during this 
period did none of these Sundance-type films: why?

Why has she done only (or mostly) genre pics?

If she really wanted to be seen as more than an "action" star, why hasn't she chosen to
work in independent film—

And why has she appeared in so few films? Famke Janssen or Catherine Keener for 
example have each done probably 3 times as many films as YB during the past decade,
including lots of independent Sundance features. Of course I personally would rather 
watch YB than Janssen or Keener in anything, but then I'm not an A-list 
producer/director——

Why does Janssen get roles in the big-budget "X-Men" films when YB could do the same
thing a thousand times better?  Or this recent movie where Sandra Bullock supposedly 
was a tough (yeah, right) homicide detective, and you know YB would have been 
perfect for the part that Bullock was so inadequate as—in fact, in my opinion, YB 
should be where Bullock is in terms of stardom and vice versa.

But why isn't she? Is she always going to be a "cult star," caviar to the general?

*

June 20, 2002

more on YB's career    



Is she going to end up 5-10 years from now traipsing from Fan Con to Fan Con, living 
on her past brief glory as the Witchblade babe? Playing the mother in Lifetime cable 
chickflicks?

Or will she able to find a break-out role, like Sharon Stone did with "Fatal Attraction," 
just prior to which she (Stone) was stuck in the nowhere role of Stephen Seagal's wife 
in one of his early flicks ("Above the Law," 1988, before he joined the straight-to-
video herd)——

But I ask again: If she didn't want to be typecast, why didn't she do what other actors 
have done to try to get away from typecasting, i.e., take parts in independent films, 
Sundance Festival films???

I'm afraid she's going to end up as another Couldhavebeen, Shouldhavebeen, a cult 
star, the idol of a small coterie to which I of course shall subscribe. . . .

*

June 21, 2002:

YB's appeal   

Thanks for your thoughtful response to my questions re the mysteriously-undervalued 
YB——

It was "Basic Instinct" (1992) where Sharon Stone got her breakout role, not "Fatal 
Attraction"——despite my memory lapse, my question remains valid: will a coup like 
that ever resurrect YB?——

Especially given the possibility you suggested: that she doesn't even particularly want 
to be a (big) star. . . .

Sometimes I wonder if my fascination with her isn't based on her strangely-neglected 
status——isn't her very marginality a major aspect of her allure. If she were as popular
as Julia Roberts, I would snobbishly turn my attention elsewhere, perhaps——

And then consider the disparity between what she seems capable of——her latent 
genius——and what she is. It's that disparity, that gap between the magnitude of the 
power she projects only in gleams and flashes, can perhaps project only in gleams and
flashes given the quality of her material——the gulf between the primordial fires or 
depths she evinces, and the tawdriness, the squalid banalities of the mise en scene 
attending her——  It's that tragic disparity that makes her so appealing. She
transcends every scene she's in. Watching, for example, "The Hit List" I want to step 
into the frame and exclaim to the cast and crew, Look at her! Look at those eyes! See 
the pain! See the emptiness of our lives personified, lamented, quelled and 
celebrated——Look at her! Forget everything else in this horrible nightmare and 
remember her! (But of course the cast and crew have melted away and only She 
remains, a glimpse, a glance, a vision, a spark fading before it's born——)

The Sublime, as commentators have always noted, requires a void.

Between aspiration and achievement, between the intent and the act, that void opens
and is visible for a moment——so briefly!——in YB's vivid self-presencing of the 
subjective.

But look at Gore Vidal's novel about Maria Montez, "Myron," to see one possible 
outcome of YB's fame of persona. . . .

Like Montez, YB seems doomed to oblivion, to be remembered only by connoisseurs of 
the recondite, devotees of the damned, perverse in our worship, and priding ourselves
on that perversity——



Yes, we few, we fortunate few who have been granted the gift to perceive what the 
majority——the herd, the rabble, the common audience——will never see!

Et cetera.

*

June 21, 2002:

a few more thoughts re YB    

A mass audience has (thus far, anyway) failed to find YB as fascinating as we her 
admirers do—— On one level that frustrates us, but on another level it fuels our 
fandom——
The evident injustice of their judgement provokes us——
Makes us want to right that wrong, to undo that injustice——
The unjust judgement of the Majority must of necessity goad the conscience of those 
in the Minority——
And Yancy Fanciers are definitely in the Minority——
We are an insignificant sect, a splinter group, a cult of heretics, a peripheral bunch of
nonconformists——
We are powerless to persuade the Majority that we know the Truth, that we have seen
the Light——
That, like Joan of Arc, we have received the Word, have been enlightened by the Holy
Spirit——
That we are the bearers of a Message which could, if they would only listen, bring 
salvation to their miserable boring Julia Roberts world——
But Jeanne d'Arc is always burned at the stake, as are so many heretics, apostates, 
sectarians, members of minority affiliations, small factions——
Like that tiny cult, that anathematized clique of outcasts who call themselves YB fans
——
The heretic, the nonconformist is always burned at the stake like a witch——
Though hopefully like Saint Joan we may leave behind us an instrument of Justice, we
may bequeath to posterity a Blade——
To be wielded of course by the Chosen One [YB, the Witchblade babe], the One whose 
Purity and Beauty will ultimately triumph——

*

June 23, 2002:

Is this a YB site or a WB site?    

Is this website a YBsite or a WBsite?——I understand of course that we must pay 
attention to the WB manifestation of YB's reign here on earth——I mean, to Her 
temporary incarnation as the WB——
But shouldn't the main focus be always upon the fabulous YB, that YBulous fable 
whose words we're attempting to frame?——As YBians, YBites, YBists, as believers in 
the divine doctrine of YBism, we must always remember that She is more important 
than any role She might momentarily assume——
With YB, as with all the mythically great screen presences ( such as Garbo, Dietrich, 
Monroe: some of the stars to whom the Great YB should be compared), the role, the 
show, is always secondary.
YB is primary, WB is secondary.

*

June 23, 2002:

Re: Is this a YB site or a WB site?



Dear [Moderator], if you read my [earlier message, you'll see my thoughts regarding 
the possibility that YB was destined to be the WB——that higher Powers beyond our 
comprehension may be guiding the sacred Path of Her career——that the WB could 
well be and in fact probably is essential to the fulfillment of the YB mythos——
My comment was not a complaint! I have no problems with the way you're running the 
group. On the contrary, I am grateful for your efforts, and for the site itself.
Please don't be riled at my foolish ruminations.

*
June 23, 2002:

re my earlier post

I don't mean to denigrate WB——
Any YB is better than no YB——
And if Her fate is to be the WB, then we must celebrate and support that apotheosis
——

And as I said before, [Moderator], I appreciate your stewardship of this site. I'm 
grateful for your efforts. I apologize if anything I wrote made you think otherwise.

My comments were meant to be in the spirit of a prosepoem, a prayer, a self-
exhortation.

*

June 26, 2002:

YB's lack of recognition   

Depressed by the cover of the current Entertainment Weekly with Carrie-Anne Moss 
acclaimed as the "It" woman action star who is also a real actress blah blah blah——
What is it that the major media don't get where YB is concerned?
Why isn't She on the cover of People/US/TVGuide etcetera? How can we tiny few 
adore Her when to the overwhelming majority She's just another also-ran? Can all of 
them be wrong, and us right?

She should be doing lead roles in major films rather than WB, but maybe there's 
something about WB which is spiritually inevitable, redemptive if looked at from the 
right perspective.——I was bemused by the most recent episode with its echoes of 
Sumerian myth: something about YB does evoke an atavistic response of awe, in me at
least. She does often seem to my mind like some reincarnation of a primeval Goddess,
moon or otherwise. The script-writers are predictably opportunistic and
shallow in their use of the ancient legends, but that doesn't preclude the possibility 
that those legends may in turn be using the script-writers to further a purpose whose 
depths we are incapable of understanding. The myth uses us, not we it.

Avatars appear not to the exalted but to the humble. Buddha, Christ, Jeanne d'Arc 
and other messiah-like figures create the miracle of their incarnation among the 
simplest people, the overlooked and marginalized. Only they [we] can recognize the 
Chosen One, the YB-to-Come.

*

June 26, 2002:

YB: myth or reality?         

We think we're using the myth, but the myth may be using us——

Thus the WB script-writers may think they're exploiting and manipulating the ancient 
legends and archetypes for the purpose of mere entertainment, but the reverse may 



be true——

The myth may be manipulating the WB script-writers in the furtherance of a larger 
goal——

And that goal may be to deify the YBulous One.

*
June 28, 2002:

a few speculations         

YB as WB is supported by 3 configurations of energy, 3 figures which correspond 
perhaps to 3 of the 4 stages of animus development as described by Jung——

(You'll remember that YB tried to discuss some of the Jungian Anima/Animus aspects 
of Her role as WB on "Politically Incorrect," but the buffonish host cut Her off——)

The first stage is embodied as a figure of physical power, "an athlete, muscle man or 
thug."

The second stage (a twin or sibling figure) promotes independence, initiative, 
"planned action."

Third stage is often personified as a professor or sage, a wise man (note: it's 
interesting that YB's boyfriend at one point was the actor Michael Wiseman: anyone 
know if She's still seeing him?)——

In the fourth stage of development, "the animus appears as Hermes, messenger of the 
gods . . . a helpful guide."

These four aspects of the animus seem to be in orbit around the WB incarnation of YB.
(I wonder if YB's therapist is a Jungian.) It's helpful to remember that although the 4 
stages are termed stages of development, that doesn't mean development in the 
chronological sense—— The four figures are often in contention throughout one's life.

In contention or contemplation.

*

June 29, 2002:

More YB petitions?

[Your site's] petition for a 3rd season of WB is a practical, rational way to "support" 
the YBulous One——

But surely the strongest effects of YBessence are felt at a deeper, more subliminal 
level——

In that dream-logic realm, other petitions might be imagined——

For example why not a petition demanding that TNT [the network that produced and 
showed Witchblade] change its name to YBN (Yancy Butler Network) and program all 
YB all the time——

Or better yet, what about a petition addressed to the National Science Foundation 
urging them to gather DNA from the YB and to immediately start cloning Her——

We are blessed to be alive on this planet at the same time She is, but what about our 
poor comrades of the future: are they to be deprived of a living YB?



If the WB YB is better than no YB at all, then surely a thousand YBs would be even 
better? (Why stop at a thousand?)

*

June 30, 2002:

Re: a few speculations

I'm sorry my mythopoetic musings are "worrying" you, [Mr. Moderator].  I'm writing 
metaphorically and you're taking me literally. I don't understand why it's a "joke" to 
quote Jung.

But if you want me to stop posting, to shut up, I will stop. This will be my last post if 
that's the way you want it.

*

August 20, 2002:

The necessity of the navel    

Re the complaints about YB's costumes on WB——
Surely the most egregious is that midriff-baring t-shirt, which real policewomen 
working in Homicide squads presumably don't wear——
But who's making this costume choice, this ubiquitous t-shirt, or t-short, since it 
seems to shrink more every show——the producers? the writers? YB Herself?——
What's behind this constant baring of YB's bellybutton——

In Greek, the word for navel is OMPHALOS——
But for mythographers the omphalos is not just the bodily navel——
Thus for example the temple at Delphi had a shrine "called the omphalos, made of 
white stone, which was considered to be at the center of the earth" (Pausanias)——
Cirlot's Dictionary of Symbols says this omphalos is a "cosmic center where 
intercommunication between the three worlds of man, of the dead, and of the gods, 
is effected."——
Cirlot also notes that in ancient China the navel symbolizes "the non-being of mystic 
Nothingness."——

The WB YB bellybutton focus is an archetypal emblem——
I assume the writers/producers are deliberately using it as a link to the Jungian 
collective unconscious——

No real policewoman would wear that t-shirt——
but surely the WB YB's BB (belly-button) is unreal, surreal, ultrareal, omphalo-real——

*

September 2, 2002:

Re: A third season [for the Witchblade show]?

And maybe we're all missing the greater picture——we don't see the design, the web of
fate——
maybe YB is destined to be crucified by the WB——maybe it is Her downfall, Her 
inescapable Hell——
is She doomed to be the WB for ever???——(or at least for the length of this present 
reincarnation)——

*

September 17, 2002:



[After cancellation of Witchblade] YB-less

I miss seeing Her everyweek.
Because WB YB is better than no YB——
And when's the next chance going to come to watch Her in anything new, maybe a 
year from now, in some shoot-me-I'm-a-Mom movie on Lifetime——?
Or another low-budget straight-to-video piece of crud?
( Which I of course will leap to buy.)
But is there any serious chance at all, any hope for a resurrection of Her career at this
point?
It's just so sad.
So tragic.
So unfair.
I think She's better than anyone else today in film or TV, and deserves to be 
recognized and celebrated as a major star——
But my opinion is shared by so few.
And there are certainly greater injustices in the world than an actor not receiving the 
honor and glory She's due . . . .
But I tell you, I'd rather see Her in WB than not see Her at all; which may be 
selfishness on my part, but there it is.
But the situation is sad.
And confusing——
I'm confused. What's going on with Her?! What's the truth, why all these rumors?
To WB or not to WB, that is the question.
Or is it?

*

Dec 5, 2002:

what's happening    

It's been, what, 3, 4 months since WB was axed——
so what is YB doing? ——
no-one knows?——
recuperating???———
firing her agent? getting new reps? what?
auditioning?——
what's the story, [Moderator]? if anybody knows, it should be you——
you're the one (single-handedly it seems) that's keeping the
flame lit on this shrine——
you're the one praying everyday at this shrine——

is it hopeless? is Her career over? Can She make a comeback?

*
Jan 6, 2003:

Why is there no news available re YB?
Her representatives seem to be hiding Her———why are there no press releases 
concerning her activities———
what is Her agent's plan, keeping Her under wraps like this?——why so LOW-
PROFILE?????———
doesn't anybody know anything? no rumors, even?——
speaking of rumors, someone on the YB Online Forum just posted a note
claiming that YB's in jail——
what's with that?
She's in jail, in rehab, on a world-cruise, training to become an astronaut, joining a 
cult, beating up Gary Busey in parkinglots, taking lessons in career suicide, who 
knows???
Hell, no-one knows anything——



Or them that knows ain't tellin.

*
Jan 20, 2002:

"Everything that wishes to remain holy must surround itself with mystery." ——
Mallarme

Mystery, secrecy, privacy. Knowledge of YB must be withheld from Her hordes of 
adoring fans, all 800 of us.
(800 Million for Julia Roberts; 80 Million for Reese Witherspoon)———

The minuscule 800 of us lost amongst the devotees of all those false deities, those 
pretenders to the Throne.

And this shrine dusted and polished everyday by the dutifully devout [Moderator], the 
beautifully devout [Moderator], this Site where we come to worship the Absent One, 
the Mysterious One, the One of Whom we know nothing———

of Whom nothing can ever be known.

*

Jan 20, 2003:

privacy    

Respect Her privacy, yes, I agree, [Moderator]———
but in the absence of any information whatsoever, we're left to speculate, wonder and
dream———
Her travails and tribulations, Her terrors and trials (regardless of whether this latest 
police report of familial conflict is correct) seem stamped on Her brow, which bears 
more lines than any 32-yr-old should have had inflicted———(I can hear her agent 
screaming "Botox, baby, Botox!")  The strain, the pain, the Agon of Her existential 
being is evident in every movement of Her body, every flicker of expression on Her 
face———  And in fact isn't that what draws us to Her?
The unconscious unconcealing of the raw wound of Her heart, the revelation of Her 
maimed soul, the always-naked passion of despair that hovers like an aura around Her
——
Isn't that why we worship Her?
She speaks to our own anxieties and frailties on a subliminal level.
But why are "we", Her devotees, so few?
Why can we see the magnificence and all the others can't? That's the
conundrum I wish I could understand.

*

Feb 18, 2003:

re: does yancy look older than 32?

what about all those wrinkles in Her brow? I bet Her agent has been screaming"Botox, 
Baby, Botox!" for the past 5 years. . ..
but of course Her allure transcends age, transcends the flesh itself: it is Her soul we 
worship.....
T.S. Eliot defined the creative act as an "escape from personality."
Personality meaning the empirical circumstances of one's given physical instrument. As
Rimbaud put it, "So much the worst for the wood that finds itself a violin."
YB being the violin through which the Earth Spirit expresses itself, so much the worse 
for Her. . . .
In Jungian terms, She is an Archetype or Avatar. . . .
Remember how often throughout history such saviors have been crucified. . . .



Just think of how many great artists have been, in Artaud's phrase, "suicided by 
society."

..................

Feb 18, 2003;

AGE OF THE AGE      

Is it Age, or the stamp of sempiternal sorrow and suffering we see on that beautiful 
face???
Remember Pater's description of the Mona Lisa:
"She is older than the rocks among which She sits; like the vampire, She has been 
dead many times, and learned the secrets of the grave; and has been a diver in deep 
seas, and keeps their fallen day about Her. . . "
She is not so much of an age, as of the Ages. . . .
She is the Age of Ages. . .
Pater again: "The fancy of a perpetual life, sweeping together ten thousand 
experiences, is an old one; and modern philosophy has conceived the ideal of 
humanity as wrought upon by, and summing up in itself all modes of thought and life."
Our scattered lives, our "ten thousand experiences" are wrought upon YB's face, which
"sums up in itself" our own (insignificant) faces and individualities. . . .
The Artist who must incarnate in Herself the lives of so many others must perforce 
suffer, as Saints are destined to suffer
. . . .
the Artist must martyr Herself to Her art. . . .

....

Feb 19, 2003:

"How She looks" in any particular role is less important than how She looks into my 
soul, which She does in every role no matter how badly lit or written it is. . . .
I cannot bring myself to commit the esthetic sin of preferring any particular one of 
Her incarnations over another. . . .
All of her roles are equally beneath Her. . . .
.........

*

June 11, 2003:

Can anything resurrect Her career at this point? Pray to the patron saint of Lost 
Causes. . .

A quatrain from the great American poet Hart Crane:

"And so it was I entered the broken world
To trace the visionary company of love, its voice
An instant in the wind (I know not whither hurled),
But not for long to hold each desperate choice."

How long can we hold/behold our desperate choice? To worship at the altar of YB is to
be a desperate voice crying in the wilderness. . .

Witchblade was Her last chance, really, to attain some level of public recognition . . . 
Her last chance to become a Star. . .  the YB cult will survive for a while, sad diehards
sighing our What Might Have Beens, our What Should Have Beens,  but really, isn't it 
over. . . .

How sad it all is, how sad.



*

August 10, 2003:

YB-less

What is it, a year since she's had a role???

Is is she ever going to get another part?

Is any producer ever going to hire her ever again?

Is she auditioning for Wonder Woman's Mom?

This is going to be a NOSTALGIA site pretty soon.

With her voice she can always get voiceover gigs, but will we ever SEE her again?

The saddest words of tongue or pen
are these: What Might Have Been.

*

Aug 11, 2003:

Re: YB-less

Dear [Moderator], I appreciate your efforts in maintaining this shrinesite to the great 
YB.

But it's all receding rapidly into the past, into the realm of Nostalgia.
"Whatever Happened to the Witchblade Babe?"
"Where Are They Now: Revisiting your favorite Vintage Stars". . . .

I want to dream the impossible dream, that YB will regain some sort of viabilty, that 
the career can be resurrected, but it seems more and more unlikely, doesn't it?

Can you think of a similar case, where an actor of YB's status was "laid off" for a year 
and made a successful return?

A quote from F. Scott Fitzgerald comes to mind: "There are no second acts in American
lives."

Can she make a comeback? I hope so . . . but the odds don't look good.

*

Aug 23, 2003:

Re: is yancy too butch and does this hamper her career?

Whether you call it butch or (in my case) Goddess, the truth is that YB is unique, one-
of-a-kind, an anomoly, an aberration, a deviation from the norm (ie the boring). . . .
She is a freak, an oddball to the normal average person . . . they can't appreciate Her 
glories.
But isn't that why WE love Her?
Only those who are members of the cult can comprehend Her apotheosis.

Only we few have been blessed with the vision/the insight to see what the majority of
our fellow mortals are blind to. . .

We loners and losers, we outcasts and outsiders, we rebels and wronguns, we 



iconoclasts and idolaters. . . .

I said it before and I'll say it again: She is "caviar to the general". . .
They don't get it and they never will, the fools.

*
*

Note: I think that was my final post to the Yahoo YB fansite.  Since the cancellation of
Witchblade, she (She) has co-starred in 3 or 4 low-budget genre films, most of which 
have not yet been released.

*

June 28, 2006

Knott translated by Transtromer: from "Sapristi" blogsite

två dikter av Bill Knott i översättning av Tomas Tranströmer

        från Lyrikvännen 2/72:

Död

Innan jag somnar lägger jag händerna i kors på bröstet. 
De ska lägga mina händer så. 
Det kommer att se ut som om jag flög in i mig själv.

*

Sömn

Vi stryker längs den andra, osynliga månen.
Dess grottor kommer fram och hämtar in oss.

*
*

June 30, 2006

COMMENTS

Mr. Knott,

You don't know me, but my name is Adam. I'm an avid reader of your blog (which I 
found through various other poetry blogs).

I'm just really curious as to your reaction of your shorter poems (especially "Death 
and "Goodbye") being cited, anthologized and published over the web more than the 
rest of your work? Is it gratifying or demoralizing for you to see these poems?

Posted by: Adam Ahmed   | July 03, 2006 at 09:05 AM



response to comment by Adam Ahmed

*

Comment:
Mr. Knott, You don't know me, but my name is Adam. I'm an avid reader of your blog 
(which I found through various other poetry blogs). I'm just really curious as to your 
reaction of your shorter poems (especially "Death and "Goodbye") being cited, 
anthologized and published over the web more than the rest of your work? Is it 
gratifying or demoralizing for you to see these poems?

Dear Adam Ahmed:
this is what I wrote in an earlier post:

There used to be, in the past, anthologies that printed not poems, but excerpts from 
poems.  I wish that type of compendium would come back into favor.  It's arrogant and
disingenuous of poets to demand that their works must be read only in their entirety.   
Why shouldn't the highpoints, the best lines and phrases, be isolated and compiled 
and published?   They do it all the time with Shakespeare, why can't they do it with 
Ashbery?   Why not pluck out the choice segments, the better bits, from contemporary
poets, and put them together in a book of selections.  Don't tell me you'd rather not 
be read at all if you aren't read in your pristine whole.  Don't tell me you'd rather not 
be read than read in excerpts.  If we weren't control freaks we wouldn't be writing 
poetry, I know, but ultimately we can't control which parts (if any) of our poems will 
survive.  Posterity will allot from our pages the little it requires.  The little or, in most
cases, none.  One line, one phrase may be our portion.

...
We have to give up control of our poems and eventually our lives, unfortunately.  
Listen, I know that if I appear at all in the history of USA poetry, it will be as a 
footnote in the chapter devoted to James Tate.  That's my fate. 

To answer your question, I would be "gratified" if anyone anyweb anywhere were to 
remember or reprint a single phrase out of all the poetry I supposedly wrote in my 
lifetime.

Thanks for your interest, and best wishes for your own work.

*
*

July 03, 2006

Thanks for the response!

Posted by: Adam Ahmed   | July 03, 2006 at 01:19 PM

*

*

PATIENCE

Snapshots rot first at the edges,
little cracks like escape routes
point beyond



the frame home.

Silhouette stabbed 
by a treeleaf, night
at the window.  Gushers
of headlights, cars
that chase the blinds
across the ceiling.

The face always expects
to perform
its own innocence.
Beyond question.

Just squint into the sun
until the camera calms down.

*
*

VIZVISUAL

Blood seeping from puppets
into a wineglass.

One of the tombstones
reads OCCUPIED all night,
VACANT all day.

Panning right these instants
Pollack poured,
will its flood of colors hold
still for the word?

I am blind inside your blow;
in your caress, I see.

See?  See what?  The spokeseye wants to know.
(Trees.  Loftlost.  Tossed
in their attitude of rain.)

“Nothing beside remains.”

—Shelley’s Ozymandias; a base
of the real; a bas-relief.

A lively doling of the hands out to grief.

*
*

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.

*
*

MEANING LOSS

Imagine a world disguised as art,
or one in which art masquerades 
as you, so your face is just a portrait,
your legs a landscape.  Your hair
abstract expressionism.  And when
you go to the window each morning
you glimpse in its transfiguring pane
a streak of the vein source of things:
that your eyelashes remain nothing
but brushstrokes, that your feet
beneath it all are woodcuts.  And when
you open the door to inquire how
a rose can limp between the breasts
of the dawn, you feel like a collage
snipped from the pages of a novel
whose words have always remained
immune to meaning, whose plot is
not subject to that mute truthserum.

*
*

July 05, 2006 

SILO: A PLAY FOR TWO SENTRIES 

*

NOTES:

The two sentries should be young, i.e. interchangeable.



The action must be extempore, but should include a parody of close-order drill, plus 
all the other charades of alertness and rigidity or conversely languishings of slumpish 
slackitude, the posings typical of guard duty.

The actors should remember that nightshift are so bored normally that sometimes 
they tend to exaggerate their least movements, and to respond to each whisper in the
distance as if it were an opportunity for heroism.  Mostly however it's automaton 
time.

*
*
_______

(The silo looms in back, rising out of sight. Sometimes its half-circle mass expands 
extrudes to push the sentries forward or apart, then retracts: these swellings and 
recedings are random, the actors never known when they will occur.)

—There's a certain sound the silo 

makes when it's full
crammed within an arc of its life

—With an arc of its life it creaks me

though not a creak really
more of an exclamatory sigh a
non-drawn-out sigh
a short sigh if a sigh can ever be short

—A short sigh would be a broken sigh

cut-off severed hurt
a curt sigh
curtailed by the realization that it may
go on too long
and in fact
a sigh is always too long for its intention
it exceeds its meaning
like the silo
it is both full and overfull
both sated and devastated-sated

—You mean it exaggerates its status of satedness

its fate of satisfaction
the father that settles its heart

—But is it full now

did it emit the sound it issues when 
the last grain that can gain plenitude
has dropped into the gullet of it is
the harvest all the way in repletely
packed

—I don't know

it's so slight a sound and then 
doing these evening rounds there are all 
the other sounds never noticed 
during the day
sounds that the evening allows to come near
day no longer holds them at bay
their unaccustomedness causes one to suddenly hear them 
clearly and more attentively when normally 



during the day 
the waking hours they're never heard at all

—You're saying the waking hours are when 

we hear what's here but
the later hours we hear what's there

—But of course we're never here to hear 

what's here our tour of duty begins in the latter
the tour hours of our duty each evening stand guard 
around the silo stand still and listen 
to our hearts beat at the entrance
and therefore in consequence
these enter hours are the ones in which our ears 
incur the sounds day 
debars from the dayshift
the rumble of daily busyness is a wall 
that holds off all such anomalous sounds 
which we the nightshift might 
experience as interference if we let ourselves

—You're implying we're more disloyal than the day

less dutiful
we're distractable in a way dayshift is not
we're spellbound else-bound by 
untoward noises that take our mind away 
from what the silo is saying right now if we 
could only hear 
if we could only turn 
our antennae truly
totally toward 
that murmurous substance
of subsidence

—Subsidence is a word

invented by silence
that is to say by silo

—The sift-sounds of its slightly shifting essence

the sibilance of its grains trickling 
ever-so-seepingly downward inward
the sub-audible vortexing of its volume
shouldn't we be indexing those 
minuscule upheavals and reversals

—But why heed those chaff-seeds

I disagree
aren't we focus facing what
we're supposed to train 
our eyes and ears on 
the appalling incursion of the unknown
the possible attack that can occur only 
from that direction with which the wind  
will approach us bearing realities
not drafts of drift of mind-rift
not stray straws not detritus upswept aloft
in uncaught thought

—Our back to its hull 

our back to intact it



protect with our inch of life this nubile 
pubile silo

—The one inch their bayonets and bullets

will never penetrate
the final inch of our resolution

—The inch we call spine will tall repel all invaders

our spine will climb and intertwine with
the vertical slats and ribs of this 
quintessential silo until 
the dayshift relieving us finds 
our yawning boots 
below

—Our genuflecting boots will nod 

up at us from down there where we are now
they little know how soar we'll grow 
how stronghold our steel 
how high our achilles soul
how the coup of our resistance 
can grope upward upward to shield 
to shed this apex cupola of our assigned topthrall

—Glory over all

but they do say sounds 
travel further at night

—But you can see further in day

—What about taste and touch and smell

why don't they have a spell
when they are further
it's not fair that sound and sight have 
interregnums that augment their reach
shouldn't each 
of the five senses have their own
spree of freedom from the 
limitations that hem us in and
limn us so endlessly
so unenduringly
is there no respite space
no alleviationspan

—No interval 

to withal the usual 
shortfall

—Let's have a leave for each sense

a release clause from the nausea 
of commonfate fortuity
each of the senses should be
allowed to roam wild or
better yet better yet they
should be given a rest they 
should be allowed to sleep on
a predetermined schedule while 
the others keep watch and so 
the ears patrol the eyes snooze as 
the skin stands up on-call 



on-parade prick-alert
look tastebuds sink in hibernate while
the nasal receptors prepare their snare 
let each sense take sway and lay its tripwires
secure all perimeters
surveil and shield the others in its squad
the other organs of gorge the inlets of intake

—Sensory stations switching off and on 

their sensor lights ablink in sequence
fallow fallow is the lullaby they cry 
as they follow one another's abeyance
into the dwindle distance
the body is tuned down low now
no tremor wakes the dog of time
no rousers growl engarde today
no enemy

—And yet we stay

—We stagnate stall and let all the wheat rot

why not

—The people cry for food

not beautiful sounds
and we
we hide inside this kaleidoscope we call our rounds

—Guards are their rounds

the sentrified eye is always 
ready I mean already
already round the corner 
round the bend
warped beyond the end
wrangled in its tangles thwart-intent
bent into obscene fractured shapes 
look they shatter they break
they scatter like party favors
a birthday party hacked to riches by 
our sabers

—The candles on the cake 

riot and rake 
their flames across 
our strobessence
our youth in years is weaned away by this 
bad annual ritual

—Our scabbards flare 

as neighbors raise high 
the overstalking cry
they scream the infant high 
in whose wake we die
his solitary slice is crumbling by
he is why we shoot holes into the silo each hour 
so the flour 
can flow out and fill his birthday bake

—The cornhole that makes him whole

is born from this corncrake



—That cram-it jelly he spit-

fellates until it 
spills its pit
puts its plate down here

—The wheat that beats his meat the mash

the grain contained in this silo all of it
is it tumescent tits enough 
is it hymeneal meal enough to raise 
this little birthbugger up

—I guess it's ass and gash enough to guzzle our guts with

—Its trifle tripe is what we stuff our rifles with

(Pause.  The sentries' rounds may take them behind the silo, out of sight; some of the 
dialogue may have to be shouted around its oval sidecurves.  They stop occasionally to
fire their weapons into the silo, or slash at it with their bayonets.  Their uniforms 
seem generic, wheatcolored.)

—So here we are again 

bound to these rounds
servile to the silo
subserviant to our service
duty calls the bugle reveille and 
we attend

—Ah where 

it's like those bonfires in the dark out there
they're lit to let the harvest continue 
constantly day and night to extract its yield
before the first frost
they garner all that's there for our silo here

—Ah where

but are they bonfires for harvest sake 
or the aftermath of rock-a-tomic missiles 
that rose up red from other silos

—And who's to say our silo is not a similar 

wielder of scimitars
another provider of those homestead wars

—Nonsense you can see the corn-ears 

poking their shucks their callingcard husks 
out through the slats and bars and ricks 
of our crib-cage silo

—Camouflage camouflage

do you imagine they are unable
to disguise 
their WMDs

—How could they disguise their wombs

—Not wombs dude

I said bombs

—I thought you said WMBs wombs



—Wombs 

bombs 
we're helpless against either

—Fate has filled our pocket with rockets

bazookas shoot their boners at us
their dice dissect the sky
they vanish into the toss-play the heaven-arching odds
of gods if gods could count

—But when the coin is crossed the longshot staked

everything the silo looks like could be fake
all its resemblances could be 
false displays

—The Commander warned us against wombs

—The Commander warned us against everything

—Let's not blame him if everything 

conceals itself as everything else
just because every grid of the silo is packed 
with what looks like growth doesn't mean 
that it's not growth but death we're guarding 
with the rest of our lives

—Death is all the rest of our life has left to guard

—Death is the rest our left of life guards itself for

—Left to itself

death is the life 
all guards rest against in the end

—Death

is death the one out there 
back-attack Jack 
go-throat Joe
sic-him Jim

—Or is he the calm invader who always 

waits too long before
is he the serenader whose sidle-song
belightbulbs our sight and since
nightshift extends the restive sense 
of its endlessness we feel its distance
more closely than day does
we suffer more than they

—But day does in its way its

outerfuge of brightness lets
it suffer sub suffer sigh suffer so
inwardly with no night it dies
without a word to signify or dignify this loss

—Dayshift is so mysterious

do you think they speak of us 
as often as we conjure them
probably not



one projects them as busier somehow
less time on their hands to speculate and fantasize
to notice how the creases in their uniforms 
are more painful than sleep

—Nightshift is conducive to dreaming

marching back and forth to test
ourselves against
the silo leaves
us susceptible 
mesmerize dreamstate unaware
ungeared 
ungrounded we're
in a fog against this place
any enemy any ersatz ergot any
fugue of fungus and rot that wants
to seep in at us can

—Offguard against the age

the forgotten plague
forgotten how in vain 
how obliviously how obligingly we
practice aim our spiffy weapons
even if we nonchalant the event even if
night bears itself less rigid than day does
less parade 
less stiff

—The day guys are probably combing 

their hair out of their eyes right now
we did didn't we before saluting salaaming
into our slot

—We must assume that they like us

comb the hair 
out of their eyes prior 
to duty since
it always seems to be in the way 
preventing us from gaining the vantageview
attaining our vigil renewal

—They're combing the hair 

out of their eyes and they're here

—They're not here yet

—Let's grant them a lull a wish to get the last 

strands the stubborn wisps and wasps the stings out 
of their eyes but then imagine 
the crowning touch
the way they sort of whisk their combs 
back into the blouse pocket
think of that brisk disposal
that doffing of the comb
the way they shed it from the hand
a model of economy
a gesture that says disdain to gesture
an effortless gesture that says my comb 
is returning home
in it goes



just a simple thrust
no flick flicking about
a quick in-insert 
the comb is home and I'm ready to assume

—Assume the post

port-arms
at-ease
attent-hut 
but they're not here yet
we still have the gap
the grave of the night 
to navigate

—We still have to still our nerves to shield close 

the harvest
the womb we defend from hungry hordes 
who hush their horns in these small
hours before dawn
pale silence reigns for once
even the hale harvesters out there 
are seen not heard
for harvest time is hurry time
there's a bare interim for the crops to be reaped
all else is second
children stay home from school to help
they thrash they thresh the hellish heathen fields
all night roving fires move 
through the dark like cursors on a corpse
whose calendar is
constrained to end when winter rears
when time buries the plush patterns 
these seeds were thrust in 
so long-ago fore-dusted 
their youth their huskhood
can you believe the becould
these seeds have their own end
even if humans weren't 
their propagation would 
blind path force path pathstood
past any rows and lines
we carve continue bare 
ground on ground blade

—Can't we likewise trace a grace 

period I want
an interim like them
I want a barely bit
a short assert
one brief scuffle in the dirt
and time for sure
time to bring our harvest to heaptime 
keeptime cup
to gestate our dead
deeptime up
their mindless cycle
sleeptime erupt
to reap their wreak their reap-reward

—Reap

reap



keep the balers combing
the thatch-sheaved fields
go skim the shears from the old
mark your engines hold
their gnawprows through 
those gold-tasseled rows

—The stalks all keep

their kernals queued for
the reaper's inscoop maw

—Watch them chomp the crumbs they comb

—The comb of course is a male

utensil
men alone comb
women don't comb their hair
in fact they leave combs
in their hair
as if the comb were
a mere ornament
and not an instrument
of power
because the comb is meant 
to comb to commit
the active verb of combing
that's why the tines the teeth
are there
to separate the hair 
to cleave it
unclump it cleft it
to clear it of the clutter
to clean the head up there for thought

—Only where the combplow

goes can thought grow
only where the comb cuts swath
can thought find its path

—Wield that blade let it wade

keep it poking
through the pomade

—The comb is a male mode I mean

it's nature isn't it
coxscombs
roosters
it's natural men with their combs
women have wombs we
have combs
finetoothed combs we bear
fine
toothed
forget your vagina dentata
we gape with upper teeth
top teeth 
each time we feel the tine truth slide over
our skulls we're calmed

—Because the comb claims our hand



and trains our mind we can
commit the crimes we must as males 
perform

—We accessorize these 

atrocities
with simply a common comb

—With a comb in our name 

we're never to blame

—What is the first thing we're taught to do

after a rape after we run a rape-light what
did dad warn us to do first thing 
that's right to comb our hair it's normal
it's like yoga breathing the combing
calms you down unsnarls your chokeholds 
I mean your chokras culminate don't they 
in that topknot-twirl atop your head

—That's why soldiers are culled from the young

old means bald
we're recruited while 
we still have hair
hair is de rigeur

—You're right there

the combing clamps us down and preps us
before the mirror we're
poised boyish for the next spruce act 
of sporticide
ready to bide-obey
to ride away to go
murderslaughterrape
motherdaughterfoe

—The comb can lend 

a hand to our offend
it has its way it holds its own
it makes its mock amend

—Combessence is the marrow

of a man
the mark of his mack
I comb my crack 
with a lit fuse 
the demolitionist shouts

—My rambo comb can ram me home

the assassin hums
to his ingrown gun

—The bombadier combs his bombs

—The rifleman rifles his hair with shells

—The saboteur stabs his coif 

with knife-time teeth
knife-teen twenty teeth



—Armed with a comb

we are immune 
to all the rumors of whom
it is our medium our home
the shelter shield between us
and our consciences

—Listen in the prisoncamp

the detention torture rooms
the jailors enjoy 
a fresh comb-caf after
they punish the scum
whose screams come
to the rhythm of
the comb

—We cum

each time we comb
the jism from
their jaws

—The ream runs home

the rapers reapers roam
in heaves of harvest hair
our torture tongs are there
among those tongues of trim

—The combs are there

to console our dread
to hank us from the brink
they leave the head
no thanks to think

(Pause.  The sentries stop at times to kiss or hug the silo.  They ejaculate on it, they 
rub themselves against it.  They hit it, they kick it.  They gnaw at its tubers. )

—The silo is a hole filled with half

the whole is a fragment of us
if we were whole it would be half

—The enormous pasture that

comes to graze on us the stubble
that rests its growth in the midst
of instances

—And yet it can impose its glut

it can rut its ruminant space 
its dirt rigged purpose 
its footless trail on us

—Us who are its saviors

—Doesn't it realize that we

secure its essence immure
its immortalities

—We are its saviors always

but who are we
and which of us which individ-of-us



today at dawn
will be 
sacrificed to the hungry sun
the granary sun
the grating grinding sun
whose turn will come
I am afraid
that one of us must die
his blood must seep beneath
the silo soil to ensure
its roots of continual 
communal
renewal

—Who's

destined to die you or me
but who are we anyway
have we ever been here before

—As the night goes on

less and less is clear
why are we posted here
ostensibly we're
the ones chosen to occupy
this identity but why

—I can remember less and less as

the night progresses
forgetfulness replaces the sure
what is the reason for
this eye-all this endless espial of
the grounds around us this pacing parade
this hoisting of the rifle on
the shoulder why this quest to see
the enemy 
everywhere

—Everywhere around us and in us too

he crouches waiting for
our stance to sag and stoop 
our lance to slacken droop 
his chance to stage his coup

—The enemy hungers our hunt

he starves our stalk
he famishes our feet
he eats away our eyes

—How we peer 

for the peepholes of our gun-ward gaze
how we steer the sleep of our lashes mire
toward him and all his incursive choir
his invasive baits that wait 
just beyond our scan our pan-sweep
hear the scurve of his scorn as
he takes a bead as
he threads the crosshairs' head he
aims his scissors thorns and scythes
his arrow forms of life at us
us who defend the within



the shining crux of peace
us who are all that stands
between him and empire him
and the sustenance that seethes
behind us the crossroads held
containment of the silo's gold
the sustainments the aliments
all of it's dependent on us it bends on us
to sustain its virgo intacta fold its
its waist delicate as the corset
of steel strands and coils the girdle
that holds its stalks intact

—Stalks nothing but stalks

—A hunter stalks

a sentry stalks too
but a sentry is not a hunter
a sentry is more a prey
a prey that stalks

—A sentry stalks himself

he stalks his previous footsteps
he seeks the pattern of his pace
the purity of his place 
ours is a perfection performed
second by second time upon time
a metronome of sticklerism
a schedule held to the breast
the beating breast in stride
our feet repeat their scheme
patiently patiently we wait

—A hunter waits

but a sentry does not wait
or if we wait we wait
for nothing I mean the nothing we want
to have happen on our watch
if nothing happens then
our stint was taskful our thrashful
ruminations were true
even the generals must salute
our roaming rank our
forging file our
questing queue

—If nothing happens on our shift

after all that is its pursuit
its purpose and nightshift of course 
nightshift less happens
boredom is poured out steadily
the spoil the goal we hold to

—Our stroll our trek our track and back

how our circling resists
the arc of achievement it
rebuffs climax climax
is what a sentry prevents

—Climax denouement 



and all the usual clean-deaths
that only happen upon
the cliffs of resolution where
the right fight is finished and
lean actors of innocence learn
the causative factor events
but such occurances such accuracies
are meant for film
and not for us
the movie finals the arc we start
the bridge 
of sequence burns each frame
cinema is the scorched earth
policy the linear
withdrawal of forces before
the enemy time
which parades way out past its future
the holy deeds of robo-killers smart-bombs
clone-trackers it
precedes its scenes

—Drone cyborg or droid

with nothing left to let us
free of duty
our silo could be empty
for all we know

—If we 

had names maybe 
maybe they would 'low us
allow us to be

—We need no names

names are a burden
if the enemy captured us
our names would betray us
better the numbers we wear
bear up to that torture

—If we had names we

would have to give them to
the enemy but
anything that we can give
the enemy is our enemy ergo
our names are our enemy

—We must sacrifice surrender

better our birthright namesake
grants lucidity than we
be without the elevation
of the demon we call our name

—The cameraderie

necessary for 
the nihilism we must summon
from within our women
to supplement the male nihil
usually lacks enough elan
though the cannonball's velocity stuns
and the sharpshooter's eye evades



the unknown always
such nihilism needs
nicknames not names
names are impediments
to the act we contemplate
but nicknames are its aid

—So true

if I were to say to you
Gerald Thompson
kill that enemy infant
you might hesitate but
when I say hey Gutso off
that brat you hop to it

—Assuming my name was

Gerald Thompson would stump me
saddlehalt me in mid-strike
but Gutso could complete that club
execute that command
impunity lack of complicity
Gutso Gutso cues that kill
Gutso wields that wound
because the kill must be colloquial
monosyllabical

—But even nicknames would end

in empathy in effusion of
our aims even they 
would drain us of purpose
their jocularity would breed 
the inertia of high spirits
bleed us of resolution
even they 
would remind us of history
etymology the root 
of names naming
coinage cognomens
the cupidity of the dictionary

—Yes yes 

it's better if we're anonymous 
when the time comes

—When the time comes

it's better
minus names

—In fact the time comes

with its own names
to which ours
would be barriers

—Ours

if they existed
would only confuse us
the orders must emerge from the mouth
untainted by
identity



—Each spoke-evoke of the mouth

must bear the curse of its most recent kiss
because the kiss is a prostitute
it lures us
like a silo full of sibilance
when the wind blows
and the unhusked saliva flows
that's when the kiss grows to a hiss
a lisp of cornsilk gowns
brushing the floor as
those antique hoary Queens emerge
from the door of the silo's tyrant tower

—The highrise silo why do they build

the silo like a pillar a phallic hill
why such fraternizing
should be forbidden don't
you agree because because
the kiss is like the kill
colloquial nonverbal a mouthless
monosyllable

—If we 

could free
ourselves from these gender
these surrender roles

—If we could see the animal

in our guts curse itself and die
to absolve its enemies
to nourish its heresies

—Accomplishment

goals manifestos and schools
the Isms and Us'ns
beneath whose flags
we die
in the name of they
the name of we

—Namelessness is the only

unity we need between
the hand and its weapon
the sword and its hand
the hand and its wield of old
the wield of old
is all we hold

—Can you shout the code the slogan bold

I want to be
a sentry like my father

—Can you emit with exclamatory volume

and vehemence
I want to be 
a sentry like
my father

—Can I hit you mate



—Can I bleed comrade

—Forget our names

we come with combs
to kill the wombs
that breed us feed us

—Think of our barracks how

it lies beneath the silo
how we lie asleep in our bunks ranks
as the tubes descend
from the ceiling to feed us sieve love
those snakelike rubber straws that dangle from 
above
we  feed on force
we suck the dugs that dig 
our mugs our mouths 
our glugs of lungs 
how they plunge the pole
and drunge apart the hole
that opens our pan

—Dribbledown infusions of longstream go

scattergrain rain the kibble
in which we wallow shelter 
all day until the reveille-roll
the clarion-call
the roster-rooster has us up
steady to stand the strains of our staunch stretch

—I swear allegience to the Silo

fealty to what feeds me
its shield I'll be
it shall vanquish all I know

—Shall I let it languish-so no no    

—Its vegetating vigil is all the flag I need

—It obviates my stead

inundates my bread
corresponds to
my exactitude

—Ubiquity ubiquity how praise thy thrall

gunnysacks
full of flayed seeds the goddess
Ceres the mall of her spill 
the span of her rain

—To be a silo hero

when we know
proximity to its still
is harmful for a male
that's why it must be 
guarded so heavily
because its nearness
undoes us



—Destroys us

—It's not just

because nightshift is quiet
and therefore more dangerous
than day no
it's always it's all the shifts all the guards
must pay
the ultimate fate 
each dawn the firingsquad waits
to undo our duty 
to unwind our rounds

—The circular the cyclical the 

circumvention of the linear
takes root at a core
to which all come
commerce a clearing
in the mass a marketplace or worse   

—Does this pile of food we guard

deserve our ward

—Does its remorseless

retaliation
recoil
our mandate 
its special
envoy
ceasefire
our ceaseless

—If we could desert our posts

if we could quit this questless
emergent march if we could rest if

—Ultimate-uttermost most-worse

this
goddess goddess
thy divagating entrances to the hall of
thy

—Thus the silo soliloquizes

and say what it speaks is us
and pray its monologue 
monopolizes our
our monotonous 
our endless 

(Pause.  Throughout the play the sentries are attacked randomly by offstage forces.  
The unfortunate actors portraying the sentries never know when such fusillades will 
occur.  Bulletholes enter their bodies to release not blood, but spills of grain.  They 
take no notice of these wounds: no halts in the dialogue, please.)

July 25, 2006 

BUFFER

if I could surround myself with stuff to steal



diamonds cars and furs and all
then the thieves would never reach me
to rob my lashes limbs and love
like they do now

*
*

ZENITH

Once a rocket lived in the soarway
Now it’s gone
Only a bird fills our sun socket
Then travels on

Hovering at all angles to
Our tallest days
Where the lion says needle star to god
There stays no trace

I wanted to share 
The occasions of that height
Even if it was only a while
The moan-length of a laugh I lived

I wanted to live there
But I failed at the sight

*
*

July 25, 2006

excerpt from:

gustave morin's first interview / questions by Renee Tomsich for UPFRONT magazine, 
may 2003

2. What were your artistic influences/inspirations in making the book?.

i don't like this question, but i'll try and answer it. the biggest influence on my work is
the life that i lead. all my work comes out of my life, first and foremost. that is 
primary. the other artists and writers i like i can list, but they don't necessarily have 
any bearing on this book, or my work in general, so that won't really be helpful. as i 
mentioned, a penny dreadful is a collection of concrete poetry. no one in the world 
even knows what concrete poetry is, so it would be futile for me to name some of the 
writers i like that have also mined this vein. (and i'm not trying to be vague, i'm 
simply keeping in mind the readership of UPFRONT magazine...)  since i was a kid i've 
had a love / hate relationship with comics. i similarly have a love / hate relationship 
to the cinema. i read everything: poets, novelists, philosophers, social-scientists, 
theorists, art history, the pulps -- really, a little bit of everything. some of my favorite
global intelligences are: jwcurry, d.a. levy, f.a.nettelbeck, Bern Porter, Wallace 
Berman, Roland Topor, E.M.Cioran, Willard S. Bain, Oyvind Fahlstrom, Ian Hamilton 
Finlay, Werner Herzog, Ian Curtis, F.W.Nietzsche, Joseph Cornell, Mark Laba, Gordon 
Matta-Clarke, Marcel Duchamp, Antonin Artaud, Bill Knott, diter rot, ray johnson, 
Sidney Simes, Jess Collins, Gustave Verbeek, Ed Ruscha, Max Ernst, Goya, Ernest 



Buckler jr., Alfred Jarry, B.S. Johnson, William S.Burroughs, e.e.cummings, Northrope 
Frye, Thorstein Veblen, Cornell Woolrich, Ambrose Bierce, Heraclitus and Diogenes, 
just off the top of my head. this list could easily go on and on until there were 2000 
names on it. (& people tell me constantly that i don't like anything!)

_____

between artaud
and rot
sits knott
what a spot
where do i go
to escape that lot

*
*

July 28, 2006

COMMENTS

you might as
well drop
between Heraclitus
and Spot:
Artaud in the stream
not Knott in Rot's dream

Posted by: Tom   | July 29, 2006 at 12:41 AM

===========================

mr. bill knott !

how delightful!

i still read and love your work -- think you one of the greats. i've certainly supped at
your ultra-literate trough on more than a few occasions. thank you my dear sir for 
that, your gigantic contribution.

(...i don't know that being caught somewhere between artaud and rot is all that 
terrible a place to be 'found' in world literature. -- and i did provis-o that the list 
was off the top o my head-o...)

this has charmed my day, seeing this.

i must procure your new books, i know there are a few out there since i last stirred 
the soup.

you are wonderful. don't dismay; i'm glad that you were born. thank you for your 
sustained efforts. they made a difference to me.

i hope that you are well, and writing.

23 skidoo!

gustave m.



===========================

Posted by: gustave morin   | July 31, 2006 at 01:00 PM

THE POEM IS ALIVE

The critic's hand can only be cured by atrocity
It sharpens the next dictator's homily

Gripping cash beneath arctic lamps
The uncompiled umpires run through fields

The pheromones have gone home
To a cathedral catheterized by eels

Above the wheat's bending amen-figures
Night convinces the day to wait for us

Upstairs with all the rest of the frauds
A mirror remains the daughter of anus 

Of course the poem is alive to its limits
To the length that composition permits

*
*

July 29, 2006

why not

**
excerpts from:

Contemporary Poetry Review
The Unsubscriber, by Bill Knott. Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2004. 
As Reviewed By: Marc Pietrzykowski

"[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]. . . . [This book is] 
further evidence that his style has grown long in the tooth. . . . 
In fact, [at least one of his poems is] unethical. . . ."

*

To summarize: my poetry is queerly adolescent, extremely weird, personal to the 
point of obscurity; its idiosyncrasy has grown formulaic; over the years it has gotten 
more obscure and terse; it leaves the reader with barely no impression; it is petulant,
and its style is old-fashioned, no longer au courant; and it can even be unethical.

To boil it down yet further, one must describe my poetry with the following terms:

Queer, adolescent, weird, obscure, formulaic, terse, scootish, unimpressive, petulant,
passé, unethical.



*
*

Is it any wonder that I have limped off here to the blog-bog, the elephants' graveyard 
of bad writers, here where like many others who have failed as real poets, i.e. print 
poets, I too am nothing but a pathetic example of vanity and fatuity, waste-filling this
space with my noxious knottious verse until Alzheimers or the Bird Flu mercifully 
deletes me.

*

July 29, 2006 

COMMENTS

"Queer, adolescent, weird, obscure, formulaic, terse, scootish, unimpressive, 
petulant, passé, unethical."

= "Singular, of raw sensibility, unconventional, suggestive, structured, elliptical, 
dense, subtle, indignant, marked by its era, raises urgent ethical issues in a 
challenging way."

Hypocorismos can come in handy.

Posted by: alex dickow   | July 30, 2006 at 10:36 AM

*

I love to drop Sylvia Plath on Hiroshima.

*
*

July 30, 2006

NOTE: MOST OF MY POETRY FROM THE PAST 45 YEARS HAS BEEN PUBLISHED ON THIS 
BLOG.  TO ACCESS, CLICK ON THE WORD "ARCHIVES" TO THE RIGHT HERE FOR A LIST OF
DAY-TO-DAY ENTRIES.  I CAN SEND YOU FREE PDFS OF ALL THE POEMS/BOOKS I'VE 
POSTED HERE: IF YOU WANT THEM, EMAIL ME AT notknott@aol.com

pdf books available include:

Collected Political Poems 1965-2005
Selected Love Poems
Collected Quatorzains
Homages
Selected Poems 1960-2000
(Acting Poems): A Selection
All My Thoughts Are the Same: Collected Short Poems 1960-2007
Two Comedies
and other misc. booklets

(please note: these pdf files are page-formatted to be printed out doublesided 
(duplex mode) and then folded and stapled together to make a booklet.)



*

July 05, 2006

COMMENTS

..a fine ending to sunday.

Posted by: Tom   | July 30, 2006 at 02:21 PM

Dear Bill,

Not true! I put nothing on my site but my stupid poetry. And I am happy doing it. My 
stupid site makes me happy, and will help people if they read it someday.

Always,

Ricky Garni

I am so glad that you do yours. It puts a spring in my step.

Posted by: Richard Garni   | August 01, 2006 at 08:44 PM

Hey there bill,
it's patricia. Listen, I was curious what you'd think of my idea. Even though you told 
me to send, I don't. But I do write, and I think that after being a good person, it 
could be one of the best things I could do with my life, but like you've pointed out, 
noboby reads or buys poetry anymore except the poets themselves. If I really want 
to reach people, shouldn't I just send some stuff out to hallmark? People buy poetry 
on cards, treasure it, reread it and keep it someplace special. Maya Angelou does it,
can't I ?
Please help. I'm desperate to publish.
thanks and love,
t

Posted by: Patricia Addis   | August 21, 2006 at 02:27 AM

Bill,

I can’t tell you how glad I am you started this blog. Reading it has already consumed
my entire day, and will certainly consume many more. As for the poetry book biz, 
it’s like they say about academia: the competition is so fierce because the stakes 
are so low. And poetry critics are the least consequential of all. The ladder has no 
lower rung.

I guess I’m one of the few who has bought every book of yours I’ve been able to 
find. If you’re really not going to publish books anymore and are going to post all of 
your poems on this blog, I would be happy to pay to keep this blog flowing. I’m sure 
some others would as well. In the blog world, people often put a Pay-Pal donation 
box up. I think you should do the same. I mean, it may not have been profitable for 
a publisher to print, warehouse, distribute, etc., but there are still people out there
who love your poetry and would pay for it. I do -- and would -- anyway...

--E

Posted by: E No   | August 22, 2006 at 11:39 AM

i like this, that you are posting all your poetry here



Posted by: tao   | September 26, 2006 at 12:35 PM

How wonderful to rediscover you here. You were the best teacher I ever had at the 
University of Iowa way back in 1983-84.

Posted by: Todd Colby   | October 26, 2006 at 09:32 PM

Dear Bill,

George Starbuck introduced me to your poetry many, many years ago, and since that
time, I have consumed your books and poems. I owe George many things and one, 
for sure, is the pleasure of your poems. Thank you, Bill

Posted by: Roger Scott   | November 04, 2006 at 04:26 AM

Hi Bill,
Can't imagine you with a blog...Now there's a reason to get my computer fixed...
Mary Saliba

Posted by: mary saliba   | December 03, 2006 at 08:19 AM

Can't help noticing that while lots of poets have blogs, most of them post very little of
their own verse onto those blogs.  Despite recent furious hyping of the blogosphere as 
the new significant medium for poetry, how many put their money where their mouth 
is?  If they really believe the web has revolutionized the distribution of poetry etc., 
why aren't they posting all their poems onto their blogs?  Some seem to be saying one 
thing and doing another.  The purpose of many poets' blogs looks to be to advertise 
their print publications, as if that were the point of it all.  Maybe it is.

(But if X and Y promote and glorify themselves as heroic pioneers in the brave new 
world of online poetries, why do they still publish their work in print-book form?  Why 
aren't they instead publishing those book mss. on their blogs for all to read?)   (No, I'm 
not thinking of anybody in particular; just a general impression.)

*

as a footnote to the above, I'm posting a note from David Baratier below that was sent
to the Lucipo chatroom where they're evidently so bored they've taken to insulting the
easiest target around, namely me: who, since I'm not an editor or a reviewer, and 
because I have never been/and never am chosen as a Judge for a contest or a grant 
panel, and ergo consequently have no powerbase in the Po Biz, ergo therefore I can 
be slandered and ridiculed WITH IMPUNITY; one of their chortlers going so far as to 
suggest that like Kurt Cobain I should have killed myself long ago (get in line on that 
one, hon, they've been telling me to do that for 40 years, what else is new):

[Lucipo] Bill Knott's Blog
David Baratier editor at pavementsaw.org
Tue Aug 1 14:34:39 EDT 2006

If it helps clarify your earlier analogy, the last time I talked to Bill  
  I offered to publish a print run of 1500 copies of new book of poems
  that was all new work. While I suppose my admonishment of the editorial 
  methods and choices by Tom and Ed for two of his earlier collections 
  might have led to dropping discussion of a new book, I've always thot him 
  as being of stronger brew than that. Perhaps he is still considering us. 
  He launched his blog shortly afterwards, which, even if he still is pretending 
that no one will publish him, I am glad to see. I am also happy that he dropped 
Louise Gluck from his "I am a footnote to Jim Tate" (& LG) line that he berates himself



with.

Be well

David Baratier, Editor

Pavement Saw Press
PO Box 6291
Columbus, OH 43206
http://pavementsaw.org

*

In line with this, here's a recent email I got, followed by most of my reply, revised for 
this posting:

From:   Dr. Herbert Stern [mailto:dr.herbertstern@comcast.net]
Sent:   Sun 7/2/2006 5:06 PM
To:     William Knott
Cc:     joan and henry Braun; Tam Lin Neville
Subject:        ms.

Dear Mr. Knott,

I just finished reading your interview with Rob Arnold (Rob and I share a writing 
group).  I'm writing to you now because Henry and Joan Braun, along with my wife, 
Tamlin Neville and I, have just started a coop poetry press for writers over 60 who 
have published at least a book or two.  I know how you feel about presses, but you 
many develop a soft spot for ours.  Henry,  Tam, and I serve as editors, and we all 
have published books (Henry's first was with Atheneum and his most recent (Loyalties)
was with us, offthegridpress.net.  We use Loyalties as a calling card and of course I'd 
be glad to send you a copy.

While we're all new at this, we're serious and  ambitious, and you're just the kind of 
poet we'd most love to publish.  We did Henry's book (sewn binding, acid-free paper, 
beautiful design) for $3.00 a copy, and hope to keep future costs in that range.   
Further, we're all avid readers, and we would try not to be too easy on you.  We'd be 
very honored if you'd even consider doing a collected poems with us.

Three of us are in our latish 70s, which helped inspire the idea for a press.

If, after reading our website, you have any interest, do let me know, 
either by e-mail or at 617.629.2541.

Best regards,

Bert Stern

Reply  [NOTE: revised for this posting]       
From:       William Knott      Sent:       Fri 7/14/2006 6:09 PM
To:       Dr. Herbert Stern

Thanks for your note and, I guess, invitation to submit something to your press. . .
I admire your devotion and effort in what you're doing. . .

I don't know what I'm going to do in terms of publishing another book. . . 6 or 7 years 
ago I sent out a book which was rejected by over 25 places, but just in the past 12 
months you're the 5th publisher whose interest I've rebuffed. . .



Jonathan Galassi at Farrar Straus wanted me to do a large Selected, but I declined. . .
University of Iowa asked to do a Collected Early Poems, and I blew them off. . . One 
of my ex-students, Janaka Stucky, has started a press called Black Ocean, and he was 
willing to do two books, one of old poetry, one of new, but I said no. . .  another press
whose name I can't even remember solicited a book ms., and I didn't even bother to 
reply to them. . .

[end of reply excerpt]

*
and of course Baratier, whose "offer" I didn't answer. . .

*
So what's that make, 6 publishers now in the past year I've been unable to say yes 
to . . .

*

(Parethetically, when Farrar Straus published my book in 04 their "placement editor" 
inserted my poems (without my knowledge or permission) into the New Yorker and 
Poetry (Chicago) and some other mags which had rejected me for 4 decades, and my 
response was NOT gratitude, it seemed so absurd and humiliating to me that those 
mags needed the imprimatur of FSG before they'd finally take the risk of printing my 
work. . .  I will never publish in a "big" mag again if i can help it...)

*

my position right now (maybe I'll change it six months from now; i'm nothing if not) is 
that i will never "publish" anything anywhere in any mag or book of any kind if I can 
help it, i will publish nothing nowhere but on my blog....

because what the fuck's the point of me publishing (or trying to publish) in print 
anymore when I can put it all here on the blog. . .

seriously

*

—by the way, the book ms. mentioned above as being rejected by over 25 places was 

titled Plaza de Loco (poems 1994-99).  Here's a list of the folks who nixed it:

Verse Magazine Press (Judge: Tomaz Salamun)
U. of Wisconsin Press (Judge: Robert Bly)
AWP/Pittsburgh U. Press (Judge: Marvin Bell)
Ohio U. Press (Judge: Louis Simpson)
Colorado Review Press (Judge: Mark Strand)
Sarabande Books (Judge: Marilyn Hacker)
U. of Akron Press (Elton Glazer)
Southern Illinois U. Press (Judge: Rodney Jones)
Cleveland State U. Press (Judge: Mark Jarman)
National Poetry Series (Judges: Ai, Robert Bly, 
   Nathaniael Mackey, Ishmael Reed, Pattiann Rogers)
Utah Univ. Press (Judge: Mary Oliver)  
Bluestem Press (Judge: Mark Cox)
U. of North Texas Press (Judge: T. R. Hummer)
Lynx House Press (Judge: Primus St. John)
Salmon Run Press (Judge: J. Rod Clark)
BkMk Press (Judge: Miller Williams)
Juniper/U. of Mass. Press
Field/Oberlin College Press



Alice James Press
Ashland Poetry Press
Helicon Nine Editions
Wordworks
Snake Nation Press

*
(Notice that Robert Bly rejected it twice . . . he was also the editor of BAP that year 
and guess what he didn't choose me for that either)

*

August 01, 2006

COMMENTS

Great assumptions made about the intentions of poet-bloggers, no? I blog for a sense
of community, to "meet" poets, etc. I do post poems, but not in a publishing sense. 
The blog become a way of trying things out, seeing what they look like away from 
the page. I certainly don't blog or publish online due to any disdain for print. Yours is
actually the only blog that I'm aware of that claims such a motive, and isn't that 
motive rather symptomatic of a kind of obsession with--rather than disdain for--
print publication?

Posted by: Josh Hanson   | August 03, 2006 at 08:28 AM

Bill,

I like your blog. I'm still reading and watching stuff very carefully. Hopefully I'm 
learning.

I'm going to email you eventually about the poems you sent me. I find you 
interesting and honest.

Sheryl

Posted by: Sheryl   | August 03, 2006 at 09:40 AM

Hi,
May I point your attention to Obadiah Shoher's book, Samson Blinded: A 
Machiavellian Perspective on the Middle East Conflict? 
Yahoo and Google banned the book's website from their ad programs for 
"unacceptable content," and Amazon deleted all reviews. The book, however, is only 
honest, and the measures suggested are only rational.
Shoher is a pen name for veteran politician. He dealt with antiterrorism issues for 
most of his career. The Samson Blinded dissects honestly the problems accumulated 
since the Jews returned to Palestine. Advocating political rationalism, it deplores 
both Jewish and Muslim myths, and argues for efficiency and separating politics 
from moralism. 
Please download a copy from www.terrorismisrael.com 
Being banned from Google, we depend on links to bring Shoher's message. May I ask 
you to link to us from your site? 

Thank you,

Sheila

Posted by: Sheila1985   | August 05, 2006 at 03:58 AM



I post pretty much all my new poetry to my blog. I post some of my old poetry. And I
put out a print book for those who might want a hard copy. I think the internet and 
blogging in particular are a spectacular way to explore poetry. My poems are 
definitely where my mouth is.

Posted by: Julie Carter   | August 05, 2006 at 09:09 AM

I post on my blog as a 'first go' thing- the rewrite usually comes later.

I have removed posts with poems I plan to send to a print journal, though. Some 
places make a huge deal about poems being anywhere on the web even if your blog 
gets only 20-30 hits a day (and most of those friends).

I think it's short-sighted of the print folks to be so exclusive- I've bought $10+ 
journals because I found blog friends published there-

Posted by: shann palmer   | August 05, 2006 at 03:17 PM

Bill,

Why blow off offers to publish you? I don't get it.

Sean

Posted by: Sean Casey   | August 05, 2006 at 05:44 PM

Bill--

I agree, it is most unfortunate that those 25 publishers have bad taste. It is for 
reasons such as this I had to combat the mediocrity of current American poetry 
publishers by setting up my own spacious teepee. I also do not have a book of poems
out yet for this reason. Don't fret, I have decided that I will start publishing poems 
on people's blogs and never open a blog myself. This way I can remain a moving 
target. Since you are the greatest living short poem writer that is not me here is a 
recent short one:

We all want to be close to greatness

move your legs like streets 
that have no conditional
participants, loser.

PS: Bill, I still need a judge for our book contest. If you choose a book that is too 
excellent we could always play another joke on Foetry and tell them afterwards that
you chose a former student. Are you interested?

Posted by: Dave Baratier   | August 06, 2006 at 09:56 PM

Bill, I'm enjoying your weblog very much. Can't say the same for Pavement Saw. Click
my name for details.

Posted by: Alan "Foetry"   | August 07, 2006 at 01:31 PM

Alan-- I thought you were in retirement/hiding ever since I let you know there is a 
place called the Better Business Bureau that already does your job.



Beware Cordle, I am not afraid to sic a bevy of trained cartoonists on you--

Be well 
David Baratier, Editor 
Pavement Saw Press 
PO Box 6291 
Columbus OH 43206 USA
http://pavementsaw.org

Posted by: Dave Baratier   | August 07, 2006 at 06:30 PM

Hi David,

Perhaps you should do your job and return the entry fees when your judges award 
"prizes" to the students where they teach. What's that? You say you don't know if Bin 
Ramke did that in the contest you administer? Why don't you ask him?

--the BBB of Po-e-try

Posted by: Alan "Retiree"   | August 07, 2006 at 06:52 PM

Alan-- I am sorry you have no sense of humor, maybe reading some would help, its 
labeled 817 using the dewey decimal system. A job involves being paid so it is not 
one of those. Your policies of not letting me reply directly on the site and using 
unedited personal correspondance without my permission are uncool and unethical. 
But that can be discussed elsewhere. Ethics are in section 174. Hope that helps.

Be well 
David Baratier, Editor 
Pavement Saw Press 
PO Box 6291 
Columbus OH 43206 USA
http://pavementsaw.org

Posted by: Editor in league with satan   | August 08, 2006 at 07:37 AM

You're so right, David. Zero humor. Nada. Did you write something funny?

Thanks for the Dewey refresher course. As an editor, since you appear to need help 
with apostrophes and commas, you might try the 808.042 section.

You say, "Your policies of not letting me reply directly on the site and using unedited
personal correspondance without my permission are uncool and unethical."

There is no such policy in place. Register, reply. You ignored a thoughtful, well-
meaning email from the site manager, Matt, sent in June, so he posted it on the 
site. Big deal.

I don't know who's a bigger whiner, you or your "judge," Bin.

Posted by: Alan FoMo   | August 08, 2006 at 10:21 AM

"Can't help noticing that while lots of poets have blogs, most of them post very little
of their own verse onto those blogs."

As both a publisher and long-time advocate of self-publishing and zine culture, my 
guess is that most are not fearless enough to expose their work to the public without
the illusion of validation from a publisher. I can’t imagine that poets would be 
deluded enough to think that it would hurt ‘book sales.’



As for the continued appeal of printed work in an electronic age, my feeling is that 
it has to do with aesthetics and the physical-orientation of humans. People who 
read, especially people who read poetry, still like the feel of books – and there is 
something to be said for the occupation of physical space, the ordering of pages, 
and how that influences the way we read. I got into literary publishing partially to 
promote the work I love, and partially because I have a fetish for books.

But I am not defending the absence of poetry on blogs – I agree with you. In fact, I 
think that ideally both options should be made available, and when they are I think 
that readers avail themselves of both formats. The people I know who are the most 
avid consumers of printed poetry are also the most avid consumers of online poetry. 
It seems absurd that one should exclude the other. 

Posted by: Janaka Stucky   | August 09, 2006 at 08:51 AM

"Trained cartoonist?"

Posted by: Jimmy   | August 10, 2006 at 09:17 AM

PS: I'm *still* convinced that the real Bill Knott commited suicide in the 70s--
whoever the sellout-joker is that keeps this weblog running is headed for disaster...

Posted by: Jimmy   | August 10, 2006 at 09:33 AM

Trained Cartoonist

You won't suddenly turn around 
and find a puddle of piss
drawn in the corner

--David Baratier

Posted by: Dave Baratier   | August 16, 2006 at 12:24 PM

*
*

The word "insanity" has two i's in it, and thus incodes the very schizophrenia it 
purports to label.

*
*

You have touched my movie romances with impious hands.

*
*

If ever I was whole, no tiny cuts
in my hands and hair, I wish to
gosh I was or at least a little so.

*
*

August 05, 2006 



COMMENTS

These are great. I especially like the one beginning, "They stole all the 
belongings..."

I've only recently gotten to reading your blog. I'm happy to see it up - thanks for the 
tip.

Posted by: Janaka Stucky   | August 09, 2006 at 08:58 AM

response to dave baratier

should i be pleased with you calling me what a good writer of short poems, but short 
poems are not real poems, are they in the Norton, is there a short poem in David 
Lehman's anthols, he's the boss of poetry what he says goes and he says no to short 
poems, does Louise Gluck write short poems of course not, ergo the short poem is not 
a legitimate mode or form, and anyway Silliman reviewed my self-published book of 
short poems and concluded they were worthless so THE FUCKING VERDICT IS IN.

*
*

August 07, 2006

A further thought, Sean

the point is, Sean, why should I put out another printbook when the ones I've done in 
the past have earned me nothing but devastating hurt and humiliation? I actually, 
believe it or not, I can't believe I was stupid enough to do it, I actually presented 
some follow-up potential projects to FSG and of course they rejected them, so fuck it 
I can't keep doing this printbook thing, I'm 66 years old and a failure and I don't care 
about having another book, I hate the idea of it, it means nothing to me but anguish 
and defeat and despair. . .

i can print all my poems on my blog and the hell with the rest of it. . . if anyone or 
no-one wants to read them, fine, here they are or aren't. . .

i hope i can stick to this decision, that i'm not lured back into doing another 
printbook, i hope to die rather than go through that again. . .

*
*

August 07, 2006 

COMMENTS

Sean Casey I appreciate all you have done for literacy the past few years, tho I was 
real disappointed when you were forced to leave Ohio to go to Pittsburgh.

Bill, take it easy on Sean Casey, you should be more sympathetic, no one wants him,
and he has had to live in three different cities since December. Now he is stuck in 
Detroit. By the way, nice homer on Wednesday. Do you think if I sent you a new title 
of ours, like Steve Davenport's Uncontainable Noise you could give the camera a 
good oogle of the book? Let me know, thanks!



Be well 
David Baratier, Editor

Pavement Saw Press 
PO Box 6291 
Columbus OH 43206 USA
http://pavementsaw.org

Posted by: Dave Baratier   | August 07, 2006 at 06:05 PM

===========================

mr. bill knott :::

i just here want to pipe in to say that i would rather read your many fine words on 
paper than i would on television... books, knott. books!

i mostly agree with you on presses, but i think you sell yourself short by opting out 
of them altogether. i like to think of books as bombs... they trickle out into the 
world and you never know when one might go off. if the books are not there, and 
the contents are all here (on television), then you may not be poised to reach new 
people, and that's a shame, cos your work needs to reach new people.

(i first found corpse & beans in 1994, whereupon i bought it on a lark. over the years
i've rounded out my collection with further titles. had it not been for the 
happenstance stumbling on your work in a used bookstore, i still wouldn't know you 
from abel.)

do you see what i'm saying?

hang in there my friend. you don't need to work so hard anymore...

chin up!

gustave m.

p.s. pay no mind to anything silliman has to say. he's wrong about most things...

===========================

Posted by: gustave m.   | August 09, 2006 at 05:36 PM

a response to Sean Casey

a response to Sean Casey’s comment

here’s Sean Casey’s comment to a post from
a couple days ago:

Bill,

Why blow off offers to publish you? I don't get it.

Sean

Posted by: Sean Casey | August 05, 2006 at 05:44 PM



Sean, 
I’ll try to answer. In 1995, BOA published my book “The Quicken Tree,” and essentially
it bombed. Almost no reviews, and the few there were, were minimal, tepid notices, 
and it sold miserably (they foolishly printed too many copies; without consulting me, 
of course). . . But I kept writing, and eventually put together a book called “Plaza de 
Loco,” which gathered poems from approx. 1994 to 1999, but that ms. was rejected 
by dozens of publishers (you can see a partial list in the post you commented on). 
Disheartened by these rejections, I arranged with BOA to put out a so-called 
“Collected Comic Poems” in 2000. And it too was a bust. The sales were nothing (this 
time BOA was smarter and they printed far fewer copies), and the zilch reviews it 
garnered were so unsatisfactory that I stopped writing for a year. Then stubbornly or 
rather stupidly I worked more with the poems from “Plaza,” and then in 2003 
Jonathan Galassi at Farrar Straus and Giroux asked to see a ms., so I sent him the best
poems I had written from 1994 to 2003, and that ms. was pretty much the book “The 
Unsubscriber,” pubbed by FSG in 2004. So: ten years of work, and what was the 
response? Again, the book was a dud, dead from the start. You can read my post of a 
few days ago where I reprinted what a critic in the Contemporary Poetry Review said 
about it. His list of insults is quite incisive, quite deadly, quite murderous: it certainly
killed me. It (the book) got two inches in an omnibus review in the NYTimes, where 
that Elliptical guy summarily and condescendingly dismissed it as “scrimshaw.” Oh 
yes, Poetry (Chicago) devoted three pages to it, but the reviewer (Megan O’Rourke) 
and presumably the editor, Christian Wiman, were obviously not interested in 
reviewing the poems themselves, which were barely mentioned or quoted from: no, 
most of their space was devoted to, what’s the right verb, conveying, spreading, 
passing on, rumors—rumors, anecdotes about a nervous breakdown I supposedly had in
the 1960s: that’s what Poetry (Chicago) Magazine wanted to print about me, prurient 
gossip; they ignored the poems, the work of a decade, poetry I wrote from ages 54 to 
63, because they mostly wanted to focus on repeating stories about some crazy things 
I had supposedly done in my 20s. . . . that’s what interested them, sensationalist 
rumors of my youthful ‘psychotic’ episodes, not my mature works of poetry. (Need I 
mention that Poetry Magazine had not reviewed a single book of mine for 30 years 
before this farcical hatchetjob.) And then to add even more insult to it, to conclude 
their non-review, they associated me, they deposed me into alignment not with some 
legitimate poet from my generation, but with some rock’n’roller!

And of course “The Unsubscriber” sold nothing, and went into remaindership almost as
soon as it came out. . .

Now whaddaya want, Sean, you want me to go through that again. I may be a 
masochist, but I’m not cruisin for that bruisin again. That hurt and humiliation I am 
not seeking. I will never publish another print book again, and as I say that I 
remember with chagrin and anguish that a printbook of mine which I was blackmailed 
and deceived into agreeing to do is scheduled to be published in Jan 07, and the 
thought fills me with loathing and pain. I wish I were dead rather than have to deal 
with that.

*
*

August 07, 2006

COMMENTS

Bill--

Thank you for the response to my little question.

I've read your rejection notes before, but also the praise--the blurbs on your self-
pub'd books, for instance. But praise or no praise, why not turn the "fuck it" into 
"fuck 'em" and keep the books coming?



Whatever happened to a healthy "who cares?" Aren't most critics no-account chumps?

And anyway, what about invective poems?

Cowboy up,
Sean

Posted by: Sean Casey   | August 08, 2006 at 11:41 AM

That's creepy of you. You should cut it out.

--some rock'n'roller

Posted by: Richard Hell   | August 09, 2006 at 10:08 PM

*

I whined and complained in a post last week about the demeaning coverage my last 
theoretically-real book received from Poetry (Chicago) Magazine. Until that hackpiece
appeared in early 2005, they had not critiqued any of my books for 33 years, in fact 
since the May 1972 issue where my book “Nights of Naomi” was savaged as part of an 
omnibus review by Charles Molesworth.  

Anyway, between 1972 and 2005, between the time of these two bookend reviews by 
Molesworth and Meghan O’Rourke, I published what, 6 or 7 books, none of which 
Poetry deigned to take notice of.

Different editors, yes: Daryl Hine in 1972, and Christian Wiman in 2005, but it’s 
interesting to note that the magazine’s editorial policy toward me did not change in 
that time.  Just as they used the 2005 “review” to spread vicious gossip about me, so 
they did the same in 1972.  The 1972 review set the tone for the 2005 one.

Here’s an excerpt from the Molesworth:

“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.”

So, here’s the sequence: in 1972 Poetry Magazine prints a rumor that says in effect 
that I’m afraid to give (I can’t face the horror of) poetry readings.

And then guess what happens?  My reading invitations dry up.  No one will ask me to 
read.  Even today, 3 decades later, I get almost no requests to give readings because 
everybody knows, everybody has heard that I can’t “face the horror of a poetry 
reading.”  It said so right there in Poetry Magazine.

After they printed that nonsense (oh yes, they labeled it a “rumor,” but everybody 
knows how such floaters spread and take on the facsimile of fact), after Poetry used 
the venue of what was ostensibly a book review to, to, what’s the term I’m looking for
. . . well, what would you call it?  One thing's for sure: after that piece appeared, my 
reading career was destroyed.

Just one question: Poetry Magazine has in its long history published hundreds maybe 
thousands of reviews of poetry books: have they ever, in the text of any of those 
reviews printed rumors and gossip about anyone other than me? 

Is there a single instance, can you remember a similar case where the reviewer 
paused in the course of his or her consideration of the book under review: 



parethetically paused to share some precious oddment of rumor gossip about the poet 
whose work they were appraising; can you recall another such incident in the pages of
Poetry Magazine?   

I haven’t read all those reviews, so I can’t say for sure, but I think not.  

I think I am the only one to have been so honored.

*
*

August 14, 2006 

COMMENTS

1972 was before I was born. And no one reads POETRY magazine anyway. Hell, I gave
you two readings myself. One with Szporluk and one with Franz Wright. Now you're 
on a big press and all you do is keep complaining. Lighten up, Bill.

xxxjimmy

Posted by: Jimmy   | August 14, 2006 at 11:47 PM

Mr. Knott,

Don't focus on the painful past too much; focus on the present and preserving your 
eminent body of work, it is really outstanding stuff, and focus on making human 
connections with other poets, like you are beginning to do now on your blog.

Time is the great equalizer. Pay no mind to the awards and fame your peers collect 
Today.

You will be remembered, trust me, I am a young poet who comes from a very slowly 
emerging school of poets that is a rich pool of talent. We all were mentored by the 
same poets who will be remembered for their creative and critical work as well as 
principled mentorship, just like you. Through young poets your work will have a very
long life of its own, because you influence our work and if anyone asks me I will 
always say so: "You have to read Bill Knott. You have to teach Bill Knott."

p.s. None of us attended workshops, so our literary circle was not artificially 
formed, it is an organic entity.

Warmest regards, HD

Posted by: HD   | August 15, 2006 at 03:16 AM

(not an official workshop anyway)

Posted by: HD   | August 15, 2006 at 04:09 AM

If only mouthwash could talk.

August 14, 2006 

found poem



*

act advance another ask assisted bag best body book call care cases close come 
cyanide days death decision die doctor does dr drugs dying effects end euthanasia 
even exit extremely family few final find first form found friends gas get give good 
group health help hospice hospital ill illness insurance kill know later law leave lethal 
life lives long man may medical method mg might minutes must note now often own 
pain patient people person physician plastic possible right should sleep state suffering
suicide support take taken taking tell terminal time took two use used want whether 
wish without years

*
*

August 15, 2006

autumn: leaves fall from my teardrops

August 15, 2006

I don’t want to live with the alone tonight.

August 15, 2006

the moment was crucial
as the flashbacks in a commercial
for a self-portrait

August 16, 2006

at the threshold of fatality
the venetian blinds
drew the shadow
of a potential witness

August 16, 2006

the murderer as he struck should have been repelled by my lapels

August 16, 2006

A poem is the sum of its excerpts.

August 16, 2006

I wish I could reduce my poems to soundbites.

August 16, 2006

My printbooks made me visible, ie a target, but now with this blog I can hide. No one 
can get at me here.

August 16, 2006

CAConrad, Antipoet

Silliman's blog today features a new book by CAConrad. He quotes some poems, all of 



which are admirable, but strangely doesn't place them in any historical or esthetic 
context. To me, reading them, they seem like a contemporary version of the 
Antipoem, defined and written in the past by such as Rozewicz (along with many other
Post-WWII Eastern European poets) and Parra. The Antipoem, as I had occasion to 
argue two years ago on the Skanky Possum site, is the longed-for Third Way, the 
healthy alternative to the decaying pathologies of AvantPo and SoQ. Conrad seems to 
have freed himself from the clutches of those two evil twins. His work deserves 
recognition and praise.

(I would have said something to this effect on the Silliman site, but before one can 
post a comment there, one first has to swear allegiance to the Blogger(TM) Empire 
and take a blood-oath to obey its secret code commands.)

(At least the Typepad software here doesn't force you to sign-up and kiss its corporate
keester in order to just pop something into the comments box. )

*

August 17, 2006

COMMENTS

What is the Antipoem?

"[T]he longed-for Third Way, the healthy alternative to the decaying pathologies of 
AvantPo and SoQ."

I think this is true, it is what I have observed of the current American poetry 
landscape, and explains the white-noise confusion of manifestos and the fitful spurts
of movements. Literary movements cannot be forced or created, they happen 
spontaneously, precipitously break open after gestating for 8 years, yes?

I have been reading Georg Trakl and Bertolt Brecht looking for that Third Way. I have
also been reading and watching everything that is poetry and is not remotely related
to poetry looking for the Third Way. For me Brecht's poetry and

Posted by: HD   | August 17, 2006 at 09:10 AM

(Sorry)

"[T]he longed-for Third Way, the healthy alternative to the decaying pathologies of 
AvantPo and SoQ."

I think this is true, it is what I have observed of the current American poetry 
landscape, and explains the white-noise confusion of manifestos and the fitful spurts
of movements. Literary movements cannot be forced or created, they happen 
spontaneously, precipitously break open after gestating for 8 years, yes?

I have been reading Georg Trakl and Bertolt Brecht looking for that Third Way. I have
also been reading and watching everything that is poetry and is not remotely related
to poetry looking for the Third Way. Brecht's poetry and plays simply read and not 
acted out are the aperture of a Miracle, like "Baal." Brecht may provide a guide for 
what to do next. Perhaps Herbert, Donne, and the metaphysical conceit can point a 
direction? What I am trying to say is the Third Way may lie outside of the 
contemporary American poetry form. Perhaps we have been looking too hard at poor
poetry, which at its best is pure experiment and joyful play, and killing it?

HD



Posted by: HD   | August 17, 2006 at 09:33 AM

This is curious. I wrote my above post(s) *before* I found and read Mr. Knott's 
exposition of the Antipoem on the Skanky Possum site. He mentioned Brecht and 
(George?) Herbert too. This is exciting. Perhaps this means I am on the right path, 
however clumsily like a gawky Fool, and it is not yet another dead end trying to find
an apt poetic form to write in for the 21st century? It was an illuminating debate 
that I urge other young poets to read:

http://www.skankypossum.com/pouch/archives/000061.html

Why do people who say they are open-minded always so dogmatic and defensive? Is 
it because the position they stand on is quicksand?

Mr. Knott is, if anything, honest, and this is why I believe what he says. My friends 
and not-friends will find both sides of the argument invaluable.

HD

Posted by: HD   | August 17, 2006 at 02:59 PM

Bill, I can see what it is about CA's poetry that appeals to you. It has a certain 
insouciant brashness that was a characteristic of your first published work.

Of course, in CA's case it is the monosexual profile, whereas in your case it was the 
romantic Venus figure.

I don't see any evidence of CA's work being "Anti-Poetry" since it bears close 
resemblance to any number of similar verse models, such as Joel Oppenheimer, for 
instance.

What I like in CA's work is its facility with the intimate details of personal 
existence--he makes it look effortless. That could be the result of an overbearing 
ego, or of a certain mischievousness. Or both. Whatever. It works. For the most 
part, it still looks "artless" to me. But it will bear watching in future, just as yours 
once did.

Posted by: Curtis Faville   | August 24, 2006 at 10:23 AM

a brief list for "HD"

since you asked, here are some antipoets:

Rozewicz
Enzensberger (the greatest living German poet; most of his work has been translated 
into English: I particularly like an early book titled "Poems for People Who Don't Like 
Poetry")
Zbigniew Herbert 
Miroslav Holub
Brecht 
early Ungaretti
many post-WWII Eastern European poets (look for anthols)
Parra (several selections in English published by New Directions)
Prevert
Desnos (some of his postsurrealist nonformal work)
WC Williams, often if not always



many others whose names I'm not remembering right now

>>>for a theoretical overview of this esthetic, I highly recommend Chapter Nine of 
Michael Hamburger's brilliant history of modern poetry, "The Truth of Poetry," which 
has been reprinted many times and can be bought cheaply from Amazon or Abebooks 
(try to get the 1996 paperback edition published by Anvil). . . .

*

August 18, 2006 

COMMENTS

Thank you, Sir.

I won't let you down.

I am a poet ferociously hungry to write well and experiment in form and content, 
and so are my friends and not-friends. (In a literary circle tied together by the 
influence of mentors, some people like each other, some don't, but we all tacitly 
respect each other's imaginative potential.)

Some of us like Prajnaparamita, Nietzsche, Hegel, and Life.

I am very open-minded to anything creative, not just poetic things.

HD

Posted by: HD   | August 18, 2006 at 10:39 AM

p.s. The Skanky Possum discussion should be reconstituted as a well-argued yet 
disinterested formal essay or series of essays (by someone, someday, please!, the 
Constant Critics?, Anyone?, for the future of poetry). Some very fundamental 
questions about poetry are being asked in that debate, and most people want to 
dodge giving a real answer, like a football quarterback. A good Critic sees the 
Object--Poetry--for what it is, as much as humanly possible, and often can write 
lucidly about it like an Eliot or Barthes.

HD

Posted by: HD   | August 18, 2006 at 10:45 AM

Jude Stefan (French contemporary poet), if he's translated. 
Francis Ponge, too, in his way.
-- Alex

Posted by: alex dickow   | August 19, 2006 at 07:20 AM

here's a note I wrote a while back to the Editor of Denver Quarterly, but he didn't 
publish it or even acknowledge its receipt:

Dear Bin Ramke,

If Martin Arnold on page 2 of your current issue (Vol.37, No.3) ended his poem ('The 
Thank You Amputations') by saying something like "April ain't the cruelest month," I 
imagine that neither he nor you would presumably feel it necessary to mention 



Eliot/Wasteland/etc.——

But since his last line there on page 2 ("But it matters what your thank you's 
amputate") seems to be refuting an obscure line ("And it doesn't matter what the 
thankyou amputates") from an obscure poem in an obscure book ('Poem,' p. 23, "Auto-
Necrophilia," 1971) by an obscure poet (me), shouldn't he, in your editorial 
judgement, somehow indicate that arcane/recondite source?

But then, he probably isn't refuting or referencing me; in fact, like most poets of his 
generation, he's probably never heard of, or ever read a poem by me.

So it's a case of coincidence, right?— Because if Arnold wants to get anywhere in his 
poetic career, he shouldn't rewrite bad lines by a nobody like me.

You should advise him to rewrite poems by James Tate, as many of your younger 
contributors are already doing—

He should emulate the best living American poet, not the worst!

Sincerely,

Bill Knott

*
*

August 21, 2006 

COMMENTS

Bill,
your laserlike efficacy (hmm, did I use that right?) and genius in regard to your 
interior moral barometer remake the world into a wonderful place.
T

Posted by: Patricia Addis   | August 22, 2006 at 04:09 AM

the critics are unanimous

“Bill Knot [sic] sucks." 

—Marcus Slease, Never Mind the Beasts (June 10, 2005)

August 21, 2006

COMMENTS

marcus slease is a sleaze.
t

Posted by: Patricia Addis   | August 22, 2006 at 04:16 AM

When was this, Bill? A search of NMTB doesn't show it.



Tom

Posted by: Raworth   | August 22, 2006 at 04:23 AM

Tom, google 'Bill Knot', it's the first thing there. This is an actual quote from from 
the June 10, 2005 posting on that blog.
I don't make this stuff up.

Posted by: Bill Knott   | August 22, 2006 at 05:24 AM

only in the spirit of Bill Knot

Posted by: marcus slease   | August 22, 2006 at 08:40 AM

Also only fleeting thoughts. Don't know you personally Bill but do know Stuart 
Dischell who loves you. Stuart Dischell loves Tom Lux and Stephen Dobyns who also 
both love you. I do like some of the poems on your blog though. Sorry for mispelling 
your brand/name. It is interesting how this only came up now. Google IS the 
revolution.

Posted by: marcus Slease   | August 22, 2006 at 08:52 AM

Slease is a disingenuous, sexist, unoriginal hack. He even has his own foetry page:
http://foetry.com/slease.html

Posted by: Alan Cordle   | September 04, 2006 at 06:56 PM

excerpt from the Encarta® online encyclopedia:

The Sonnet

While the precise origin of the sonnet remains obscure, it is thought to have 
developed from the Italian canzone (Italian for “song”) of the 13th century. . . .

Moving into the 20th century, such diverse poets as Edwin Arlington Robinson, Edna St.
Vincent Millay, E. E. Cummings, John Berryman, Robert Lowell, Seamus Heaney, 
Marilyn Hacker, and Bill Knott have experimented with the possibilities of the sonnet, 
the poetic form Dante Gabriel Rossetti called “a moment's monument.”

© 1993-2006 Microsoft Corporation. All Rights Reserved.

>>>>>

Robinson, Millay, Cummings, Berryman, Lowell, Heaney, Hacker, okay, okay, but who 
the fuck is this “Bill Knott”? Who let him onto that list? Are the editors of these online
“enpsychos” subject to no higher and wiser oversight? Have they no standards of 
taste, no probity, no understanding of the decorums of poetic hierarchy? Don’t they 
know how insulted Heaney and Hacker would be to see their names next to that 
pariah, that persona non grata, that (to use Calvin Bedient's definitive dispatch) 
"malignant clown"?

*
*

August 21, 2006



COMMENTS

Personally, I'm happy to see it. It's about time.
Hoping you are well,
Alex

Posted by: alex dickow   | August 21, 2006 at 11:50 AM

Your blond poet may be close to insanity

*
Georg Heym (1887-1912), Georg Trakl (1887-1914), August Stramm (1874-1915), and 
Alfred Lichtenstein (1889-1914). The least-known today, to English-speaking poetry 
readers anyway, are Stramm and Lichtenstein. A Selected Heym in English versions was
published in the UK last year, and Trakl of course has been presented in several book-
length translations.

Heym died in an iceskating accident before The Great War, which murdered the other 
three.

Stramm’s poetry is so idiosyncratic that it doesn’t translate well, and Lichtenstein 
died so young that his poetic career had barely begun.

Here are two translations of Lichtenstein’s “Die Dämmerung,” 1913):

TWILIGHT

A fat boy is playing with a pond.
The wind has trapped itself in a tree.
The sky looks wan and pale
As though it hadn’t found its make-up.

On long crutches, bent crookedly, two lame men
Creak and chatter across the field.
A blond poet may be going mad.
A little horse stumbles over a lady.

At a window a fat man is stuck.
A youth is going to visit a soft woman.
A grey clown is pulling up his boots.
A baby-carriage screeches and dogs curse.

(trans. Victor Lange)

the next is by Roy F. Allen, from his book, “German Expressionist Poetry” (Twayne, 
1979):

TWILIGHT

A fat boy is playing with a pond.
The wind has gotten caught in a tree.
The sky looks dissolute and pale,
As though it had run out of make-up.



Bent crooked on long crutches 
And chattering, two cripples are creeping across the field.
A blond poet is perhaps going mad.
A pony trips over a lady.

A fat man is sticking to a window.
A young lad wants to visit a supple woman.
A gray clown is putting on his boots.
A baby carriage screams and dogs are cursing.

*

This mode, this method, is taken, the experts all point out, from “Weltende” (1910) 
by Jacob van Hoddis, which is historically and famously “the first Expressionist 
poem.” (And which I assume everyone is familiar with.)

*
Die Dämmerung

Ein dicker Junge spielt mit einem Teich.
Der Wind hat sich in einem Baum gefangen.
Der Himmel sieht verbummelt aus und bleich,
as wäre ihm die Schminke ausgegangen.

Auf lange Krücken schief herabgebückt
Un schwatzend kriechen auf dem Feld zwei Lahme.
Ein blonder Dichter wird vielleicht verrückt.
Ein Pferdchen stolpert über eine Dame.

An einem Fenster klebt ein fetter Mann.
Ein Jüngling will ein weiches Weib besuchen.
Ein grauer Clown zieht sich die Stiefel an.
Ein Kinderwagen schreit und Hunde fluchen.

*

Chubby boy to fat man, pond to window.
Sans make-up, the horse keeps tripping over that lady.
And the young man of course is on his way where else.
The pregnancies that ensue from these encounters may fill the Kinderwagens with 
Pegasi or blond poets going bonkers.
etc!!!!!!!!!!!

*

But the method here, the one-liners, the sequence of seemingly nonsequitirs. . .

Victor Lange: “The Expressionist technique . . . juxtaposes not, in the symbolist 
manner, resonant metaphors but static images. . . . We find [this] technique of 
stringing together a number of almost self-contained statements, each striking but 
without lyric resonance, in Kafka’s earliest prose text, “Description of a Fight.” 
written in 1902 or 1903, and published in 1909: ‘What days are these? Why is 
everything so poorly built? Houses collapse without any reason. . . . People fall down 
in the street and lie there. . . . The tip of the town hall tower moves in small circles. 
All window panes rattle. The lampposts bend like bamboo. The cloak of The Mother 
Mary on the column flaps and the air tugs at it. Does nobody see it?’ ”

Lange introduces Lichtenstein’s “Twilight” by saying something like (I’m paraphrasing 
it):



“One Expressionist procedure [technique, method] is the attempt to present a 
succession of syntactically simple statements which, in their taciturn manner, produce
an almost mythical effect. Lichtenstein’s “Twilight” is an example of this. . . .”
(These Lange quotes are from the Review of National Literatures, Volume 9, 1978).

*
*

August 23, 2006

1997 pirate

*
When I finally got a computer and printer back in the 1990s, I wanted to vanity-
publish not just my own poems, but to reprint poetry which was forgotten or passe. 
This collection of now-archaic translations was my first effort. Since I had no way of 
obtaining "permissions" to reprint these obscure versions, most of which were and still
are long-out-of-print, I considered the 20 copies or so I printed and stapled together 
as a "pirated edition": hence the title of my "press": Captain Hook Books.

*
P A U L V E R L A I N E ' S

CLAIR DE LUNE

IN

ENGLISH:

a collection of translations

CAPTAIN HOOK BOOKS

Published February 1997

As the name implies, Captain Hook Books is a pirate press. From time to time, we will 
publish books which ought to exist.

*
*

PAUL VERLAINE:

CLAIR DE LUNE

Votre âme est un paysage choisi 
Que vont charmant masques et bergamasques, 
Jouant du luth, et dansant, et quasi 
Tristes sous leurs déguisements fantasques.

Tout en chantant sur le mode mineur 



L'amour vainqueur et la vie opportune, 
Ils n'ont pas l'air de croire à leur bonheur 
Et leur chanson se mêle au clair de lune,

Au calme clair de lune triste et beau, 
Qui fait rêver les oiseaux dans les arbres 
Et sangloter d'extase les jets d'eau, 
Les grands jets d'eau sveltes parmi les marbres.

*
*

ANTHONY HARTLEY:

(prose translation)

Your soul is a chosen landscape that masks and bergomasks go charming, playing the 
lute and dancing and almost melancholy beneath their fantastic disguises.

While singing in the minor key of Love the conqueror and the pleasant life, they have 
the air of not believing in their happiness, and their song is mingled with the 
moonlight,

With the calm, beautiful, melancholy moonlight that makes the birds in the trees 
dream and the fountains sob with ecstasy, the tall, slender fountains among the 
statues.

*
*

WILFRED THORLEY:

Your soul's a happy pastoral where trimly
The lawns are kept and merry dancers go
To melody of lutes, still wondering dimly
Behind their masks if they are happy so.

And happy life that hath sweet love for guerdon
They praise in sad notes of the minor scale,
But with wry faces that belie the burden
That melts away into the moonlight pale.

And the calm moonbeams fill the birds a-sleeping
With silver dreams, and the tall fountains spear
The dusk with silver jets that fall a-weeping
On marble basins for a bliss too dear. 

*
*

ANNA BALAKIAN:

Your soul is an exquisite landscape
That bergamasks have charmed. Enchanting bands
Playing the lute and dancing to escape
The sadness left untouched by mummers' hands.

Chanting the while upon the minor mode
Of happy love and of life's long delight



Shyly they tread upon the happy road
And their sweet sighs in the moonlight.

In sad moonlight, serene in its beauty,
Birds cease their song and dream under its spell;
And graceful waters sob in ecstasy
Surging from the marble in which they dwell.

*
*

ENID RHODES PESCHEL:

Your soul is a selected landscape that maskers
And bergamasche go about beguiling
Playing the lute and dancing and quasi
Sad beneath their fantastical disguises.

While singing in the minor mood
Triumphant love and life that is opportune,
They do not seem to believe in their good fortune
And their song mingles with the moonlight,

With the calm moonlight sad and beautiful,
That makes the birds dream in the trees
And the fountains weep with ecstasy,
The great svelte fountains amid the marble statues.

*
*

DOROTHY MARTIN:

Your soul is like a sylvan scene where pass
To sound of lute and dancing charmingly
Masquers and bergamasquers, all, alas,
Half-wistful 'neath their guise of fantasy.

Chanting a minor melody's distress
In praise of conquering love and fortune's chance
Scarcely they seem to feel their happiness,
As their song mingles with the moonlight's trance,

With the calm moonlight sad and silvery
That charms the birds within the boughs to dream
And breaks with sobs the slender ecstasy
Of fountains plashing to the marble's gleam.

*
*

ROLAND GANT/CLAUDE APCHER:

Your soul is a chosen landscape
Where charming go maskers and bergamasks
Playing lutes and dancing and almost
Sad under their whimsical disguise.

As they sing in low voices



Of love triumphant and timely life,
In their happiness they seem unbelieving,
And their song with the moonlight mingles.

The calm moonlight, sad and beautiful,
That makes birds dream in the trees
And fountains weep in ecstasy, 
The tall fountains slender among marbles.

*
*

GERTRUDE HALL:

Your soul is as a moonlit landscape fair,
Peopled with maskers delicate and dim,
That play on lutes and dance and have an air
Of being sad in their fantastic trim.

The while they celebrate in minor strain
Triumphant love, effective enterprise,
They have an air of knowing all is vain,—
And through the quiet moonlight their songs rise,

The melancholy moonlight, sweet and lone,
That makes to dream the birds upon the tree,
And in their polished basins of white stone
The fountains tall to sob with ecstasy.

*
*

JACQUES LE CLERCQ:

Your soul is a choice countryside astir
With charming lovers masked in graceful guises,
Dancing and playing lutes and, as it were,
Half-sad under their curious disguises.
So, as they sing, always in minor key,
Of Love (how brave!) and Life (how opportune!)
They seem to doubt their own felicity,
While their blithe song blends with the pallid moon
In calm clear light that only sad skies capture,
Making the nesting birds dream as it mounts,
As the tall jets of water sob with rapture,
The tall svelte jets rising from marble founts.

*
*

JOANNA RICHARDSON:

Your soul's a countryside extraordinary
Where masks and bergomasks enchanting roam,
Playing the lute and dancing, melancholy,
Under wild disguises quite unknown.

Although they're singing in a minor key
Of love triumphant and life opportune,
They do not seem to feel felicity, 



Their song fades in the brightness of the moon,

The moonlight calm and sad and beautiful,
Which sets the birds a-dream on branches high;
Tall fountains sob with passion over-full,
And marble statues see their ecstasy.

*
*

H. A. SIEPMANN:

Your soul is like a fair and favoured haunt
Of dancers and lute-players, mime and masque,
Of wanderers whose sadness seems to flaunt
The brave disguises of their frolic task.

They sing of love, but in a minor key,
Of love triumphant and of life's delight,
But have no faith to share the ecstasy
Their music mingles with the clear moonlight;

That light, so calm and sad between the branches,
Which brings the birds their benison of dreams,
Makes marble fountains sob with joy, then stanches
Their throbbing with the softness of its beams.

*
*

MURIEL KITTEL:

Your soul is a landscape rare
Where masks and bergamasks charming pass,
Playing the lute and dancing, and almost
Sad beneath their fancy dress.

And while they sing on a minor note
Of conquering love and a favorable life,
They seem not to believe their happy lot,
And their song mingles with the soft moonlight.

With the calm moonlight, beautiful and sad,
That brings dreams to the birds in the trees
And sobs of ecstasy to the fountains,
To the tall fountains, slender among the statuary.

*
*

"S. K. T.":

Your soul is like a landscape rare
Where masques and bergamasques hold sway,
Touching the lute and dancing, half aware
Of sadness, underneath their guises gay.

Though singing in a minor mood
Love the triumphant, life the fair



A strain of sorrow seems to brood
Within their song, a moonlight-blended air;

A melody of moonlight, sad and clear,
Wooing the birds within the trees to dreaming,
Charming to sobs the fountains far and near,
The slender founts, amid the marbles gleaming.

*
*

WILLIAM FAULKNER:

Your soul is a lovely garden, and go
There masque and bergamasque charmingly,
Playing the lute and dancing and also
Sad beneath their disguising [fantasy].

All are singing in a minor key
Of conqueror love and life opportune,
Yet seem to doubt their joyous revelry
As their song melts in the light of the moon.

In the calm moonlight, so lovely fair
That makes the birds dream in the slender trees,
While fountains dream among the statues there;
Slim fountains sob in silver ecstasies.

*
*

WILLIAM FREDERICK GIESE:

Your spirit is a landscape exquisite
Where masks and mummers flutter merrily,
Strumming the lute and dancing, yet a bit
Sad in their quaint fantasticality.
In minor key the fluting notes express
Victorious love more joyous than our dreams;
Yet, half mistrustful of this happiness,
The lute-strains faint among the pale moonbeams--
Calm, pallid beams that sorrowfully mount
Where leaf-hid songbirds twitter drowsily,
And tossed in silver spray the slender fount
Among white marbles sobs in ecstasy.

*
*

ARTHUR SYMONS:

Your soul is a sealed garden, and there go
With masque and bergamasque fair companies
Playing on lutes and dancing and as though
Sad under their fantastic fripperies.

Though they in minor keys go carolling
Of love the conqueror and of live boon
They seem to doubt the happiness they sing
And the song melts into the light of the moon,



The sad light of the moon, so lovely fair
That all the birds dream in the leafy shade
And the slim fountains sob into the air
Among the marble statues in the glade.

*
*

PAUL JONES:
Your soul is like a chosen scene
Where masqueraders, quaintly clad,
To tune of lute strings dance serene—
Yet 'neath their strange disguise are sad.

In singing thus in some lighter vein
Of vanquishing love, and of life opportune,
They seem to forget its glad refrain,
And their song is lost in the light of the moon.

In the pensive moonlight, calm and clear,
Which lulls the nightingale to sleep,
The fountain-sprays—each drop a tear—
From the bowls in a mist of silver leap.

*
*

ALAN CONDER:

Your soul's a charméd landscape wherein go
Fantastic routs beneath enchanted skies;
They dance and lute, and yet it seems as though
Some sadness haunts them 'neath their gay disguise.

They sing of Conquering Love, of draining all
Life offers; yet the mode's a minor one,
For doubt pervades the ghostly festival,
Whose song is bathed in radiance of the moon,

The calm sad moon that sets the still birds dreaming
In spell-bound trees and fills with ecstasy
The slim and sobbing fountains tall and gleaming,
While marble statues look on silently.

*
*

ASHMORE WINGATE:

Your soul is like a chosen country set
To be traversed by rout and masquerade,
Dancing unto the sound of lutes; and yet,—
'Neath their disguise fantastic these are sad.

All of them sing within some minor key
Of conquering love, and the life void of care;
Heedless they seem of happy destiny;
Their chorus mixes with the moonbeams fair.

The moonbeams fair and clear, yet pensive too,



That lull the birds upon the boughs to sleep,
And make the water jets' glad tears to flow,—
The tall thin jets that 'mid the statues leap.

*
*

ARTHUR O'SHAUGHNESSY:

Your soul is like a landscape choice and fair,
Joyous with dancing, lutes, and masquerade,
Wherein the folk, though gay the garb they wear,
Look almost sad throughout the long parade.

All singing in the minor of love's kisses,
And life the willing slave of love the strong,
They seem as though they doubted of their blisses,
And dreamy moonlight mingles with their song:

The dreamy moonlight of a Watteau painting,
That silences the birds, and where one sees
The sobbing fountains all like figures fainting,
Tall, slim, amid the statues and the trees.

*
*

BERGEN APPLEGATE:

Your soul is like a landscape always glad,
Peopled by merry maskers with bright eyes,
Who play the lute and dance yet are half sad
Beneath the tinsel of their quaint disguise.

Who sing upon a strangely minor mode
Of love's success and life so opportune,
As they go tripping lightly on their road,
Mingling their songs with rays caught from the moon,

The moonlight rays so sad but O how fair!
That make the drowsy birds dream in their trees,
And sob with ecstasy the fountain clear
That from its marble bed jets in the breeze.

*
*

BRIAN HILL:

Your soul is like a chosen landscape where
In masque and bergamasque a magic lies;
Some touch the lute; some dance; on all an air
Of sadness rests under each strange disguise.

While they are praising in the minor key
All-conquering love, the life that goes aright,
They seem to doubt their own felicity;
Their song is caught up in the moon's calm light.



Mournful and lovely is the moon's calm light,
Which moves the bird upon the bough to dream
And makes the fountains sob in quick delight, 
The slim tall fountains where the marbles gleam.

*
*

C.F. MACINTYRE:

Your soul is like a painter's landscape where
charming masks in shepherd mummeries
are playing lutes and dancing with an air
of being sad in their fantastic guise.

Even while they sing, all in a minor key,
of love triumphant and life's careless boon,
they seem in doubt of their felicity,
their song melts in the calm light of the moon,

the lovely melancholy light that sets
the little birds to dreaming in the tree
and among the statues makes the jets
of slender fountains sob with ecstasy.

*
*

JOHN GRAY:

How like a well-kept garden is your soul,
With bergomask and solemn minuet!
Playing upon the lute! The dancers seem
But sad, beneath their strange habiliments.
While, in the minor key, their songs extol
The victor Love, and life's sweet blandishments,
Their looks belie the burden of their lays,
The songs that mingle with the still moon-beams.
So strange, so beautiful, the pallid rays;
Making the birds among the branches dream,
And sob with ecstasy the slender jets,

The fountains tall that leap upon the lawns
Amid the garden gods, the marble fauns.

*
*
*

AFTERWORD (from 1997):

The first of these versions (by Arthur O'Shaughnessy) appeared in 1881; the most 
recent is from 1975 (Richardson).

This booklet contains most of the translations I was able to find in the Boston Public 
Library.

The O'Shaughnessy is probably the best, though my attitude toward even the inferior 
ones is like Frank O'Hara's toward the various actors who portrayed Tarzan. He was, he



exclaimed in a poem, unwilling to "prefer" Johnny Weismuller over Lex Barker. 
Similarly, I am unable to choose favorites among these—even the worst adds 
something to my appreciation of the poem.

I have changed nothing from the translations as they originally appeared in books and 
mags. 

—"Captain Hook"

**********

August 23, 2006 

*

When poets are going through a period of self-hatred they write about Chekov.

August 24, 200

COMMENTS

Case In Point 

Tolstoy once said that Chekhov 
would have been a much better writer 
if he weren’t so good a doctor. 
But Tolstoy was way off.

Being a doctor kept Chekhov 
fixed in reality. But maybe
these poets you mention would be 
better if they weren’t so into Chekhov.

They should become, of course,
doctors instead. (Or for the poetry faction,
as opposed writers of realistic fiction,
would that only make matters worse?)

They’ve cloned that Russian DNA
But verse can’t be devised that way.

Posted by: E No   | August 24, 2006 at 02:04 PM

Note on my above poetasty: See the couplet at the end of "4. Buried" from "7 1/2 
POEMS TO, FOR, AND ABOUT RN". URL 
is:http://billknott.typepad.com/billknott/2006/04/ other stranger.html

Posted by: E No   | August 24, 2006 at 02:14 PM



a matchterpiece by Robert Nye

The Well-Made Poem: how often I try to write it and how often I fail. But when I find 
one, especially a new current one, I’m awed and I writhe a bit wishing I could have 
written it. Here’s one from the TLS, May 26, 2006, which I have been enthralled by for
the past month or so, I’ve been rereading it daily:

MATCHES (by Robert Nye)

Some matchsticks in a patch of melting tar
Held my attention for at least an hour
One afternoon when I was rising four.
Crouched in the shadow of some willow trees
I stared at them and saw the way love sees,
And all was close and clear and singular.

Three matchsticks in a black hot patch of tar,
One spent, one bent, one still a fusilier
Standing up proud and perpendicular
With fire in his head, my cavalier.
Well, I knelt by them on my naked knees,
Transfixed as always by simplicities.

I loved those lordlings of the molten square,
My puny masters stuck in hot black tar,
Though only now I’ve worked the reason out
(If love needs reasons, which of course I doubt):
We’re outcast in this world, and derelict,
Matches from nothing into nowhere flicked.

*
*

August 25, 2006

*

Bookstores and libraries put fictional prose in a separate section from nonfictional 
prose. Why shouldn't books of poetry be similarly segregated? My poems, which are 
fictional, should not be on the same shelf with poets who write nonfictional 
(autobiographical, biographical) poetry.

August 28, 2006 

Chekov: the antithesis of poetry.  The enemy of poetry.  The writer poets turn to when
they begin to hate themselves in their art.  
I don't know if Konstantin in "The Sea Gull" is Chekov's only portrayal of a poet, but it's
such a cruel epitome.  Mocked and humiliated throughout, his lover seduced and 
stolen away by a prose-writer, poor Konstantin by the end of the third act is finally 
reduced to a mere ploypuppet in a coup de theatre, an offstage prop murdered and 
remurdered to provide a Hollywood "shock ending" climax.  As if being cuckolded and 
killed off to effect a plot-twist weren't bad enough, Konstantin is forced to suffer 
during the course of the play an even more evil and demeaning fate, as the sadistic 
Chekov turns him, the aspiring young poet, into a short-story writer!

*
*



August 25, 2006 

Suitable sex closed the discussion.

August 28, 2006

*

Bookstores and libraries put fictional prose in a separate section from nonfictional 
prose. Why shouldn't books of poetry be similarly segregated? My poems, which are 
fictional, should not be on the same shelf with poets who write nonfictional 
(autobiographical, biographical) poetry.

August 28, 2006

It left him whole without the halve-of-love.

*

August 29, 2006 

My face is a quizbox killed by zoomrays.

*

August 29, 2006

*

Each word does hold a multitude of sins, if for sins we read modifiers, though of 
course reading is a transgression each word modifies.  Penance is therefore only 
possible after the period.  The sentence, then, begins only after the period, if for 
sentence we read sentence.

*

It is not possible to repair prunes without using assholes.

*

Puckering to kiss, withering to caress.

*

Long candle, ponder, short candle, think.

*

My pencil scratches its eraser in puzzlement.  What was I saying?



*

Poor King Lear must use both hands to raise a Big Mac to 's mouth.

*

Oh what sundry I am under, yawnfreres.

*

Now me to die
finds its day.

*

I authorize you to baptize the S.S. Titanic the voice said and I obeyed but maybe too 
well.  Goodness has these defeats, wingbeats baring a face, grass frothing on its 
endless chain.

*

One too many nights away from tomorrow I lie.

*

*

 

August 29, 2006 

BARBIECUE CUZ

*
Dangerous Dan the PoetryReviewer Man is more than extra pissed at the popular poets 
these days (by popular poets I mean poets whose books sell well and go into multi 
printings).  You can see it in the swathe of reviews he's dood in the current Poetry 
(Chicago) Sept 06 issue.  On page 455 he writes: "There needs to be a poet a lot 
better than Mary Oliver or Ted Kooser writing 'accessible' verse, the sort of thing you 
could recommend to your cousin at a barbeque and, the next day, teach in a seminar 
for majors."  Leave aside the sociopolitical bourgeois class-assumptions of that 
sentence (Isabella Argento could do a better analysis of it than I).  Sullen Dan then 
goes on to nominate Rodney Jones as "the best accessible poet writing in America."   
(What a lost opportunity: one wishes Editor Christian Wiman would have asked 
Chiasson-the-Assassin to give his list of the best UNaccessible poets now writing (and 
don't exclude yourself, Danno) . . . ).   Why is Jones the best accessible whosis? why, 
because "If you go to poetry for jokes, for phrases, for stories, you'll love Jones; but if
you go to poetry to see all the meaning-making technologies of languages (jokes and 
stories included) questioned very sharply, on human behalf, within the very modes" 
[my italics thingie doesn't work, but "within the very modes" is italicized] "that they 
interrogate, you'll like him too.  How many poets satisfy both kinds of reader?"  
(Uh. Uh uh uh.  Grrr: Me want jokes.  Make with dem phrases.  Barbycue cousin need 
stories.  Gimme more like that Oliver Kooser guy.)

Anyway, it's not that I don't want to question sharply the meaning-making modes of 
interrogation that provide reviewers with the requisite drivel to do their jobs, but 
instead I'll go on to Chiasson's "takes" on Mary Karr and Jane Hirshfield.   Oh wait: in 



his review of a Linda Gregg book, he commandeers parenthetical license to say that 
the "appeal" of Samuel Menashe "baffles me."  Whopbobbaluba: Oliver, Kooser and 
Menashe don't deserve their popularity; why do they appeal to so many readers.  Why 
are their books bestsellers (Oliver and Kooser's are; not sure what Menashe is doing 
saleswise), and Dan Chiasson's books aren't? (Can we get the figures on him: how many
copies of his two books were sold?  Nothing beyond a first printing, I'll bet.)   —Ah, if 
only there were more "seminars for majors": if only the reading-IQs of barbeque 
cousins everywhere could be heightened and sharpened!  If that were only possible, 
then poets like Karr and Hirshfield wouldn't sell so many poetrybooks, would they.   
Well, you can read the raking and ravaging and drubbing they get from Darkling Dan in
the on your newstands now Poetry (Chicago). .  . (Both Karr and Hirshfield's backlog of
books are bestsellers in the poetry lists, they are constantly being reissued, brought 
back into print, unlike Dan's two duds.)

*
Why do I call it Poetry (Chicago)?  Guess I'm still waiting for the next issue of Poetry 
London-New York.
But seriously, why is there no mag that publishes both Brit and USA poetry together in 
the same pages issue after issue, as a policy; where is Poetry England-USA?

*
But poor Jane Hirshfield, whaddaya think her regards are toward Poetry Mag at this 
point.  Their web site just within the last couple weeks featured a puffpiece 
PeopleMagazine-type "profile" of her, almost a sort of advertisement-insert shilling her
and her new book, and then within days they let Chiasson karatechop that same book 
into buddhistbaconbits.  What a sorry satori.  I bet she's feeling enlightened.  What 
can you say: The Lord (Wiman) giveth and taketh away.

*
—Chiasson neatly divides poetry readers into two groups: the Barbecued Cousins and 
the Seminar Grads.  The BCs prefer accessible poets like Collins and Oliver, but the 
SGs are a pert pickier.  
(Of course the BCs vastly outnumber the SGs: a dilemma which poor bedeviled Dan 
will waste his entire life in doomed efforts to overcome.)

*
* 

August 29, 2006

COMMENTS

In these sad, gloomy times we live in it is easy to be solemn, angry, or self-rightous. 
Where is the Laughter in Life? I am glad for your blog because many of your posts in 
prose operate on Mark Twain's idea that "The human race has one really effective 
weapon, and that is laughter."

Why are Comics & Fools like John Stewart and Steve Colbert and Poet-Cartoonists 
like Jim Behrle often far more on target with the truth than anyone else?

"Humor is the good natured side of a truth," also Twain. I'm learning, Mr. Knott, to 
approach your perspicacious prose posts every time with this adage.

HD

Posted by: HD   | September 04, 2006 at 01:04 PM

why don't you start poetry england-usa?



Posted by: 32   | September 04, 2006 at 06:23 PM

*

A man will loll his buttocks on a blade but I question none.

*

August 31, 2006 

*

His face was full of amputatoes,
lumpen profile all wintry and solo,
with a corner-colored smile.

*

August 31, 2006 

*

parch and mouth offering to cry
each time I part from the bye

*

August 31, 2006 

*

twilight insulates shadows from leaking
preserves their watertight forms
ebbing like grief in the eyes

the wild colors of the shore
numerous as a nipple
tell me of alphabets rippling

spiderweb flakes and headwinds squall the enclosure
the gradual yawn of distance
its devious stone tramples the cemetery

we subside here 
placid hypocrisy laid
martyr betrothed to a crossroads

if fingernails had phases a la moon
quarter half and full 
I would know when to kiss your hands and when not to

your throat packed in chauffeurs gleams like a lame crater
craters on the moon
the savior of dots

murmurs oppose testimony so
this time let your hair grow out full



not quarter or half

close-ups show the rest
peaks poke up through their thirst
curses fly from balconies

the Lucipo listserv is impatient 
that I haven’t killed myself yet
didn’t he die with Kurt Cobain they joke

*
*

August 31, 2006

late night thought

There's another war every 20 years or so because there are new poets every 20 years 
or so, and war exists in order to kill poets.  But it's not the enemy's poets each 
country wants to kill, it's their own.  Thus in the Great War the British soldiers were 
murdering Oscar Wilde; the German soldiers were killing Rilke; the French, 
Rimbaud/Verlaine.  The USA troops in Iraq today all aim their weapons at Ashbery.

(Yes, Wilde was already dead then, and R/V too.  Even posthumously they still had to 
be killed.)

*

September 07, 2006

trying to answer E No's questions re "The Mirror Inspector"

Here is E No's original post in the comments box:

Yeah, that's a good one.  Is it new?  Mind if I ask a few (probably naive) questions?  
When you write a poem like this, how do you think about line length?  Is it just rough 
equivalence, making sure no line is much too short or long?  These all seem to be in 
the 11-15 syllable range, though I didn’t count them all.  And more importantly, if it’s 
true that form is chosen for its function, when would you want to use a looser line 
length, versus a tighter syllable range, versus a foot count such as pentameter or 
whatever?  I guess the same question goes for the rhyme scheme.  Did you sit down 
and say “This idea I have for a mirror inspector would work well in abab quatrains, or 
do you start writing and then go back and work it into a form you think fits better.   
Any insights about your process and your approach to choosing/being-chosen-by form 
would be appreciated.

.....

I've thought a bit about your questions to the extent I can, though moving to a new 
apt., my schoolyear starting, and various medical appts. have kept me distracted.
Re the line: I normally don't use such a long line, in fact anything over hendecasyllabic
makes me nervous, I like to work with shorter mostly.  Probably the reason for the 
longer line here is the mode, the dramatic monologue, the persona poem, which I 
usually never write.  I might even say I dislike the DM as a mode, though of course 
some great ones have been and continue to be written.  In one sense everything I 
write is a persona poem in that the "I", the first-person narrator or protagonist is or 



claims to be non-autobiographical.  I preface my books with a fictional disclaimer.  
The Fictive Self is a postmod cliche of course, re Ashbery's shifting pronouns. How 
quickly the I becomes a he which becomes a she or a you all within the same rambling
sentence.  The Fragmented Voice of of the ostensible "I". . .   that's what I mostly use,
it's a period metavoice, an archetypical zeitgeist way of doing it, what's that Foucault 
term for this?  Episteme, that's it.  Even in poems which claim to be autobiographical 
the first-person is suspect, never quite believed wholly by many readers.  
(And of course poets who write what we perceive of as autobiographical poems will 
themselves sometimes protest against such a limiting definition; I remember an 
interview with Philip Levine in which he said that he often "makes up" details in his 
seemingly-autobio poems: in one particular case cookies baked in the mitten-shape of 
his homestate Michigan: when Sharon Olds once asked him where she could buy the 
Michigan-shaped cookies he had mentioned in one of his poems, he replied something 
like: You can't buy them!  They don't exist!  I make all that stuff up! . . . )
So maybe that's the reason for the longer line: in Mirror Inspector I had to write within
a single personality of voice, I couldn't jump in and out of a sync-self, I had to stay in 
character throughout, which led to me adopting a nonfamiliar line, the longer line 
which as I say is uncomfortable and awkward to me, and was therefore useful in 
staying (trying to stay) away from myself and more inclined toward this other, this 
non-me DM MI. . . . I (even my fictive fractured I) could never function in that longer 
line, where hopefully the Mirror Inspector feels at home.
As for the rhyme scheme, again it's probably due to the long line where I felt lost and 
needed some sort of where-am-I checkpoints . . . the rhymes evolved as a conciliatory
solution to my anxiety.

*

September 07, 2006

COMMENTS

Thanks a lot, Bill. Very interesting. I appreciate you taking the time.

--E

Posted by: E No   | September 08, 2006 at 11:08 AM

"the rhymes evolved as a conciliatory solution to my anxiety."

Truer words were never spoken.

Posted by: Curtis Faville   | September 22, 2006 at 10:27 AM

*
I keep this blog hidden under some dirty underwear inside a locked drawer and if you 
don't like what you see here then I suggest you drop your jimmy and stop rummaging 
through my shorts.  Do that B and E somewhere else.

*

September 09, 2006

COMMENTS

I love being invited into your uninviting gym shorts Bill, I will always return.



Posted by: Patricia Addis   | September 14, 2006 at 06:22 AM

LIFE'S A WHORE AND DEATH'S HER PIMP

in this wonderfully vivid poem by W. E. Henley (1849-1903):

MADAM LIFE'S A PIECE IN BLOOM

Madam Life's a piece in bloom
  Death goes dogging everywhere:
She's the tenant of the room,
  He's the ruffian on the stair.

You shall see her as a friend,
  You shall bilk him once or twice;
But he'll trap you in the end,  
  And he'll stick you for her price.

With his kneebones at your chest,
  And his knuckles in your throat,
You would reason — plead — protest!
  Clutching at her petticoat;

But she's heard it all before,
  Well she knows you've had your fun,
Gingerly she gains the door,
  And your little job is done.

*

That third stanza is just great: kneebones and knuckles, and the k-sound from knuck 
picked up with "Clutching" and "coat" . . . and the transition from the ascending 
desperation of "reason—plead—protest!" to "Clutching at her petticoat," supinely 
grabbing for her under-hem as she passes in exit.  And "petticoat" is of course much 
more poignantly suggestive than "dress" would be.  And the sudden abrupt cluster of 
internal rhymes in this line (clut/at/pet/coat) are so curt and cutting.  Ouch ouch 
ouch ouch.

Your little job (who's been the worker here, who's the wage-slave of this labor?) is 
done!  Your handjob blowjob and all the other jobjobs which in retrospect (the 
expense of spirit in a waste of shame) can be measured in its petticoat-petty 
diminishment pronouncedly pathetically only by the quash-judgement of "little."  

*
. . . in the books they call that trochaic tetrameter, but since every terminal foot in it
is tailless; and, since the default metric foot in English is the iambic: why not, putting
Occam's Razor to it, simply call it iambic tetrameter with each initial foot headless?

*
and Auden too:

Earth, receive an honoured guest;
William Yeats is laid to rest.
Let the Irish vessel lie
Emptied of its etc.

*



(Doesn't Frost say somewhere that there are only two feet in English verse, "iambic 
and loose iambic"?)

*
*

September 09, 2006
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>I have written many versions of this poem, which I still call Jackson 
>Pollock, the title in the subject area is just for the post.  I have 
>written a lot about Rothko, he a fave of mine and a great influence on 
the 
>Minimalist Movement which I love so much. 

I admire your persistence. 

The Rothko I know (Mark Rothko 1903 - 1970 born in Russia) was a US 
Abstract Expressionist and a pioneer of Colour Field painting. I saw 
his painting at the Tate many years ago and enjoyed it and I believe 
his own favourite was the work in a Texas chapel, Houston? 

Whether he was a 'great influence' on minimalism I am not competent 
to say; perhaps as he is a 'fave' of yours you could post some of the 
work you speak of; I imagine minimalist poetry might reflect the music 
of Reich or Glass, a repeating line subtly changing into a repeating 
line; you say you are 'a master of understanding poetry's most base 
premise (I suppose you mean basic), that poetry needs to remain fluid 
and evolving', and that is exactly the nature of this electric workshop, 
which appears to have escaped you, despite the 'above average' abilities 
you say you possess.     

<< Cummings wrote new poetry in a unique style and I am in a minority who 
find it beautifully lyrical, to read and to speak, so an opportunity to 
read the work of someone who thinks contemporary poetry is stuck in a 



traditional rut and who has ideas and concepts not so far 'brought into 
the world of poetic expression' is not to be missed.>> 

  The "Contemporary" vein of American poetry does not follow cummings, it 

follows those other poets of that era.  Yes, there are poets who still use 
a style which continues cummings ideas, but all in all, most writers here 
would never write anything as "experimental" as cummings.  I am not a 
master of poetic expression, or spelling and grammar for that matter.  I 
do believe that the way I approach my writing is different from what most 
poets are doing, not in a drastic way, but in a way which I believe is 
more important, in concept.  What I believe is poetry is not what I see 
around me in the works of others.   

<< Poetry in this forum is a reflection of contemporary ideas, not only 
poetic, but when you say so many people are trying to rewrite 'Ode to 
a Grecian Urn' (You mean Ode on a Grecian Urn in which Keats wrote of 
beauty, joy, the fleeting nature of love) then perhaps you are as ill  
read in this forum as you are in literature; of course poets write of 
these things here, a recent thread discussed beauty, 

                'Beauty is truth, truth is beauty,'-that is all 

                  Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 

the last two lines of the ode which frankly I have never understood and 
I understood even less of the discussion but it was interesting to read 
and no doubt someone will be inspired to write a poem about a beautiful 
stone found on a beach or some such and it will disappear into the ether 
where it belongs.>> 

     I see poets on this forum who have failed to look at the world around 

them any differently then those writers of the 1800's.  I am well-read.  I 
have not read much poetry before 1925 in quite some time I must admit, but 
I have likely read more than the professors I have studied under.  Bill 
Knott said that Poetry is nothing but what people want to read.  Maybe, 
but then, Bill Knott is criminally insane.  Beauty has always been part of 
poetry, and that is part of what I oppose.  I read Keats this past summer, 
and found myself amazingly inlightened, since almost all of the poetry I 
have read in the past three years have either been cheap knock-offs or 
just plain rewrites.  I am not saying that every poet on this newsgroup is 
reading the "masters" and conciously copping their style, but there is 
almost no expression of any freshness here.  I have seen several poems 
here which I concider wonderful, even advancing to the art of poetry. 
Beauty is nothing unless it does something for the art of poetry. 
Greenberg said that every painting should advance the art of painting, or 
by thrown on a heap.  That is my belief.   

<< I read poets here who are confident of their abilities and consciously 
and constantly evolving, and for you to say that there are so few truly 
fresh pieces posted on this newsgroup is simply stupid.  Certainly there 
is a good deal of very, very bad poetry posted here and that too is a 
reflection of reality, there are some terrible poets loose in the world, 
and I look forward to you proving to me and the rest of the forum that 
you are not one of them.>> 

  There is some good poetry; those which take risks, those which don't 

relie on the traditional theories of poetry, those which actually look to 
the future.  I see one poem in ten which is good, and another 20 percent 
which have actual promise.  I am not a great poet, and I recon I never 
will be.  I am a good judge of the state of poetry.  The comments I make 
about this newsgroup are no different than those I would make about the 



general poetry world.  The poets out working and even those publishing 
are, in surprising numbers, too often looking over their shoulder for 
style and voice.   
-- 

RJM. 
Christopher Garcia 
Inspired Writer 
Failed Goth 
Cigar genius 
and the Ayatollah of Professional Wrestling 

September 11, 2006 

COMMENTS

Jesus, is this from ten years ago? Have you considered therapy?

Posted by: Crespo   | September 11, 2006 at 03:45 PM

Hmm...

Crispy, you have two choices here. You can either read Knott's blog and then go 
about your life, or you can take the time to write an insulting negative comment to 
make you feel better about yourself.

I think the fact that you chose the latter over the former tells me that you should be
the one to consider therapy.

Posted by: len   | September 11, 2006 at 07:09 PM

Len, you're right. No, I'm not being snarky - I was being a dick. So I'm going to 
remove my earlier comment.
No matter what I say, Bill's poetry is brilliant and I guess *that* is what matters 
most.

Posted by: Crespo   | September 12, 2006 at 07:17 AM

*

Curled infantile the rainfold falls
with the sad cadence of a farceur
who hopes to continue with his wiles till
this twilight indolence is called a skullfullude,
in which we can only sprawl asides
and watch its parade of illuminations, its
wither-through in the bare branches' cathode. 
They show all the scenes facade can follow 
or shadow transcribe though it's better to deny their force.
Oozied each fade-sigh.  Thorns sutured 
to the eventual flesh may depict more
but when their meteor's over you may have to pause
and allow my moth-sniffed nipples hinges to operate
their fructification, or else lapse-chopped by dollarcent  
allow applause to rise.  Bridges gulf us likewise.
An effort made to examine empty vases in
order to stir the nervecurd, to create less-causal ripples.



Great stresspain might make you run away from
your polyp-painted puppet.
What else waits in wisps to be a leaf of this.
But the tree is accomplished eventually
in the skull-parallel means to polish my torso post.
Each acolyte signals amnesty and
the flashing fatal signals fall; 
what I live for; torn will deny.
Fluent I examine empty cages, a vase
whose nevercare stirs on the ingenued face 
waiting in wisps to be my myopia. 

Always your quasi-solidity shields me
from the soul's behavior data, those senses that
mold the mildest envy.  
Like teardrops used to cleanse a wound  
where the cluster icicles are latent lashes for 
eyes where the hems of the pillowcase gleam.  You try
not to disturb anything as you open the covers and
slide in past the passionately-discarded blueprints. 
The nab of sounds may care for me further,

the towels and facecloths

but then

quickly stirred in the

it's over before the lapse can further go.  Random
in their concern the great father figures rake 
the windowscreens for must of insects who thought
they were flying toward the light which receded further
the farther they got to it.  The father had already figured this out
which is why we worshipped his traces in found
corners, vibrant, sill-spared.  Nothing was left of that emptying
motown-music, the motes themselves had stopped emoting as
we begged the MPs to let us access the secret facility
storehouse where President Moreso sought refuge,
relying on his aides to stop the grants that support such avants
due to become public fixtures, Pop Art sidewalks,  
hoses to horse the crowd.   Out in the open
they cowered before the crud, suddenly relevant in 
their ubiquity.  Hosed in the horse of this.

*
*

September 13, 2006

*
Speaking of the clerihew, I do have the students in my Forms class write a few, but 
I've never really been tempted by it.  Here are I think the only two I've ever done, and
they're not so hot:

Leonardo Dicaprio
Is a bit of a sap, y' know—
His face may make his fans manic,
But his brain, it ain't titanic.



Winona Ryder
Can't stuff enough inside her
Shopping-bag, but where are the receipts—
It's like the box office, when her movies empty all the seats.

*
*

September 16, 2006 

*

So, the only thing I'll be remembered for as a poet in the unlikely event I'm 
remembered at all, is my invention of the "Movie-Q", which you can see examples of in
my book "Acting Poems" in the archives here.  Well, not invented really, more like 
stolen, from E. C. Bentley's clerihew.  The rhyme-scheme's the same, AABB; the only 
variant is that whereas in the clerihew the name of its subject must constitute the 
first line, in the movie-Q the name of the movie can appear anywhere in the four 
lines, which is an easier rule to follow: perhaps it's too lax.  The clerihew survives 
because of its challenging difficulties, which a certain type of poet cannot resist.   But
the movie-Q?  I don't know of anyone having published any of them since my debut of 
the form, so it's probably another deadduck noncer like Kelly's lune and Paz's sonnet-
renga, or Adelaine Crapsey's cinquain.

I set out to do a book of movie-Q's (with appropriate illustrations) but only did about 5
or 6.  Some others didn't get finished.  (The one about Sybil Danning's Panther 
Squad was a bust, pun intended.)  It doesn't look as if I have enough life left to ever 
do this book, assuming it was worth doing in the first place . . . anyway, here's one I 
did recently when I was thinking as I often do of Joan Crawford:

*
While Garbo got the great John Barrymore
To act the part of her perfect paramour,
Poor Joan Crawford was stuck with brother Lionel:
Life is c'est la vie at der Grand Hotel.

*
*

September 16, 2006 

COMMENTS

You'll be remembered Mr. Knott! I'm so excited I found your remarkable body of work
& poetic voice and fiercely independent mind. On top of this you're hilariously funny
and a compassionate human being...which one finds glimpses and fingerprints of all 
over your poems. I've been telling all my poet friends about your work.

***

[While Garbo got the great John Barrymore] is such a charming poem. It makes me 
think given the dreadfully charged socio-historical moment we live in, it might be 
possible now to write a satiric or mock-heroic poem to address weighty political 
material, a radical modern revisioning of the literary techniques John Dryden 
applied in "Absalom and Achitophel" and "Mac Flecknoe." Of course this could only be
successfully executed by the poet with a natural tendency to write such poetry and 
who is interested in events of public character. (This is not the nature of my own 



work, "Cylindrical Outdoor Fireplace" and long poems more accurately reflects what 
I hope to do, but an idea to just throw out there for the sake of creativity.)

I didn't mean to comment so soon again, I have academic and poetry work to do. But
I shall be back in two weeks and I hope you have a wonderful day!

HD

Posted by: HD   | September 16, 2006 at 11:03 AM

*

Mysterious measurements left the house so empty that all the other houses have been 
permitted to pervade it.

*

September 17, 2006

COMMENTS

Hi Bill,

What happened to “shun panacea” (the poem that was in this spot earlier). I read it 
through about three times yesterday and was just about to dig into it again. I had 
some difficulty understanding the beginning, but really enjoyed much of it. Did you 
decide you didn’t like it? Are you revising?

--E

Posted by: E No   | September 19, 2006 at 08:11 AM

*

If every valid absence points to one thing 
that shucked the cornsilk out of my ass's reaches,
an object presence has overlooked unless 
the none-scape guilt I clone so quickly intervenes.  
Is it the synchronicity of a ferrous whore or 
the fear such insignificance baits that makes us 
lock the sermon in a drawer till Sunday morning
when, dashed by the stripes of a snake's parasol, 
it trips a step.  Do animals proceed to extinction 
via their hindlegs or fore?   The mind restrains
this project for the sane, with unquarried energy—
God grounds us in gloves I guess.   They keep
our omnihands from touching flesh with flesh, they
prevent the relapse, the desire for one's kind, 
the prophylactic response: similarity haunts
the ruins of every fingerprint which bears it,
which partakes patience to outwit identity.



Aftermath's a studio of mirrors, a curt salon
where prudent heirs sweat in overcoats, sure
their profiles can disgrace our art-dartboards.
Thus nature finds its quickest aim in beginnings, 
a naissance to obliquely punish yesterdays with.
Cradling an antenna's unripe fruit, your gusts incite 
the white apartment, its darksome rooms where 
derivative jars filled with conked nudes ripen.  
But all in all, the central event will not relent.

*
*

September 17, 2006

*
Here's a recent quote from Jonathan Mayhew's "Bemsha Swing" blog:
"Billy Collins is evil, because he takes the highest art form possible and waters it 
down, perverts it. It is this very act that is evil, hence this is not a fallaciously ad 
hominem statement."

Mayhew is such an interesting writer, intelligent and erudite. But I disagree with 
almost everything he writes about USA poetry, and I wonder why he bothers to write 
such commentary. He must know that his opinions in this area aren't going to be 
heeded by the greater community of the poetry public. Mine aren't either, but I don't 
have any choice because I'm stuck in this mud. But Mayhew is free of our USA po-mire:
he is one of this country's leading experts on contemporary Spanish poetry, that's his 
field of authority in academia. Why doesn't he channel his considerable verbal skills to
translating contemporary Spanish poetry, and leave the Collins-sniping to hacks like X 
and Y? It's all they have, whereas he, Mayhew, has so much more to offer!

Well, Jerome Rothenberg didn't spent his life translating contemporary German 
poetry, which is what I've silently wished for decades he would do. His City Lights 
book (pubbed in the 1960s) of "New Young German Poets" was a touchstone for me. His
brilliant versions of Enzensberger (in the book "Poems for People who Don't Like 
Poetry") have not been topped by any USA translator, and are matched only in their 
alternate by Michael Hamburger's British versions (I always think USA and British 
translators should not be compared against each other as to which is better, but 
simply read side by side with different expectations). . . I don't like Rothenberg's own 
poetry; I think he's wasted his gifts writing his own inferior poetry when he could have
spent the last 4 decades giving us great versions of Enzensberger Celan Krolow 
Bachmann et al. . .

Back to Collins and his "evil" acts. Mayhew and all the other School-Of-Noisiness hacks 
pick on Collins because of his popularity, his bestseller status. It's not Collins per se, 
it's Collins the symbol. If Collins is evil, it's his readers who have made him so. Collins 
is just a strawperp for the SONs to huff and puff at, but of course they can't blow him 
down. They can't topple him because he's not their real problem, anyway: their 
dilemma is that large amorphous audience of poetrybook buyers who are never going 
to gobble up the SON's trickytreats. The SONs are never going to be popular in the way
that Collins and Mary Oliver and Jane Hirshfield etc are.

*
My thoughts about Collins are clouded by envy. Obviously I write the same kind of 
poetry he writes, only he does it significantly better than me. He's simply a better 
poet than I am in the particular style or esthetic mode that he and I both write in and 
from. I wish I could do what he does, because what he does is what I've aspired all my 



life to do and haven't been able to. He's succeeded where I've failed: he's successfully 
written the kinds of poems that I've tried and failed to write.

(No one can argue with that; and please don't post any comments to the contary: 
please don't insult me with specious praise and vacuous compliments. I will delete any
such absurdities.)

*

September 21, 2006

COMMENTS

I do in fact translate Spanish poetry into English. Thanks for the kind words, Bill.

Posted by: Jonathan Mayhew   | September 21, 2006 at 10:26 AM

I don't give a fuck whether or not you drown in self-pity, or overcome your inherent 
feelings of inferiority and simply concentrate on writing good poems. Collins is not 
your equal, in fact he's not even on the same plane. Poets can't really be compared 
with each other, but Collins is a jerk. Who else would write such tepid, pc crap with 
a straight face?

Oh, I know. Ted Kooser.

Posted by: Curtis Faville   | September 22, 2006 at 10:20 AM

fools belong in paradise. youll be canonized as a martyr. that's not what you want, i 
assume. hmmm, self-pity, self loathing. go on like this and in your next embodiment 
youll wise.

Posted by: arif         | September 22, 2006 at 01:49 PM

I think you're wasting your verbal gifts, comparing yourself to Collins. Actually, I 
enjoy Collins, but I enjoy much of what I've read by Bill Knott more. And you're quite
different than Billy C. -- although debates about what's different & same are, well, 
all the same in their many tedious differences. Enough! I think I'm wasting my verbal
gifts writing here... anyway, I was very much impressed by your first book, blah blah
blah, blah blah blah, cheers.

Posted by: Brian Campbell   | November 13, 2006 at 10:38 PM

Speaking of hypocrisy,

how inanely lockstep and pusillanimously servile are the rabid rote responses of USA 
politicians and major media to a few truths uttered by the President of Venezuela 
during his recent visit to New York City . . . 

*

September 23, 2006



response to a comment by curtis faville

here's a comment by Curtis Faville on my note of Sept 21:

I don't give a fuck whether or not you drown in self-pity, or overcome your inherent 
feelings of inferiority and simply concentrate on writing good poems. Collins is not 
your equal, in fact he's not even on the same plane. Poets can't really be compared 
with each other, but Collins is a jerk. Who else would write such tepid, pc crap with 
a straight face?

Oh, I know.  Ted Kooser.    

Posted by: Curtis Faville

and my response:

You've got 6000 blogs that parrot your esthetic position, the smug assumptions of your 
POV are propagandized endlessly online, so what do you care what one SOQ-hack 
blogodite like me says?  You've already won the argument by sheer force of numbers as
far as the blogworld goes, so why waste your time refuting my lonely voice?  Does my 
single dissenting squeak really disturb the calm of your perfect SON-scape?

*

*

September 23, 2006

knott-pated fool

“Thou clay-brained guts, thou knott-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy 

tallow-catch.”
—Henry IV, part I, act II.

*
*

THE FUTILIST

Is there a single inch— 
one square millimeter 
on the face of our planet 
which some animal 
human or otherwise 
has not shit on?

Is there anywhere even a
pore's-worth of ground—
earth that has never 
(not once in its eons) 
been covered by what 
golgotha of dung?

If such a place exists, 
I want to go there 
and stand there 



at that site 
in that spot, truly
and purely for an instant.

*
*

*

September 25, 2006 

*

POEM

He
will outlive
me and I
will die

wishing
I had had
his life
instead

of my
own—
how many

can I say
that of
and why.

*
*

* *

September 26, 2006

COMMENTS

I love this one. I love the way it’s put together. Four tercets and a couplet, but upon
closer inspection also an octave with a volta after “ha!” and a sestet of three 
couplets, or maybe a sestet then an octave with four couplets. Then there’s the 
“you” in the first line, paralleled by the other vowels I, o, e and a. All this 
immediately made me think of “sometimes-y,” and scanning back I find “why” in the
third line. And then the first stanza starts to read like “all the days with the letter U
in them...” as if describing a preference for Tuesdays, Thursdays, Saturdays and 
Sundays over Fridays. (And of course every day has Y.) Interestingly, “You” and 
“why” are words that sound like vowels, “I” and “a” are vowels that are also words,
while “o” and “e” are not words at all; except that “O” is a word, but only for 
poets, and not used as such here. I could go on and on. Maybe some of this is 
reading too much into it, but it doesn’t really matter because what’s cool about this
is that it doesn’t come off as a riddle which, once figured out, leaves no mystery 
remaining; discovering the patterns and play within this add to the interest rather 
than exhaust it.

Posted by: E No   | September 26, 2006 at 08:50 AM



Your BAP stories are gone...But it was nice to read in your BAP story about Billy 
Collins's support of poets through his 180 Anthology...But I love most that you said:

"It's not a conflict of obscurity versus clarity, it's a conflict of conscience versus 
abdication of human responsibility."

I have an intuition that my generation, roughly forty years coming after your 
generation, will have to live your words. Hugo Chavez was right in his United Nations
speech about people waking up all over the world today. That could mean anything: 
World Wars III and IV or another Renaissance. What kind of American poetry will be 
in an omnious red-coloured world of consolation and broken body?

Behind the innocent trees
old Destiny is slowly forming her mute
expressionless face.
Wrinkles are moving onto it...
What a bird screeches, here,
springs up there as a furrow of pain
on the harsh prophetic mouth.

Oh and the soon-to-be lovers
smile and are still departureless;
above them their fate sets and rises
like a constellation,
enraptured by night.
Not yet does it offer itself to them;
it remains 
hovering in the paths of the sky,
an ethereal form.

--[Behind the innocent trees], Rainer Rilke

HD

Posted by: HD   | September 29, 2006 at 03:14 AM

BILL KNOTT IS INIQUITOUS AND PERSONALLY UNLIKEABLE. 
(says the webpage below:)
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column by KELLY LeVAN, lacommunity@lamonitor.com  , Monitor 
Community Editor

Along with the iniquitous and venerable Bill Knott, I was fortunate 
enough to have for a teacher the poet William Heyen. Unlike Knott, 
Heyen was personally likeable. . .

*

September 11, 2006

*
Lowell's great "For the Union Dead" begins with water/childhood imagery and finishes 
with a vision of occluded filth: "grease."  In this it follows the trajectory of Rimbaud's 
"Memoire," which opens with "Clear water; like the salt of childhood tears" and 
concludes with "mud."  Lowell was translating the Rimbaud poem around the time he 
wrote "Union" (his rhymed version appears in "Imitations"), and I think Rimbaud's 
quatrains influenced his stanzaic choice.  Rimbaud's last image is of a boat stuck in 
mud in the middle of a lake; Lowell shows us the "savage servility" of an evil 
automotived populace, a car-culture that "slides by on grease."  "Everywhere giant-
finned cars nose forward like fish."  The lake where fish should be swimming.  Boat: 
car.  "The old South Boston Aquarium."  The two poems mirror each other to some 
extent, and I wonder if Lowell worked these intertangencies consciously.  Both poets 
biographically shared the drama of an overbearing needy mother and absent, 
militarized father (a plot poignantly depicted in "Memoire"), and perhaps some of the 
power of Lowell's poem comes from this Oedipal engine.  Whether your vroomvroom 
boat is dredge-caught in mud, or whether your giant finned car (what is a boat but a 
finned car) slides by on grease, forget it.  You ain't going nowhere, little guy: c'mere 
and let me tuck you in.  Momma mud, granny grease.  They gonna get you in the end.

*
Re the Oedipal underlay of "Union Dead": re the poem's ending: the chariot from which
King Laios ordered a young tramp standing in the crossroads to step aside, get out of 
my way: that royal vehicle is now "everywhere": the "giant-finned cars" of the fathers 
are flooding everywhere, commanding passage, imposing their imperial progress.  
(The father slain is Allen Tate, and "the gentle serpent" that concludes his "Ode to the 
Confederate Dead" is reverse-echoed by "a savage servility.")

October 15, 2006

 

tanka, but no tanka

Silliman likes Joseph Massey's little poem below, and I like it too.   I've copied and 
pasted the comment from today's version of his omnipotent blog (and added a short 
note of my own to his):

Hill’s red
tethered
edge –

berries



that numbed
your tongue

It was the sound of the poem that carried me through it the first time I read it (in the 
journal before the book, in fact), all those parallel e˘ sounds & that almost 
subterranean d. Yet a few days later, what lingers more is that one word that 
semantically stands ajar, slightly out of line with the rest of this otherwise impeccably
realist depiction: tethered. In what way (or ways) might a hill be tethered? When I 
first read the poem, I know that my mind substituted at least the meaning of the word
deckled – as in irregular, notched, almost fractal – for tethered. But that’s my mind, 
and I’m savvy enough about the inner workings of the parsimony principle to know 
that the reader will supplement whatever details create, for him or her, the simplest, 
neatest explication. Beyond which, of course, there is an echo of weathered. But 
that’s not it either. Literally tethered means tied down, a meaning I can’t fit quite 
with the presence of a bush or a sense of a hill’s horizon. And it’s that not fitting, that
imprecision in a work that seems to be exactly a monument to the precise, that gives 
this poem its depth over time.

My added note: Isn't it that the berries are red, the berries are tethered (hung from) 
their bush, and their taste is the sharp edge that numbs the tongue. . . and that the 
berrybush(es) may edge the hill as a sort of boundary, ie a tethering or containing. . . 
the ung in tongue picks up the umb in numbed, and the g in tongue echoes a bit the 
edge of the first tercet.  And: I would call it a tanka.  (I recommend to anyone  Ueda's
wonderful anthology of translations of Modern Japanese Tanka, which can be gotten 
from Amazon or Abebooks.)

*
I usually don't like the poets Silliman likes, of course.  My SOQ defenses must be 
weakening.

*
Tankas, haikus: are they valid forms for serious poets?  Are they (we, if you count me 
among that bunch, but everyone knows I'm not a serious poet: no, I'm a—a poet-
biscuit) afraid to write them?  There are endless websites and venues devoted to them
(The American Haiku Society et al), but don't most professional poets, MFA'd poets, 
don't they look down their noses at the vendors of that phenomenon?  Ben Lerner can 
run the sonnet through his Lichtenberger-grinder, but is anybody salting the tanka's 
tail.  Paultroon Muldoon has recently honored the haiku with his usual overkill, which 
means no other poet-of-note will dare write one for the next two decades, probably.

*

October 26, 2006

COMMENTS

ah, consistency. i picked up a new title of yours with an introduction by mark doty. 
now i can't remember what it is. it's got collages. i got it for my store, but i haven't 
yet gotten a chance to take a look at it. did i dream this?

Posted by: CLAY BANES   | October 27, 2006 at 12:18 AM

This message is for Sean Casey (sorry Bill, I do not know how to reach him otherwise 
& know he loves your blog), I am so sorry about the World Series. I know it has been 
difficult for you as an ex-Ohioian playing for Detroit and it is real uncool how your 
other teammates performed. I mean, hitting a double in the 9th inning is quite 
something and for the rest to rely on your brilliance rather than produce their own 
is exactly like modern poetry. Bill knows this also. I do hope that you evade this 
problem and continue donating to your favorite Poetry Publishing Company, 
Pavement Saw Press, a tax exempt 501 (c) organization, which is really more like an 



investment as our limited edition books increase in value as time sputs its 
continuance. Loss will pass fast. Be well & thank you-- Dave Baratier, editor, 
Pavement Saw Press.

Posted by: David Baratier   | October 27, 2006 at 08:39 PM

The tops of Saturn cars glitter in the white June sun.

I am exhausted by my happiness.

***

Mr. Knott, would you tell us a little about the kind of person you were as a child, 
teenager, or young man? How did you start to become the man and poet Bill Knott?

This is a lot to ask of you, I know. But I ask because I genuinely like you, as if I've 
found an old friend, and even though I'm anonymous I never want to be strangers.

HD

Posted by: HD   | October 27, 2006 at 11:51 PM

Hi Bill -- Jay Leeming is a poet who's doing some great work in the haiku and renga 
forms. I'm not sure if or where you can see them in print or online yet -- though I 
know he has a new book manuscript he's working on that includes both -- except for 
a single-renga chapbook you could probably get directly from him 
(www.jayleeming.com). Above and beyond this particular corner of his work, I think 
generally you would like his poems.

Posted by: Matthew Thorburn   | November 01, 2006 at 11:33 AM

There are a number of haiku by Tosa Motokiyu in his 1997 book Doubled Flowering: 
From the Notebooks of Araki Yasusada. Within the fiction, Yasusada is presented as a
Zen practitioner and a young member of Ogiwara Seisensui's famous Soun (Layered 
Clouds) experimental haiku group.

Here are a few from the book:

holding an X-ray
I allow hundreds of geese to enter my life

*

wetly adorning
the monk's behind--
veined side
of the golden leaf

*

riding the pick-up
monks of various ages
have vanished into distance

*

penis withered



I follow a begging bowl
into hailstones

*

scubadivers
chrysanthemums
also

*

crematorium
shared 
persimmon

*

deer
inlets
dream

*

slate bed--
I dream of genitals
at an angle

*

sake's transparent--
I pat the pig

*

hyacinth's scent--
no hail under the long rock

*

the wild grasses--
so here I am

*

temple bell--
inside the frozen raven
snow has fallen

*

I walk
flowing with something
and do not

*

returning 
to the shadows of a blossom



the shadow of another life

*

in the temple's silence
shaped like a hammer
the hammer's silence

*

turning the sutra page
a light is shining 
far back in the trees

*

faint memory 
of her lithe body--
wet smacking
of the mud snails

*

in the graveyard at dawn
I greet the panting runner

*

autumn moon--
from the monk's cell
soft weeping seeps out

*

waves of drifting snow--
my newborn son
deep in a dream

*

hiroshima museum--
monks whispering 
near moonstones

*

east of the brittle ideograms
the mantis eats the mantis:
after five billion years
why not?

*

delicacy of delicacies--
the breeze in the thick pines
of this ink-washed scroll

*



I whisper and he whispers back:
no scars on faces
when moon-viewing in snow

*

Posted by: Kent Johnson   | November 08, 2006 at 11:51 AM

The one below should correctly read:

returning 
to the shadows of the blossoms
the shadow of another life

*

Posted by: Kent Johnson   | November 08, 2006 at 11:55 AM

an interview with a young playwright; he seems 
intelligent, except for one regrettable remark about "the 
greatest [sic] poet" (such jejune enthusiasms must be shed
if one is to advance) . . .
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Playing With Canons

An Interview With 
Kirk Wood Bromley 
Want's Unwish't Work

You write in verse, which is a rare thing to see these days. What do you like about 
verse that distinguishes it from prose?

It just fits best with my brain patterns. I obsessively count letters and syllables, and 
so rhythmic writing satisfies me. To me prose is work, poetry is joy, so it's not a hard 
choice.

You started out as a poet, then switched to playwriting. What led you to each in the 
first place?

I became a poet because I loved making word puzzles. I became a playwright because 
I got lonely.

Do you still write poetry?



Yes, but only as songs that I sing. I seem incapable of leaving words on paper.

Let's talk about your play that's being published, Want's Unwish't Work. It's inspired by 
Shakespeare's Love's Labour's Lost. What is it about Shakespeare—and that play, in 
particular—that inspired you?

I think Love's Labour's Lost is one of the most complex, playful dramatic poems ever 
written, rivaled only perhaps by a few other Shakespeare plays. How could I not be 
inspired by Shakespeare? He's the greatest writer ever, we all recognize that, and so I 
set out to beat him at his own game.

I read in a previous interview of yours that you're mostly influenced by classical verse 
playwrights, and not at all by contemporary writers. Is that still true?

No. I only read contemporary writers now, though of course that might change some 
day. I finally see that Bill Knott is the greatest poet ever.

In addition to writing plays, you also run your own theatre company, Inverse Theater. 
What led you to start Inverse?

I was not about to live that life of mailing my plays to 1,000 people, hearing back 
from one of them, then they hold a reading of my play in a workshop environment, 
and after the reading they tell me how to change my play so it's somewhat like what 
they might write could they write which they can't. I wanted to be produced, 
constantly, and to be surrounded collaboratively with other theater artists.

You've been credited with coining the phrase "Indie Theater" as a permanent 
replacement for the term "Off-Off-Broadway." Would you tell us a little more about 
what "Indie Theater" means to you, and how you came up with it?

I came up with it when Inverse was given a NYITA for greatness in Off-Off-Broadway, 
and I thought at the ceremony "What am I going to say?" and so I said what was on my 
mind, which was that I am not Off-Off that ridiculous street where bad theater ruins 
the world night after stupid night. But then I thought, so what is the kind of theater I 
do? And I thought, well, I don't think it can be categorized truly, so maybe it's just a 
marketing question, and so I thought Indie film and Indie music are so sexy and 
everyone wants to be that etc...so why not name it Indie Theater and then maybe 
we'll be sexy too?

As far as what I think Indie is, I will refer you to a monologue from my most recent 
play, No More Pretending, which will be appearing in early November (check 
www.inversetheater.org for times and place), and which is sort of about the quest of 
being an Indie artist and the difficulties therein:

I'm talkin bout an indie reformation!
Gonna set my own standards, disregard
Dispense, gonna compose my audience,
Develop along my own lines, gonna
Misdirect the signs, disinvite the times,
Refine what I need, underfeed the god greed
So I can risk my assessments, squander
My investments, gonna stand for no frisk,
Won't pander to nuthin, not even myself
On a compact disc all slanderin and cussin.
Gonna strut the gamut, prove the or-else
A bluffin but, gonna fight for the right
To be useless, define to dispossess,
Gonna say ‘But I digress’ with the pride
Of the powerless, gonna crave my errors,
My snide ambassadors to metaphors



Unthought of, emulating prior to
Judgment, gonna flop, falter, feign my whatfor
Beyond this grudgement of ingratiating,
Gonna hang with the wrong crowd that they might
Be neither, call me theater, but I love
To close, gonna sing my sinking song loud
Til I get away with the everyday.
Gonna descend to the occasion of
My rejection, cuz that’s the direction
Whence I transcend the trend and end this trance,
Gonna practice passive use, induce diffuse,
Make money jealous, defuse the famous,
As I run into problems like a hippo
Into potamus. Gonna show my know
To miscompute, miscompete, misconstrue,
Ain't you? No one should work for someone else,
The planet's way too precious for your wealth,
Yo, gettin paid be givin pollution,
I want the tribe, not the distribution.
Gonna pay my trib to the dis if the sys
Don't salute, gonna refute my repute,
I'm done securin significant deals,
Gonna deal in significance that we
Might lose the need to be secure. Embrace
The unsure, the medium is the mess,
We fail in success, gonna recoup
What I divest, I don't care what you think
Cuz I care what you think, ain't gonna stress
No ‘How to be a snake and walk on two’
Booshit lessons, pressin on the buttons,
Hopin sumone put my butt on sumthin
That I can get a cut on, I'nt no slut
What slugz execs for coupons. You a pawn?
Hear me yawn, as I get my naked on:
Fuck the industry; Mobad goin indie.

You're a pretty prolific writer. How do you do it? And what's up next for you?

It is sheer brute force. I have a wife and two kids, so to pull myself away from them, 
and from work, to write every day for 3 - 4 hours, which I do without fail, is just an 
act of unbridled power. I have the will to do it, so I do it. Plus, if I don't write for a 
couple days, my brain goes stale and it takes me 4 - 5 days to produce a single line 
that I'm happy with. Writing for me is a chemical reaction in my body, and if I don't 
keep those chemicals constantly activated, I go dry inside and I then have to work 
twice as hard to get them going.

Next for me is No More Pretending in November, a re-mount of Inverse's first play, The 
Death of Griffin Hunter, in January 2007, and currently I'm writing a play called Me 
which is about me.

Interview with Kirk Wood Bromley was conducted by Michael Criscuolo September 
2006.

November 08, 2006

just noticed that this book selection was not completely 
reproduced in an earlier post, so I've deleted that old one 
and am posting the corrected text here:

*



(ACTING POEMS): A SELECTION

            actors, performers, 

            movies, theater, TV, 
            circus/carnival, etcet                           

Copyright 2006 Bill Knott

---------------------------------------------------------
Intro Note:

Poems re performers of whatever sort—movies, TV, theater, circus/ carnival et al.

Poems in which an act of public performance (real or imagined) is central.

Or in which such metaphors are prominent. 

Performance seems to pervade or control so many aspects of our life, private and 
public.  How often we "play" to an audience of all or one or none.

Of course I'm not a real poet, I only play one on TV, as my critics have often pointed 
out.  What was it old 'Cal' Bedient said . . . as I remember it, his entire review 
consisted of calling me quote "a malignant clown."

*
The order of the poems is random.

------------------------------------------------

*
*
FRAMEPOEM

First, make a 100 minute movie.  Then take the 1
million 440 thousand frames, or stills: take each
frame, blow it up, print it, put a frame around it,
then take all 1 million 440 thousand pictures, hang
them in a gallery, consecutively in a line so that 
the first frame of the movie is the first picture
inside the door and the last, last: you get the
idea.  Then have the people who come in RUN past
the 1 million 440 thousand pictures, so that in
this way they become both spectator and projector.

*
*

VANT

First, cover yourself with chameleons.

Then walk down the street.

The one who recognizes you as you is your enemy.

The one who recognizes you as Greta Garbo is your lover.

*



*

EACH THOUGHT EMITS A CAST OF ITSELF

Every roll is a new role
And each shows its truest face
When Yorick’s skull is tossed you’ll
Reveal your final disguise

Bone against bone they spin
Exposed by a thrust of wrist-lace
Yet Hamlet stripped to his skin
Scolds the players’ displays

Don’t saw the air when you throw
Don’t wince at seven eleven
Whatever odds you’re down to now
Will zoom up zero soon

Act Five Scene Five waits
To quietus these words words words
Death itself is just one of the fates
Our dice are rolling towards

*
*

RETURN (CINEMA)

Down every road that rounds us off with rain
I go though 
of course precious
I have lost the way—

Corridors run through movies
to lead me onward to the onward place,
but every time I try

to keep track of that trackshot
I die in clumps beneath its rails. 

See the days that drag me down with road.

You stars who shine from the door
of the projector, you holy detours,
where my threshold fails is home 
to you.  You rule each realm

I ache my grin into skeleton for.

I know your names
Will nickname my name some more.

*
*

HERITAGE

         " . . . here thy generations endeth in accord." 



I physically resemble my mother
And father and therefore must have been
Adopted, because on my TV screen
The role-children rarely share a feature
With either parent.  The fact they're actors
And I'm not is what makes me misbegot—
Watch that matched world of monitors 2-shot
The mirror daily where I pray these stars

Come: cancel everyone of us whose names
And clans have sundered human unity—
Descend always among daughters or sons
To live still, beyond the Web's trivia games,
Till their faces cloned shape ours.  Family.
From android to ape, we'll be Thy reruns.

*
*

CURTAIN UP

The last whirling dervish to drop
Beholds transfixed what those who stop 
Dancing an instant prior can't:
His veil is pierced by orbs that grant

The properly-spiritual leer  
A picture which should inspire fear.  
They say the face of God, maybe—
In my case I would probably

Flashback to 1961
Where filmqueen Romy Schneider's gone
Down on co-star Alain Delon
To pose for my holy vision.

They're flung in bed with me between.
See us there: I am their screen.

*
*

HOLLYWOOD NIGHTMARE   

Soon to be a major mirage, my face—my face                                  
never changes!  To look each day in the mirror                             
is boring as going on location shoots
or signing autographs for my stable
of fans or being typecast in detective
roles.  Sigh.  Sometimes all I do is sit by my pool

and spazz out until my brain is a black pool
of emptiness, my eyes reruns: until my face
wears the neutral mask of aura a detective
affects.  And when I am as blank as a mirror, 
as dull, when I sprawl as snoozeful as a stable 
full of saviors, I dream: I dream someone shoots

me and he becomes a celebrity.  He shoots 
me and he gets the house, the swimming pool,



the Andy Warhols, the Rolls, the Porsche, the stable, 
the . . . the lawn he gets!  Christ, it's like divorce.  My face!  
He gets my face too?  He's like a fucking mirror 
of me . . . !  Jesus, you'd think some goddam detective

would know it's not me: when I'm a detective 
on TV I know who is who.  The badguy shoots 
the goodguy sometimes but when they hold a mirror 
over the goodguy's lips you see a pool 
of mist appear and then his pal the co-star's face 
looks all relieved.  Cut to the hospital: "Stable?"

the doctor says, "Yes: his condition is stable.  
Of course, with the brainectomy his detective 
days are history, uh hunh.  His face?  His face—
hell, our plastic-surgeon loves a challenge: shoots 
these Before and After photos?  Great stuff! . . . "  The pool 
of reporters from the Daily Sun Rhymes Mirror

yawns at the smiling doctor while in the mirror 
above my white white bed I maintain a stable 
noble absence; my non-being is a pool 
of pure mystery-—a puzzle no detective 
can resist, not even me: I see shoots 
of lilac and crocus burst from my face

when they nail the mirror on.  What detective 
show's as real, as stable as this dream, which—look—shoots 
nothing but closeups: face, pool, face, pool, face, pool, face.      

*
*

MYSTERY MOVIE

The business rival, the jealous lover,
the distant heir: once I've guessed 
who the murderer is, it's over before 
it's over, like life.  The detective will 
continue to not see the obvious or
else pretend to lack the answers till
his hunch is confirmed: if he's Poirot
or so, he savors his superiority and
holds his gloat over the heads of all
the stupid others: the cast still looks
each suspicious close-up in the eye,
but my attention fades to patience.
Post-intrigue and somewhat bored I
settle back, awaiting the confirmation
of my solution.  Then: each clue hangs
abacus-like on the bars I've placed
around it all, safe and cell, confident
the guilty one shall confess to prove
that even I must suffer exoneration 
in the executions destined for those
who foresee the end, who linger here
complacent in our deductive wisdom,
reviewing the forensics, the shrewd 
sleuth-insights that result in the death
of suspense, the loss of our audience
innocence.  Now the soundtrack swells



to leitmotif its list of suspects, each of 
whom could have done it if this world
were only perfect, equal in its sharing
of virtue or crime.  Sherlocks who solve
the puzzle pre-climax are most to blame
perhaps: are we to show for this lack
of justice, we who jump the gun, who
deny the drawing out of the dilemma,
thrill of the withheld.  The unknown.
We who rush too soon to the revelation.
We killjoys who slay its necessary delay. 

*
*

TRYING TO KEEP THE DIALOGUE GOING

when my hand was cut off
I got worried
but then suddenly
from the shirtcuff flap

slips of paper began to appear
bearing printed lines
for me to speak
when the cues come

now the other actors pay
attention to me 
and seem happy
when I respond to them

and so I'm wondering
if it worked this way
with the hand what
should we cut off next

*
*

VIDLOCK

These movies in common separate us
if we see them as real, as all that may 
be salvaged by an image, the screen 
blank so it can evolve toward some

higher form of media, a schism 
between the eyes perhaps, whose 
gap is carefully marginal with grief, 
whose stubborn inborn hunger grips

like tolled-out hymns.  Like old films.
And yet its website remains as secret 
as a bridal veils' graveyard or any 
facade acropolis can't penetrate. 

Its made for TV trademark's a fad, 
a name: one more fatal masquerade.



*
*

PORNOPUNCHINELLO

I lack the pleasure to claim remorse
Is at my loins earning its pariah’s name
From me who may have kissed a worm or worse
In my time aspiring to that acme shame

Unless shame is a sense of having shirked
Refused what love dangled just above me
All those tantalus chances for lust were jerked
Out of reach but not by fate’s absurd pulley

My own hands gangling in the back somewhere
Supported those puppets’ pulp character

Tame filmstars lame mimes where are your faces
Enduring still your enticements I turn
And twist until you’ve all lost your places
Prompter-perfect I but you you never learn

*
*

CRAFT

lay the tragic mask
atop the comic mask

snip out the parts
where they don't match

then take this overlap
make a third mask

a superfluous mask
a mask of excess

a mask that is useless
that has no purpose

unless of course it is 
the appropriate one

to be placed on both 
your first and final face

*
*

GRANT PROPOSAL (Category: Performance Arts)

I want to go out each day at noon and stand
On top of our Capitol's highest highrise, 
Where aircurrents stack, where storms restore themselves,
Where the crossroads of sky are swept by radar,



Up there, buffeted, stand, cupping in my hands
A gleam of gold-dust, a handful of gold-dust
Doled out to me each day by our State, by you
The modest mandarins of its Arts Council,

Trustees all, you whose grace I must stand for there
And being thus empowered begin to pour
The gold-dust back and forth, pour it in sifts from

Hand to hand until the wind has left my palms
Bare, please note that length of project will vary
Daily, at noon, and not one grain remains.

Note:
Line 2: Capitol with an 'o'—meaning "the citadel of government" 
(OED), its cloistered towers, atop the tallest of which the applicant 
desires to venture.  Line 6: maybe "gleam" should be "flash"?  I 
associate the former with earth, the latter, sky.  "In the things 
that arise [buildings or structures of any sort], earth is present 
as the sheltering agent," Heidegger avers in 'The Origin of the 
Work of Art.'  Hendecasyllabics, with a variant last line.

*
*

APPEARING NIGHTLY

Spotlit—assisted in mid 
prestidigitation by the wind— 
I wield a shishkebob of heads
whose tongues hang swaying,
saying what the wand wants.

I point out the birthmarks
of alias and conjure the plethora 
that sugars our footprints 
and dusts the sunset—
that ancestral-tao, that benefice

bane, that grim grass which
overgrows each reach, each 
alms our road groped toward.
Here is the majesty and moss
of another grasp.  Another loss.

Here is the world, exiled.
Its tidal stage-curtains close
or open, it grows or wanes,
its actors lose and gain 
their personae per the moon.

*
*

PERFORMANCE-ART PIECE

First she slides a banana up my ass 
almost but not quite all the way in
then deftly with a knife she slices
the rindtip that extrudes and when



the pithsweet meatus shows its white
cusp like a pearl between the moue
of a romeo in a cameo says Right
Hold it Okay now squeeze real slow

as she squats and eats the ivory
flesh emerging and smearing fused
her red lispberries while the yellow

skin remains within me to be used
as a kind of condom for the dildo
she has to ram in and out artfully.

*
*

COCTEAU'S STARS IMPORTUNED

Cocteau's stars are bored by the love
of a sort of wince-animal,
who's failed throughout his life no less
to stretch a pimple into a profile.

Pipes ache to anchor in those teeth—
a sail, a horsestall, a fireplace
all beg to go backdrop, to gaze
agonized at your white spines.

Pruned against mirror, I imagine
laundering such muse, laving such sheets:
Oh simul-semen! kill this puny poem,

whose publication has been timed
to coincide with the release of
my latest film, Fetish Sans Flesh.

*
*

NO-ACT PLAY

I'm sitting alone in my rented room.

A door knocks at the door.

I don't answer.

It goes away.

Later I leave the room, and go to my crummy job.

The door returns, and knocks again.

It is admitted.

*
*



NIGHT AND THE NAKED
                                       (to RN)

The filmfestival swept beyond us as we kissed
Oh roundrobin panel where we went goodbye
Since then the weight (savored) of noncoincidence
As if each lightningbolt were secretly aimed at 

A matchstick but were we ever on target as that
Whenever we meet now in the bar part or the
Restaurant part or the video part or the disco
Part or the atrium of this night I fear our parts our

Roles I mean because what if we you and me
Were cast to closeup the scene the street the strobe
Stabs of rain frying our profiles for future ref

Literals straight off a wanted poster for Janus
Because or would we just stand there thunderfucked
Trying to remember our name ends in applause

*
*

AFTER COCTEAU'S ORPHEUS

These bright glass shards we walk upon
reflect the past too slowly so we
must quicken our step to keep pace
and rush to meet the bloody footprints

that tablet-trace our progress across
the iced sperm of this idle span
called home past all of which we come
dampseconds after I kiss your sole.

Montage is shown the same, screen-first;
then, if struck by a vast unseen pin,
pray to lay down more veins that pour.

The spotless splinter of its tongue
creates no threshold from the toe-mold
this shattered mirror alone can enter.

*
*

OR NOT TO BE

Not Hamlet but his shadow 
shows the clarity of performance—
see how brilliantly it holds its stance,
soliliquy bold and brando.

But then of course it is like all 
such primadonnas, liable
to be much too much dependent upon
its prompter, the sun.



*
*

UNDERSTUDY (WAGNERIAN)

In my dream 
I was the diva

I stood there
my flat chest flapping
breathless with
a scales nailed
to my nipples

mistakenly begging 
everybody in 
the audience
to pile all their tragedy
on one pan

comedy
on the other

*
*

AUDIENCE

Murderous the fist
of their paws condemns
us all to die of applause:
in this circus minimus
even Coriolanus must
nurse and gnaw and showcase
his scars when the next
closeup comes.

*
*

SUMMER ACTION FEATURES

Can I kiss this cinema's utter pittedness.

Moviescreen, you hype of hygiene, I love 
to see a face lace its venom with mine.

When the hero has far too many minotaur scars,
the creases in my palms turn over and nap.

Archimedes revised: if I sink far enough
into the film, the law of displacement 
should bring to the surface my truest self. 

Then the blow-ups come on cue.  The ingenue
glows like the sky: we both gnaw raw halo.

God knows I know each bomb is a mobile
some sculptor has failed ineptly to keep aloft.



Even I am losing my innocent twitter balance,
though statistically I will die eating purse soup.

*
*

MOVIE-Q's

*
Ben Lyons was typically blunt
in I Cover the Waterfront—
his cute co-star Claudette Colbert
could have frenched it: 'Ze waterfront, I co-vair.'

*
Where Garbo got the great John Barrymore
To act the part of her perfect paramour,
Poor Joan Crawford was stuck with brother Lionel:
Life is c'est la vie at der Grand Hotel.

*
Attack of the 50 Foot Woman
is not a film appeals to everyone—
but I, I like the way it feels, I guess,
to have a whole town look up my dress.

*
Although by gorgeous Gene Tierney
he was loved, and loved sincerely,
Richard Widmark proved pretty shitty.
The flick?  Night and the City.

*
Those Incredibly Strange Creatures Who
Stopped Living and Became Mixed-up Zombies blew
my mind, man.  Like wow! (—Was I crazy?  Was I sick?
Maybe I shouldn't have watched it through that Thai-stick.)

*
I know Jack Nicholson played a cameo—   
and Elton John played a song or so—
and Ann-Margaret played his mommy—
but WHO the hell else was in Tommy?

*
It's a crime shame that that scene where
Sean Penn tied you know Madonna to a chair
and then put on her dress and licked her thighs
got like totally cut out of Shanghai Surprise.

*
How many of you gazeekoids went yumyum
Watching that transmutated geek Jeff Goldblum
Rip off his own ear and eat it?  The Fly was great!
(And if he'd unzipped his fly, ripped that off, and ate?)

*
Oh sight that might have made an atheist of God—
seeing the screenwriter-producer-star of Panther Squad
—auteur divine, Sybil Danning—opt to not go topless!



(Even John the Baptist 'd put it on his flop-list.)

*
Basic Instinct 2 avoids the great esthetic error of 1
by not having any Moviestars appear but the sheer Sharon:
its other no-name actors fade to shadows in this Dantean
vision of the heavenly ("Eat me!") Stone alone up there on the screen.

 

*
Note: I don't know if the Movie-Q constitutes a form per se, but I made up some rules 
for it: the complete name of the film must appear in a quatrain rhymed AABB.  The 
Movie-Q must try to be funny, or piquant, or pointed.  Etc., etc., though actually I 
can't think of any more rules.

*
*

VAGUE CONSOLES

This vista often awarded John Ford his rest.
Myself, scenery has a lack of I (emphasis).
And haven't we killed all the Indians yet?
In a stagecoach—made of sagebrush, no doubt—,

I would gauche-out like a tumbleweed at a sockhop.
Yo, watch it roll across the old gym-floor, loboto
Basketball: then, toed by foetid teens, fall,
Slo-mo, as though some flair for the vague consoles—

Oh lips refusing their tongues' rights, bodies
Trying to put down the peaceful demands of
Their genitalia . . . yes everything looks better shot

Through John Wayne's hurt.  The sky the way it mattes—
The desert.  A lone rider, whose moral I await.
The crotches arranging themselves for death.

*
*

GOING MY WAY

The one boy who died of polio
in our orphanage in the early 
1950s was such an important
icon that even now I remember 
his favorite movie since that's
what we do with the famous,
retain some anomalous fact
that quiets them in our mind.
We, I say, but was it everyone—
did all of us shed that kid: did
a thousand child incarcerates
replace his name-and-face with        
an actor's mask and cast it as
star of the waste disease whose
cause was always doubt, germ
caught perhaps from local lakes



prohibited.  Who thought of him
those summers we could not
swim until a vaccine came, too
late to amend lackwarm days,
to change our fate/our film to his.
That movie—"Going My Way"
featuring Bing Crosby as a young
priest, kindly, loveable, unreal—
Tommy, Jimmy, whatever he
was called, he probably knows  
still by still now every camera 
angle and closeup, every cut 
we living are allowed to forget.

*
*

CO-STARRING OSCAR WILDE AS MADAME SOSOSTRIS

White: white as a tablecloth that moonlights as a bride                 
For the unborn you—appeared—or a waterfall                       
Which leans against another waterfall (your hair).                  
My beeper slave of lost voices barked: what?                         

While the cup that knelt to summer burst; I tried                      
To garden the fireplace and farm the doormat                         
But proto-frog-photos of you grew inside me there,                   
Groping with bare hands of flood my gnarlgargoyle.                  

Deeper than my beeper you knew; sibyled guesses.                     
And yet . . . 'misery is proximity.'  Oh                              
The seance was as far as possible tuxedoes.                         

Aftermath is a mouth.  Speaks.  Speaks?  Yes, but less as                      
Flesh than what; yak mask for that old fop Apollo?                
The god retrieves his gloves and, feigning to go, goes.

*
*

ENDLESS EVENING: MY LIFE AT IL VITTORIALE

For caught in those Aug-Sept hours what day can
Break this slang of glass whose illustration
Of flotsam sampling our poison's portion of calm
Lives long the lament we swore applause by.

With faster than flashbacks in a promo for
Memory to lie lymph along these hits of hope
And through each thought we just dawned on interrupt
Poses no soprano care counterfeit or water yet.

As though it alone the profile were wielded up
To shield the face against that bad vocable our own
Throws veils another pale divulge of oh mise en moon.

Musingly to see a bed on fire in a huge room
Otherwise empty while one at a time
White sheets float down from somewhere onto the flames.



Note: 
Il Vittoriale, D'Annunzio's retirement estate.  Siempre Sera . . .

Wilde and D'Annunzio, two master playwrights whose lives were often as theatrical as 
their works.

*
*

from STAGE PORTRAITS

*
the tragedian
holds an onion
up to his ear
hoping to hear 
those teardrops
those sobstops
the audience
failed to evince

*
her breasts the size
of sacrificed piglets
the diva gets 
her dues or dies

so even the footlights
soar upward in flights
bravura
to augment her aura

and each night we spark 
our handdarks 
together 
to adore her

by now 
you must understand
that the whole show 
depends on her demands

*
*

COVER STORIES

Exchanging X's in the form of kisses,
Spies forbidden to know the codes they pass,
Each pretends for the moment these mysteries
Outweigh all allegiance they owe the past.

A space where fingertips cease to explore space,
A safehouse right for private armistice,
The flesh they bared betrays them both at last.
Dawn is distance in such askance allies.

As false passports must wear a true likeness, 
These tradecraft made-in-bed IDs are not
The ones that will have to be borne once more



Come morning's normal enemy status
Which would have killed to foil the turncoat plot
They laid here, those traitors worth dying for.

Note:
Based of course on the generic love scene 
in almost every spy opus I've ever seen.

*
*

(DESIRE) THREADBARE (DESIRES)

The light lay in shreds across the bed,
only your waking could make it whole;
resuming its costume of day, its role
that seems to overnight get ragged—

Fate latent as weights in theater
curtainhems, what soul is sewn here
to be rung down at last, divested
of these disguises.  But if we are

bared by such cloth as cries in this
lament for the sun’s fragility,
would I dare now to shake you astir—

to drape over you my own shadow, whose 
myth-ex-machina remains all mine,
mine, and therefore torn from yours.

*
*

SCENARIO

I am in love of old with your voice
the one fading into its clones sighed,
the voice in love of old replied
a delayed sense of one attends me:
if actors learn each role with scissors
repeating its rip across the script—
I am in love of old but it is hard to 
rehearse our parts when they occur
snipped along the dialogue's errata
yet love of old will show its face 
that text of frequent halts our ways exalt;
they flood the stage to see the movie
memory dreams but what film will fill 
or ford its depth though death is
imminent in love of old and wings
to kill those sky traceries that show
no stage can hold the shapes that cut
catty the paper when these apes appear
or keep its stills in sequence when
curtain-askance your eye I ascend.

*
*



PRISCILLA, or THE MARVELS OF ENGINEERING
   (A Fatal Fable)

A "Swingles Only" Cruise to souths tour on the
S.S. Priscilla: parties, spurtive romances, confided
Antiperspirants, quickchange partners.  Suddenly
3rd day poolside blank, sun 
Ouch I meet up a daze dish somehow ain't
Crossed my eyes' equator yet: she preened
To have appeared out of that presumptuous
Nowhere our hoarse soggy captain's 
Nailed in place on his compass: in all the swarmy sticky
Nightlong pairings off, secret lifeboat 
Drill assignations, where did you come from
I offfered haven't laid uh eyes you behind musta been blind.  Oh
I've been around she said, I've seen you operating
That blonde last night, har, har, har.
Flattered, I introduced my name's Bill.  Priscilla.
—As in S.S.?  We laughed over the coincidence,
Wringing fragile martini chill stems all
Around us similar neo couples were
Gangplanking each other, coral lounge dusk deck.
Dinner, we promised.  Then the moviedance,
Then . . . ?  Our eyebrows guessed "The night?"
Separating to change, we hugged all sprinkly
But at table that P.M. I stained her napkin but
She didn't show up went looking for wasn't at the dance
Either.  Hmmpf, not on deck—where could she
Be?  I asked all the other cats and chicks
Where the hell's Priscilla? describing her.  No way
Man ain't never seen no piece like that since we
Ask the purser—man you sure?  Tete
A tete sure, I replied.  The purser!
I'll get her cabin number, she might not be feeling
Oh boy I didn't inadvertantly slip a torpedo into her drink that
Stud I scored from said they work every,
The purser.  But no senor
There is no Priscilla everywhere listed amongs
The passenger list I'm jorry.  The boat—she
Is S.S. Priscilla? he added helpfully, concerned, as though I were nutlong no
No you nit-tit—she has to be on look I met her this
Safternoon in the "Cock 'N' Tail" Lounge.  Jorry
Is no let me have that thing here on the passenger look for jourselve.
Damn! she ain't on it
A stowaway hunh
That's even better
I'LL get her
She can't escape what's
Gonna do—hide in the ocean?
But
Finally, frustrato, angry not even drunk after no
Go searching all night, at sailor's-dawn I slunk to my cabin and
Guess who I found the bitch all tucked up in that little cute-ass
Type beds they have Priscilla!
I hissed.  Come to bunk
She swelled.  But you, you aren't . . .
Aren't what, know whatcha 're crazy dam-
Shh let's love she swayed.  Okay: I'm game.  'S bout time.  So we
Start fucking but, her movements were too calm
And rocking, elusive as chase in tune with the ship's
Wash on the waves.  Gentle, coaxing, mocking-
Musky, chromosome zoney, internal



As sea.  It was eerie
The ex of it cited
Frightened me.  My Y shot up: I began
Fug and fury ramming, I urged
Harsh thrash strokes, I hard
To hurt her with my penis, I remembered
That Norman Mailer story where he calls his "The
Avenger" I was pissed, make me
Frantic look all over the goddamn
Ship you cunt slammed all my spite ptooey
Into her.  And then, and then . . . instantly . . .
Something . . . all I know is I came the split
I hit the water.  I was drowned, of course,
In the famous shipwreck.  The famous shipwreck
You remember
It was in all the TV—
Shots of it sunk in shallow clear just
Off an atoll.  And everyone aboard was lost, adios,
Unusual or not unusual in these cases.  But no one
Nobody could figure out how
The S.S. Whatshername had
Gotten all those great big gaping holes
Ripped, slashed, torn in her hull nor
What caused this deadfall rupture, the grievous eely capsizing.

Couldn't a been a iceberg
That 
           far
                    south.

Note:
I always thought of this as a film treatment.  It weds two related genres: the 
shipboard romance and the shipwreck flick: the former ends in fornication which here 
brings on the latter's climax: each time Tab Hunter thrusts into Dorothy Malone's loins 
another great gaping hole is ripped in the ship's hull.  Orgasm occurs when the ocean 
collapses together gasping above its regained void.

*
*

POEM NOIR

(Braille Balls)
Angry at my wife I drove out to our
Cottage by the lake.  Around 1 AM a March shower
Began to fall and when I went out on the porch
To see it I saw a young man lurch
Into the lake with all his clothes on.  There
Was nobody else around, the other cottages were
Dark, as was mine.  He kept walking straight out
And soon the water was over his head.  I shout-
Ed but he obviously didn't hear.  He was trying
To drown himself!  So I swam out and grabbed him.  Sighing,
I resuscitated him.  He lay on our bed
Smiling.  Thanks a lot but no thanks, he said.
Then he convinced me that no matter what I did
He was going to commit suicide.
I had an idea: Does it make any difference how
You do it? I asked him.  No, he replied,
What do you mean.  Well, what about the electric



(I Want My Friends In Woody Lots, With French Toast Up Their Nostrils)
Chair?  Would you care if it was that?  No,
He said.  Well I'll send ten thousand dollars
To anyone you cite, if you'll kill my wife and
Go to the electric chair for it.  Yes,
He said, I'll pretend to be a burglar, kill her, then get
Caught.  Send the ten grand to N, who rejected me.  She'll
Feel sorrier then when I'm dead.  He grinned.  I
Said, Great.  The next night I slipped
My wife 2 sleeping-pills then drove to my brother's
To try to establish an alibi but he got drunk,
Passed out so that was no go—damn.
When I got home I went right to my wife's room where
I found her snoring.  What the hell, I said.  Then
The phone rang.  It was my brother,
He said someone had murdered our father.  Father!
I said.  A hectic day followed.  Police, the tax
Lawyers, not to mention, my worthless alibi.
Finally that night I sat up late waiting for the guy

(Eel-tripled Eyes and Freezing Initials)
Who was supposed to murder my wife.  The phone rang.  My
Brother had been killed!  I was chief suspect
Since I inherited the family millions.  Wake up, wake up,
I shook my wife, but the 3 sleeping-pills etcetera.
The police followed me all the next day
But I slipped them.  They didn't know I was hitting all the joints
To try and find that young drown man.  We
Had a few things to discuss: That night
Down by the deserted docks we fought.
I was slugged into the river and I drowned.
No-one ever saw him.  When they found
My body the coroner ruled suicide over remorse at my terrible crimes.
He had done the murders but I got the blame.
My wife got all the money, and married him.

Note: 
When I made the film of this poem I changed the ending: following Hitchcock's 
example in Vertigo, I added a flashback 2/3rds of the way through—in which the young
drown man (Tab Hunter) reveals her husband's scheme to the wife (Dorothy Malone): 
they then plan the other murders; the conspiracy inspires them to sex of course.  
Later after the husband (Rex Reason) is convicted, rich and soon to be widowed Dot 
jets off to Acapulco, up into a penthouse suite where Tab, who had earlier 
mysteriously vanished, welcomes her with open sheets and champagne to celebrate 
their successful plot . . .   Next morning they  breakfast on the sunny balcony 
overlooking a swimmingpool; she goes in to take a shower, she leaves him gazing down
at 20 storeys: she comes back naked with a turban towel on but he's nowhere there: 
she hears distant screams which draw her to the railing where she leans over 
zoomshot to see his dark-robed body sprawled dead on the bottom of the pool below.  
Then she hears knocks and voices at the door: "It's the police, Mrs Reason .. . . We 
have some questions for you."  The End.

*
*

HAIBUN: THE JUGGLER TO HIS AUDIENCE            

One must be able to juggle at least 3 things to be a juggler (2 is not enough).   But 
whatever the 3 things are that one juggles—whether it's (for example) father, son and 
holy ghost; or mother, father, child; or id, ego, superego: whatever this minimal 
trinity consists of—the juggler must acknowledge that his audience is not external to 



the act; and the juggler must confess to that audience:

One in my hand,—               

one in the air—             

and one in you.

*
*

THE DAILY ROUNDS

I keep a TV monitor on my chest
so that all who approach me
can see themselves
and respond appropriately.

*
*

TCM BLUES

I can't go far
I can't go free
Although I am a star
Everywhere I move is
Right there (see me?)
On Turner Classic Movies

Mad-scene cued for Oscar
My head looms closeup size
Gosh I feel so lost there
Trapped in celluloid 
I collide inside with eyes
I can't escape them
On TCM

No one under 85
Remembers my name
That's the forget-its the fuck-its of fame
The goodies and the groovies
Why am I still alive
On Turner Classic Movies

I wish they'd forget me
And let me rot in peace
Why the hell they have to show
All the B's that Louis B made me
Get on my knees for I don't know

Silents mute me
Garbo suits me
Bogie shoots me
Bette boots me
Out the door
Then comes the War
Coop salutes me
Film Noir
Convolutes me



I'm ready for more
But time and TV executes me

My birthday they unvault me
Popcorn butter and salt me
Their experts all exalt me
For each posthumous premiere
Of the pics I wish would disappear
Once a year like Dracula I up and rear
From my mausoleum here
At lovely Forest Lawn
My death goes on and on and on
Like boring Norma Shearer
Even though I look so young
All those old flicks annually prove is
How wrong I am to reign on
Turner Classic Movies

The gangsters and the crooners
The roughies and the smoothies
The dames who came from nowhere
In their furs and rubies
It's Turner Classic Movies

The chippies from the chorus
Do their Queens and Madame Bouv'rys
The hams who knew their Hamlet
Are clowns and falldown boobies
The teens who grew up meanies
The Garlands and the Rooneys
Come join the ingenues and juvies
On Turner Classic Movies

Producers used me directors abused me
My co-stars co-screwed me so
Please don't behoove me
Don't Catherine Deneuve me
All you SOB's just leave me let me go
All you Mickeys and you Goofys  
Don't try to sob-and-soothe me
Don't emote and quote you louve me
You really really louve me
On Turner Classic Movies

*
*

(MURAL) (MONDO) (NULFRESCO)

In Shakespeare's Last Supper the
disciples (you, me, all of us here)
are depicted seated alongside where
He stands at mid-table and grins
down like an MC at our expressions—
are we shown, the goblets gleaming, 
gloating as they goad us on to toast
the centrality of this spokesperson,
the notional character whereby
everyone has been sketched vis-à-vis
the honoree we can only eulogize,
dependent as we are on His



moodswings.  Astonished, confused
by the ultra ups and downs of manic
means, now we watch, we lean, we pout
(the whole propitiatory repertoire)
worried about our survival, inert
(like a frozen rictus facing its fate)
unless depression drafts and draws
us forth the extempore pose, myth, 
puppetary projection, limned mobilary
mosaic that apes some drab-escapist
syndrome, imagination.  Which is why
each evening we pray for a chance
to cross the ditch-penny distances
between the footlights and the fear, 
vowing to allow each guise of role
to kill us, to raise us from the dust, to
guide us like magi toward summons,
obediently steered by the stock star
the marquee, believing our need—  
such faith could pass those deserts
of farce to find this upper room.
Sensing the inn beneath us seethe
with indifference with doubt, we
concentrate harder on His remarks
and jokes, trying to make up for all
the audiences who've failed this test.
Never quite reassured by any overt 
wink of His assessing eyes into 
our ranks (are any of us missing—
was castcall taken?), we keen forward,
eager for our cues, nervous knowing 
that if there is error here, at a signal 
the maitre d'  will find replacements
for this testimonial "Eucha-Roast"
from the rabble stabled downstairs 
where the tavern yawns into its beer.
Life is rescue from such anonymity. 
Their situation is death, is subject—
those groundlings can never guess
how much it crowns to end up here,
costume-chosen, endowed by makeup
with certitude, form, identity—
Who wouldn't be jealous to know
how blessed we fictions are!  
And yet every member of our 
Dramatis Personae wonders if s/he
got jotted into life as whimsically 
as Emperors choose sacrificial
victims, as any Divine Ruler or
Hollywood Player and whether
with a fingerflick Hamlet Portia Timon
's erased, gone, again.  This banquet—
how many have we attended like it?
Daily we wait like napkins to get
opened, held to the face like a mask,
stained and used then tossed aside
like paper towels, paper disposables,
paper identities (similies/metaphors)—
like the paper whose headlines fade 
around our names/our fame.  Our bits
done, our pieces recited, oh it's bits
alright, it's pieces it crumbles into,



and yet how avowingly we cry, foils
corrupted by one front-row cough.
Exit as trash, as avid kleenex exiled
in a breath to the canteen of lost
turns, the greenroom of oblivion.
Now if there were respite in such 
neglect, a grace period with no need 
to perform, but both in the wings and 
on one's caught, regardless of what's 
true.  Far, near, (hall or gallery) that 
mendicant theater is pursuant always, 
lugging and luring its wares:
wherever we are, wherever here is 
is also an entrance, a set of false steps, 
(bright-lit pratfall-pit) a trap for fools, 
a stooges' cage, every scrim and apron
prinked with sham, props, champagne
buckets doffing their caps in fealty—
Even the proscenium's subservient
arch bows and begs a platform for
actors trumpeting loft-aired routines, 
voluminous effusions or, what's worse,
kingly-haired creatures washing 
the feet of their inferiors, sudsy
obsequious declamatory eruptions
filled with the rehearsed lava of
bold slaves, the bald brimmings
of an improperly-public humility 
(unlike the servant who never spills 
his waiting master's entree except
in the pantry when there is no-one 
to witness his extravagant remorse)—
All these openly-imploring apertures,
these theme-cut bubblings-up, paeans,
(akin to lame critics' acclamations)
would crack like a laughtrack at
that imposture, that pastiche, applause:
who'd pity these pathetic devotees, 
advocates haunted by nothingness,
by that same humanhood to whom
white placecards validate each plate.
Who sat us here?  (Athwart this portrait
the descending order of our dinner 
ranks auditions more disdain,
every hors d'oeuvre daubed with scorn)—
In our state, our omnipresence,
to which can we aspire?  Sometimes 
we think: if only there were Someone 
somewhere, somehow, though of course
that's impossible: Someone outside 
this frame—an absent self, a spectator 
vivid at duress, who can feel 
the real joy and pain we mime—
who sees the sun setting out there now, 
the approach of a nighttime unlike
our curtain: Someone who lacks 
the judas window wherein we acolytes
recognize ourselves, the betrayal
portal we have all portrayed so
plausibly it has at last retained us,
replaced us with stainedglass. 
(Through which, on rare occasions,



that said Someone fills us with light,
illuminates us.)—Overcome, undone,
we feel ourselves vanish, we dwindle
to a painted panel.  We fade, we die.
His stasis renders us too slenderly. 
Or is this endless attendance
the promised purgation, the shedding 
of every emotion, every weight?              
Is it gain, this loss, this usurped,
staged starving, this repast-of-reruns 
upon a menu whose full-promised 
delicacies remain a manna dream,
backdrop glamour (milk-and-honey)
a feastless Eden, a heaven hunger's
expelled whole from.  Why aren't we
at home here, in this plenty, this
supernal supper—why this finicky
desire to avoid the silverware, the knife 
paler (because it reflects us) than
the poor fork that renews whose flesh
and encores veins across each dish 
until its unction-urged tines impale
spearlike and nail the cacodaemon
that shall huzzah hail our Hostmaster . . .
See: the chair He occupied is empty—
expecting the miracle or bloodcrime 
through which all of us must assume
His part, the mummers-meal, the sealed
communion.  Bard bread, scene wine,
unyield your transubstantiations:
beyond that superceded throne
lies the utter ubiquity of the known.
And so, viva, bravo, boffo, olé,
so each paraclete's performance moves us.
Cheers! echoes the pledge, promiscuous
each voice ID's the oath.  The mic
on the dais quivers, shook by our cry,
sole intercessor of this ceremony.

*
*

SUDDEN DEPARTURE

A sudden raisinstorm broke
Raisins falling everywhere pellmell.
The occasion uniqued my head, I thought
If this can happen raisins raining
Upon persons paining why I can leave anytime
Without feeling shame.

But, all the same,
Before taking off, some vestigial guilt or other
Made me at least get up
Before some public gathering or other
A departing oration:

Druthers, I am going now.
Druthers, I tried to love you
Though you always made me choose
Between you, you, and you.  Oh my druthers,



Goodbye.  I have my reasons.

Did he say RAISINS?
No: reasons.
Oh; I just wondered,
What with the weather and all.

*
*

SONG TO CHER

you've too many feathers
on what you're wearing
but you're just sharing what
you're carrying inside
to help you hide
our dying eyes

you've got too few letters
there in your name to show
but like every brevity you
help us live help us give
our day a little stay
before we go

there's too many young 
boyfriends in your bio 
but that's just jealous jive
and we all know oh
we were never old enough
to be the one you love

there's too much agelessness
in your face and every dress
you wear is less and less 
but nothing can replace
what's barely there as
you stride on stage on high

(all you one-name wonders
sing your numbers
anyeverywhere
you've no discretion in your
expression of the air)

now there's too much cher in
spangled hanging there in
that fixture picture HER
our eyes have all died
our days have gone inside
to find out who you always were

* *

Note: there are 4 or 5 poems in The Unsubscriber which should be included in this 
selection, but unfortunately that book is still in print.   As soon as its paperback 
edition is remaindered (the hardcover is already so), I will add them here.

*
*



*

November 18, 2006

Eight hundred and ninetynine dollars okay, but that extra 
37 cents is an outrage

                                                          

            

        The Quicken Tree (American Poets Continuum)   (ISBN: 18
Knott, Bill       

Bookseller:THESAINTBOOK
STORE  
      (Bolton, ., United 
Kingdom)

Price: US$ 
899.37             
      [Convert 
Currency  ]       
      Quantity: 1    

Shipping within 
United 
Kingdom:
               US$ 
5.60                 
               [Rates 
& Speeds  ]

       

Book Description: BOA Editions, Ltd. PAPERBACK. Book Condit   
188023825X Awaiting Deletion. Bookseller Inventory # B1880238

       

[Bookseller & Payment Information  ] [More Books from this Seller
Question

November 22, 2006 | Permalink   | Comments (0)

the reports of my being alive have been greatly 
exaggerated (like the price of this book)

                                                          

                   
     

        Nights Of Naomi (Plus 2 Songs)          
Knott, Bill       

Bookseller:Nightinga
le Books  
      (Stoughton, MA, 
U.S.A.)

Price: US$ 185.00    
        
      [Convert 
Currency  ]       
      Quantity: 1    

Shipping within 
U.S.A.:
               US$ 3.50
                
                [Rates & 
Speeds  ]

       

Book Description: Barn Dream Press Oversized Paperback Origina   
1971. 1st Ed. Of Limited Ed. Of 874 Copies. VG+ to Near fine in b    
black lettering & sunned spine. Author's fifth book of poetry publis   
after his death in 1966. A quote by him on the back cover reads: "I   
my first and only book. The other books (including 'Auto-necrophe    
on them are, like the patent-office, full of garbage. Poetry. Booksel    
015251

November 22, 2006 



this is one of my earliest posts on this blog; it explains 
why i'm publishing all my poems here; i haven't sent out 
my work for almost a year now, instead i'm just sticking it 
here

why I'm publishing my poems here

Young second/third-rate poets can find lots of other young second/third-rate poets 
who are careering as magazine editors, comrades who will accept their poems.  But an
old second/third-rate poet like me has a much harder time placing my work in 
periodicals.  My verse is too oldfashioned, passed by in every way.  So unless I want to
keep drowning in a sea of rejectionslips to try and reach the increasingly fewer and 
far-aparter islands of publication that might throw me a lifebuoy, only I don't want to 
keep trying and dying, I'm tired of it. In practicality there is no other venue or outlet 
for my work than this blog.  So be it.

Another reason I'm publishing my poems here is that at my age I can't be sure I have 
enough time left in life to wait and patiently put together a collection which will then
be repeatedly rejected as so many of my books have been in the past. ("Plaza de 
Loco" for example was turned down by at least 25 places, and in fact never did get 
published, because you can't call my vanity edition of it a publication.  Vanity books 
can't be classified as publications.)

November 28, 2006

quote from the CPR (Contemporary Poetry Review) 
website:

—The reviewer, Kathleen Rooney, is writing about several books 
of poetry published by rocknroll stars, including Billy Corgan's 
"Blinking with Fists."  It's a very interesting piece in its entirety, 
but here's the bit that struck me:

"Not merely . . . bad, but blatantly irresponsible, both politically 
and artistically, Corgan’s book demeans him, FSG [Farrar, Straus 
and Giroux], and poetry as a whole. The already abysmal quality 
of his writing appears to sink even lower when one considers that
Corgan is, on FSG’s list, in the estimable company of Seamus 
Heaney, Derek Walcott, Paul Muldoon, Bill Knott, and John 
Ashbery, not to mention Rilke, Lowell, Lorca, Bishop, and 
Brodsky."

—Ever play that game, 'What doesn't belong and why?'  If you're 
going to make such a list, Heaney Walcott Muldoon Ashbery et al,
what you shouldn't do, if you want to get ahead in PoBiz, is 
adduce the name of a nullity, a naught-but-nothin', a nobody, a 
nonentity, a nil, a nix, a nope-ster, a nom de nonce of nihility, a 
nit-what, a Knott, right?

*

        

November 29, 2006

Det finns en poet ifrån USA som heter Bill Knott och han har skrivit en grej som jag 
trots all tomhet haft i skallen hela den här mörkt sorgsna onsdagen. "Eftersom 



åtminstone ett par i världen/ Älskar med varandra någonstans hela tiden,/ Eftersom 
dessa två alltid är tätt tryckta mot varandra,/ Kan hatet aldrig komma emellan dem/ 
För att förgöra oss."

November 29, 2006

COMMENTS

Talar du svenska?! Översätter vem dina poems in i svenskt? Jag skade förälskelse att 
få en boka!

Posted by: Åsa Sandell   | November 30, 2006 at 12:40 P

missing from the mass po-list is guess who

I've lived in Massachusetts for over 30 years now, and applied I don't know how many 
times for a State Arts Council grant, they never gave me a fucking penny.  But it's not 
Massachusetts per se—the truth is that I would have been blacklisted no matter where 
I lived.

*
How many times did I apply for a residency at the Provincetown Arts Center back in 
1968, '69, '70, '71, '72?  Each time I was rejected by Stanley Kunitz who ran the 
selection committee back then . . . . you could look up the names of the poets he 
chose over me, and prove what? He was right to reject a nothing a nobody like me.  (I 
assume Kunitz ordered the Massachusetts State Arts Council to blacklist me.  Or if 
wasn't Kunitz, it was someone like him, Louise Gluck maybe.  It is the duty of 
upperclass ivyleague poets like them to crush scum like me.)

*

December 01, 2006 

Three Nobel Prize winners, eight Pulitzer prize winners, 
five recipients of the National Book Award . . . (and oh 
yeah, one fuckup who failed ignominiously)

In 1970, Galen Williams, who had run the Poetry Center of the 92nd Street YM-YWHA 
for a decade, decided to leave her post to allow herself more time with her two-year-
old son and with her second child, who was on the way. For the previous three years, 
Galen had directed, through the Poetry Center, a statewide readings program for the 
New York State Council on the Arts (NYSCA). While she was ready to move on, she was 
concerned about the future of this relatively new project at the Y.

Galen spoke with NYSCA's executive director, John Hightower, about this and 
suggested a few literary organizations that might adopt the statewide program. 
Hightower had another idea in mind. He suggested she establish an organization of her
own through which she could continue to run the program.

"I couldn't do that. What would it be called?" Galen asked.

"That's simple," replied Hightower. "Call it Poets & Writers." And so, in April of 1970, 



P&W was born (along with Galen's second son).

This year, as Poets & Writers celebrates its 30th anniversary, I've found myself 
burrowing through worn file folders filled with reports on the early days of what has 
become Poets & Writers' signature program: Readings/Workshops.

I discovered that in 1973, P&W helped pay for readings given by a fleet-footed Charles
Simic. Between February 5 and 7 of that year, Simic gave readings in Ithaca, 
Binghamton, and Seneca Falls. Total miles covered traveling between these three 
towns: 111. Total amount p&w paid Simic for those readings: $250 (complemented by 
$550 from the colleges that hosted the events).

That year P&W also supported Alice Walker in Queens, Denise Levertov (whose O Taste
and See, the paperback version of which cost $1.75 then, was my constant companion 
in the late '60s) in Loudonville, and Stanley Kunitz in Saratoga Springs.

A total of 200 writers were funded that year for events taking place in 100 different 
communities throughout New York State.

The following year, the number of writers Poets & Writers supported grew to 319. I'll 
list just 30 here.

Elizabeth Bishop
Joseph Brodsky
Victor Hernandez Cruz
Stanley Elkin
Nikki Giovanni
Louise Glück
John Hollander
Richard Howard 
David Ignatow 
Erica Jong
June Jordan
Bill Knott 
Maxine Kumin 
Audre Lorde
Peter Matthiessen
Paul Metcalf 
Toni Morrison
Carol Muske
Tillie Olsen
Cynthia Ozick
Grace Paley
Sonia Sanchez
Anne Sexton
Isaac Bashevis Singer
Gary Snyder
William Stafford
Mark Strand
May Swenson
James Tate
Quincy Troupe

Not a bad list! Within this group of 30 there are three Nobel Prize winners, eight 
Pulitzer Prize winners, and five recipients of the National Book Award. We're proud to 
have supported them, many early in their careers.

Since then, Readings/Workshops has grown enormously: from a program that in 1970 
supported 16 writers giving readings and workshops in New York to one that now 
supports on average five events each day in communities throughout New York, 



California, Chicago, and Detroit.

In the introduction to A Community of Words (Heyday Books, 1999), P&W's directory of
literary readings and workshops in California, Dorianne Laux writes eloquently about 
the impact of P&W's Readings/Workshops program:

We poets and writers have walked to the city museum where a teacher brings a class 
of fourth-graders who sit in a half-circle beneath a Vermeer or O'Keeffe, writing an 
homage to the vibrant colors and the quality of light; we have bused to the inner-city 
library where a group of teenagers has gathered to shape the violence of their 
emotions into triumphant song; we have driven to the country senior center where a 
ninety-year-old man picks up his pen and, with a shaking hand, begins the story of his 
life.... Whatever these places have in common we can add to it a fledgling love for 
literature to which Poets & Writers has contributed generously.

We're looking forward to the next 30 years of helping writers teach and read in a very 
wide range of communities. We remain committed to supporting a diverse group of 
writers—especially writers who are just starting out—and to funding events in a wide 
range of settings: from the Asian American Writers Workshop in Los Angeles to the 
public library in Perry, New York (population 4,200).

As a reader of Poets & Writers Magazine, you play an important role in this continuing 
story. Thanks for your support.

Until next time,

Elliot Figman
Executive Director

December 01, 2006

fucking crooks

I shouldn't care that these fucking crooks "poemhunter.com" and "plagiarist.com" and 
"completeclassics.com" have stolen and published my poems without my permission, 
especially considering that this blog is presenting all the poems of mine to which I 
currently have reprint rights, and obviously anyone anywhere can download them from
here and print them out, or copy/paste them without notifying me or obtaining my 
consent. . . . but at least if you're taking the poems from this site, then they come 
directly from me, not some third party like these bastards.  If I ever win the  lottery, I
will sue their ass.   Please don't go to any of these sites, or utilize them in any way:

Poet:             Bill Knott             - All poems of             Bill Knott  
... PoemHunter.com. Poet: Bill Knott - All poems of Bill Knott.  
www.poemhunter.com/bill-knott/poet-6719 

Bill Knott             | Page 1 | poetry archive | plagiarist.com   Bill Knott. (46 poems) Poems 
byBill Knott.  

Bill Knott             - All poems of classical poet             Bill Knott  
All poems of BILL KNOTT ..
www.completeclassics.com/bill-knott/poet



*

December 02, 2006

these booksellers are morons; nobody's gonna pay 125 
bucks for this piece of crap; mary oliver must get twenty 
inscribed books a week, it's no wonder she throws them 
out; but if she didn't want it, why should anyone else; and
if tri-quarterly rejected it

for the Terence Des Pres prize, doesn't that also prove its worthlessness:

                                                          

 

        Collected Political Poems: 1965-1993          
KNOTT, Bill       

Bookseller:POMANDER 
BOOKS  
      (New York, NY, 
U.S.A.)

Price: US$ 125.00        
     
      [Convert Currency  ]  
     
      Quantity: 1    

Shipping within 
U.S.A.:
               US$ 3.50     
            
                [Rates & 
Speeds  ]

       

Book Description: 1994. 1st ed. Wraps. #6 of 20 self-published copies, numbere     
particular one was a presentation copy to Mary Oliver, with a signed note to her    
page. Near fine except for a red mark on the bottom page edges. (The back cove    
it's a reproduction of a note from TriQuarterly telling Knott he didn't win a prize    
submitted this ms.). Bookseller Inventory # 005866

       

[Bookseller & Payment Information  ] [More Books from this Seller  ] [Ask Books   

December 02, 2006

don't pay 15 cents for this stupid book; all the poems from
it have been posted onto this blog, you can download 
them for free; the only thing of interest in the book itself 
would be the xeroxed reproductions of all the rejection 
slips the poems garnered:

                                                   
Ellipsodics          
Knott, Bill       

Bookseller: Books 
Anonymous  
      (New York, NY, U.S.A.)

Price: US$ 150.00        
     
      [Convert Currency  ]  
     
      Quantity: 1    

Shipping within 
U.S.A.:
               US$ 4.00  
               
                [Rates & 
Speeds  ]

       



Book Description: Self-Published, Boston, 2003. Stapled, Wrappers. Scarce. Lim     
Minute edge wears, otherwise Near Fine. This book was published just before au    
Guggenheim Fellowship. "It should be obvious that if I could have found a publi     
I wouldn't be printing it myself: no-one wants the humiliation of being a vanity a   
copyright page. Many rejection letters from literary mags reproduced in the midd     
Bookseller Inventory # 002238

       

[Bookseller & Payment Information  ] [More Books from this Seller  ] [Ask Books   

December 02, 2006

hopefully after this they'll stop sending me the damn thing

In the mail yesterday a new issue of "No" magazine.  I don't subscribe to it; I don't 
want it; they send it to me gratis.  Every poem in it is yuck more of the same, the 
usual School-of-Noisiness drivel.  What's worse than the poems, however, what makes 
"No" egregiously disgusting is the physical magazine itself with its hyper expensive 
gloss-ick production values, with its heavy fancy paper and color graphics, all of which
must cost ten times as much as a normal poetryjournal.  It's a spoiled rich kids' 
magazine.  Brown University is a rich kids school, so it's not surprising that "No" 
appears as a luxury bijoux of the Providence poetry axis.    Every issue features 
extensive contributions from the faculty at Brown, and thus illustrates the virtues of 
nepotism as an esthetic.

*

December 06, 2006

Bill--

I don't know if you're game for taking it further, but I'd be interested in hearing more
about your School-of-Noisiness criticism.

Before, when you've written on the subject, you split Silliman's two-party system 
with an independent candidate, antipoetry. Who are today's antipoets?

Sean

Posted by: Sean Casey   | December 06, 2006 at 08:46 PM

the furies

"The plagiarism Furies, idle for a time as the more clandestine and irreproachable 
forms of literary borrowing and imitation continue from day to day, have been 
unloosed again. . . . This time, the context is the British literary world, and the 
accused is one of its leading lights, so the indictment has taken on a moderate, even 
decorous tone. Ian McEwan has been called to account for using some brief wording in
his best-selling novel “Atonement” that some feel was drawn too directly from, rather
than merely inspired by, a memoir by the romance novelist Lucilla Andrews."



The above quote comes from the NYTimes of Dec 3rd, 2006; today's Times reports that
"heavyweights like Margaret Atwood, Kazuo Ishiguro, John Updike, Zadie Smith, Martin
Amis and . . . Thomas Pynchon [have] arisen in defense of Mr. McEwen.  Most of the 
writers said that [they had] done the same thing themselves."

It's interesting when these "Furies" erupt in the world of prose, as they occasionally 
do: because it never or almost never happens in poetry.  There are certain poets who 
assimilate and appropriate biographies, and then present that culled material, 
sometimes with little or no alteration, as poems.  Yet no one ever confronts these 
poets, no one ever asks them where the plagiarism ends and the poetry begins.

Prose is important, prose writers are important, and so what they do is covered and 
reported on by the major media.  But poetry?  Nobody cares.  The New Yorker, which 
is what, supposedly the mag every literate USAer reads, pays infinitely more attention
to pop music than to poetry.   Almost every music event in NYC appears in their 
listings, and almost none of the poetry events. . .   

Think of the money spent by governments/societies to support music, as opposed to 
poetry.  They support music because music supports them; it facilitates their 
tyrannies.  In the case of the USA, the Pentagon's budget as opposed to human 
services; the NEA's stipends for music compared to what it piddles out to poets.

Scientists who tolerate their enemy, religion, have a death-wish; poets who don't 
attack the hegemony of music, who don't protest against its disproportionate and 
unwarranted dominance of the cultural sphere, are similarly defeatist.  The assets 
available for the arts are limited, and music gobbles up more resources than it 
deserves.  Poets who support this, and who make excuses for the sovereignty of music 
over poetry, are suicidal traitors.  Just as scientists like Richard Dawkins and others 
have begun to actively oppose and combat the evil of religion, so poets must work 
against the dictatorship of music, and must use every means to denounce and 
denigrate it.

*
The New Yorker manages to review prose books every week; why can't they review at 
least one poetry book per week?  If poets weren't such lickspittles and wimps they 
would boycott and refuse to submit their work to The New Yorker until it paid regular 
attention to poetry.  And boycott every other semi-literary journal, The New York 
Review of Books, The New Republic, Bookforum, the TLS, the LRB etcetera, until they 
start giving regular attention to verse.  Hell, the New York Review of Books reviews 
more music than it does poetry, and more books about music than books about 
poetry.  Why do poets put up with such neglect and disregard?  Why don't they fight 
back?

*
The disparity between the funding for music and the funding for poetry is insane.  
Poetry is the most important art.  Ergo, poetry should receive more funding than any 
other art.  More attention should be paid to poetry than any other art.   For every 
printpage and webpage devoted to music, a dozen should be allotted to poetry.  For 
every dollar that goes to music, poetry should collect a hundred, a thousand!

*
In reality, of course, poetry is the most abject, the lowest of the arts.  The most 
ignored, the least recognized and honored, the least rewarded.  Count the millionaire 
novelists around the globe, the millionaire painters and scriptwriters, the 
multimillionaires of music . . . the wealth that accumulates around all the arts but 
poetry.  And ask yourself, poet, what you have in common with them.  They hate you, 
you know it: they despise you.  They have nothing but contempt for you.  All the other
arts look down with disgust at poetry.  When will you turn that contempt back at 
them?  When will you scorn them, and deny them the commendation they refuse you. 
 (Oh yes, they all offer lipservice specious praise to poetry, smirking behind their 
hands at the hypocrisy of the gesture that costs them nothing.)  Even poets (you know



this too) hate poetry, and disdain poets.  How can we not hate ourselves and hate 
each other; we're poets, we're slaves: Genet said it best, in The Maids: "When slaves 
love each other, it's not love they feel."  Poetry is the slave of the arts, and poets are 
slaves to the prosewriter and the painter, and even more to the molochs of music.  
What kind of slave reveres and worships its oppressors?  The masochist kind portrayed 
by Genet: the poet kind.

*
But what's the real plagiarism story here, the one that won't be covered by the Times 
or any other organ of the Masters?  Plagiarism: theft.  In the realm of the arts, who 
are the ones most stolen from? who are the ones robbed everyday of the prestige and 
recognition and respect they deserve?  Whose true-earned recompense is snatched 
away by fictionwriters and painters and musicmullahs?  And more than that, more 
criminal than that, whose ideas and concepts are historically and always and still 
today are the most plagiarized?  Daily, hourly, poet-slaves produce goods which are 
expropriated and exploited by the other arts.  That's the ongoing plagiarism scandal 
hushed-up and suppressed by every media. No famous novelist or filmmaker or 
rockstar or painter is going to do an Op-ed about that inequity, or band together (like 
those "heavyweights" mentioned in the Times article quoted above) to write letters of 
protest against that iniquity.  These are the crooks who steal the work of poets, and 
they aren't going to confess or atone or make reparations.  They're going to keep on 
plagiarizing poets every chance they get, yesterday today and tomorrow.  (Have 
prosewriters ever been capable of original thought; haven't they always stolen all 
their ideas from poets.)

*
But hey, don't let me stop you, poets.  Go on, go ahead and kiss-ass praise the 
millionaire Pynchon, the millionaire Jasper Johns, praise all the success-practitioners 
of the Master arts, the crumbs from their tables may fill you yet.  It's your duty as 
slaves to curry favor with those above you, to flatter and obsequiate your betters.   
And praise most those writers who began as poets but abandoned poetry, who 
betrayed poetry for the chance to move up the foodchain of the arts, after all if you 
could hum a tune you too might get rich like Leonard Cohen and fuck moviestars; 
you'd do it if you could, wouldn't you.  Of course you would.  Because, let's face it, 
who would want to be a poet when they could be a novelist or a songwriter or a 
screenwriter or a rockstar or a Cindy Sherman or a what's his name, that Brit artist 
who cuts sharks in half,—who would want to remain a poet, the lowest puke on the 
cultural totempole?  Only a fool, a masochist, a scumbag, who can't weasel their way 
into any of the real arts, who has to sink to the bottom of the bard-barrel, the 
pegasus-dregs.  Poetry, the most ignored, the least compensated of the arts. . . but 
you already know this; why am I wasting my time telling you what you already know. 

*

December 07, 200

COMMENTS

Bill, what I don't already know but would like to is: what besides your blog are you 
doing to change this state of things? Not a belligerent question; I'd like to know so I 
can join in. And you might inspire others more if you helped guide them. If you 
wanted to play that role. . .

Posted by: alice b fogel   | December 15, 2006 at 08:17 AM

the book posted below here is available on pdf, if you 
want it:

*



HARVEST AND OTHER  MOSTLY NEW POEMS 2006

COPYRIGHT 2006 BY Bill Knott

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.

The order of the poems is random, neither thematic nor chronological.

Most of these are new, though a few revised oldies have snuck in.

*
*

*******

CRITERIA

The rose is
more poetic than
other flowers because
it has

only one
syllable where
daisy lily violet
et cet

are over-verbal,
poly-petal.
Beauty

based not on color or
odor but
brevity.

*
*

POEM FOR NOW

I live bent over now
like pages folded down
in books, the ones
I meant to get back to
but won't.
These are my dog-ear years.
What I write now
will never
be read again.

*
*

BACKWARDS

The moment I was born



I started counting backwards
from one hundred,
hoping this rote would reverse
my sudden painful wakefulness,
and return me to sleep,
to comfort and time
in that warm womb bed,
but unfortunately
I haven't as yet
reached 99.

*
*

STANDARD

I was going to poem
our lack of patriotism
our treachery toward 
the land that supports us

to type it out onto blank
spittle with my teethkeys 
but then I noticed the flag 
that always wavers above

traitors like me the flag 
that always flucts and shifts 
like any lone allegiance
in the wind and then I saw

sewn upon the flag as its emblem
a depiction of a flagpole
so at least one thing is loyal
to that which bears it

*
*

SALON POEM IN LEAFGRAVURE

Cemetery statuary
ought to be deciduous: wings
that fall from angels every
year, with 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.

*
*

THE TRESPASS

On every corner I stand the street ends.
Others zoom home ignoring curbs and stops
And find themselves in family or friends

But I observe the sign don’t cross this line.
I obey the words that say back away.
I mind these limits shown in case they're mine:

I share their lawful urge to prohibit—
My own words witness so many sanctions
How dare I unsubmit to any writ.

I can't jaywalk or say I wonder why
Verbotens written then can still turn now
The unstoniest road to a no go by.

What’s wondering me here is not this halt
Or prior heedings where I fail to see
Such blocks and stalls and balks are all my fault—

I note the welcome-mat at the center
Of my maze: how each sole turns back relieved
To have found a spot it cannot enter.

What’s wondering me then is what attends
To nothing I say on my way nowhere.
On every corner I stand the street ends.

*
*

POEM

I heard the abide.   

How low it was. 
How loud it was.

How soon it ended.
And what it said.

I heard its words
poured, pouring



from the sky.

The clouds were frauds.

The froth lost its mind in an ear.

*
*

TAROT PORTRAIT

Peeking over the fortuneteller’s shoulder
Won’t add a sole feature to what is there,
What your future paints so plainly in view,
So visible to anyone who isn’t you—

Outside her djinn-lit storefront occult cave
The streets that steered you forth to dare this brave
Or foolish quest have failed themselves perhaps
To escape the daily grid and find some maps

Empty enough to defy place or break
The bad odds configured here in the stake
Of cards she pays out now into their own
Dead-end dealt-hand.  Do you know who's downthrown

In the rows of this slow shuffle?  And no
Matter where you haled from or where you’ll go
Next-lost round the dark town’s confinements
One must leave this encounter with a sense

Salient, some savor foresight of what’s cast
To come in likeness limned at lifelong last:
Occur by endless tics and whits to stare
Unavoidably clear at this picture

Urging you to share its peer.  Each suit unseals
A star that arcs inward through her deals
Toward the tower you built to spy on
That distant face your door-key has drawn:

Each time you insert it and twist it, a line
Is incised on the canvas; each lock-wind
Puts another brushstroke to the portrait:
Opening her arms she frames you for it.

Impersonal, of course: she has no wish
To harm.  You thought that solitaire was
The only game with no intent to punish
Or hurt; thought you were safe in the menace

This tarot chose: but now you see it too
Lacks malice: its fate-cards portray as true
Across the table only that which is due
Or over.  How indifferently it shows
Those oldest eyes and what they hold exposed.

*
*



I HAVE NO HOME

I follow the road
nowhere goes to,
the one somewhere
comes from.

If I passed here before,
wore a path into the stone
other than my own,
ignore that fetish form.

On the staircase
each tier vibrates as
the desire to descend
contends with the urge
to awake.

In that same dark
where the groundfloor gets lost
the second story
may find its way.

*
*

APPLE

Pack your bathtub with humankind.
Your closet with animaldom.
Let grassmost spill from your shelves.

Cram the world into your house,
overlooking no cubbyhole
no corner.  Surrender your personal

to matter external,
privacy to plethora,
fill each space with all.

Leave no room for yourself, though—
how foolish that would be.
For, as the fruit is a little

recantation on the part of bitterness,
a letting up of its overkill reign,
so this surfeit will solve

for a while your null.

*
*

AFTER AN AIR OF APOLLINAIRE'S

must I be reminded again
how love is always
followed by pain
the days go by I remain



beneath the bridge
of our arms enclosed
the river flows 
the days go by I remain

must I be reminded again
the river's name is Wend
where love now always
flows to its end
the days go by I remain

I no longer know your name
you go by I remain
I stay to mark what came
to make it my tomb
the days go by who's to blame

*
*

SHUT FLIGHT

the knob's the head 
the hinges open-spread 
would make wings

but see the keyhole 
like an eye that seeks
its beak

why does
the doorbird leave its nest
only when it's closed

*
*

VALUE

the weapons I purchased
didn't finish off the fascists

the love I sold my own for
did not put paid to them either

why'd I never think to try
whatever it was I got free

*
*

EXCHANGE

My love is torture
But no one attends my screams
My whimpers die out
Fade out the charmed windows
Fall unheard along the streets
Where couples walk in touch lightly



Exchanging pet phrases
Oh fortunate language whose meaning
Is confined to two
Who need no dictionary:
There goes another fingernail: see
They shove the fingernail into
My face as if
To show me this is a serious
Business we aren't kidding around
Here:
We want the truth you scum
Out with it tell us what
Their names are: who
Have you poisoned who have you
Defiled with the ugly
Gaze of your longing
What innocents have you left
Stricken by the sight of your
Adoring
Face tell us who who have you dared
To desecrate with love?

But I, I have never confessed—
I have never revealed your names
Whoever you are
Whoever you are out there
Embracing in touch lightly
Exchanging those phrases
Which only you understand
Those coos those moans those
Hoarse unmeanings
That sound so much at times
Like my screams my whimpers here

*
*

DRAMA

Tiresias's fingers trace the scars
on the ankles of Oedipus
to map out the blind routes
he will advise us not to follow

Newtonisms cling
like crumbs to his mouth
each distance is aimed straight
plumblines measure these murders

the crowd gathers in the square
fruit plucked from keyholes
fill their hands while
plague-winds surge through them to make aisles

upstairs alone the artist
leans over carefully
and blots her watercolor
with camels to dry it

*



*

ANTICIPATION

Before the bell rings,
let's put on our uniforms,
pre-don and suit-up prior,
prepared in proper attire,
occasion-costumed.

If a comic alarmclock frowns
its brow to get set to let go,
stick on a mask, a face-circle
whose eyelashes tick
from numeral to numeral.

Say it's a tall church steeple
and it takes a deep well of a breath,
an inhale-heave readying to ring,
drape yourself in the smudged fringes
of sermons and elegies.

If it's only a bicycle huffing
and puffing to expel
its tiny pedally peal,
pull on your shorties and shifts
until they tuck your knees.

A dinnergong, you must
tie up your bib-knot in huge swaths,
large lashings of effort.  It should
always go flourished thus
with fluffs for the feed.

Prepare yourself for the tolling
of time, don't be caught without
the proper clothing      
for clang, tinkle, or teaspout.
But sadly if it's the bell that tells

your day has fled and flit,
your poem needs an edit,
don't bother looking through the closet
for that outfit,
you don't have it.

*
*

STEP

The shoe is left at the door
of metaphor,
which admits both rose and guitar
but not it.

The welcome mat might
exclude it too if not
for the feet time needs
to shape its toll.      



Welcome the poet
but not her shoe.
Let it rot there on the sill,

a pedestal
in whose shade we'll read
old toes verse, young heel.

*
*

MIRACLE

you know it's wane when you find the one
your omens unlocked seven events for
and in the cries of our sweet vendors
avalanche is added to snow cone

the dream immersed in ouch-like confetti
bursts to gather the given and yet
to crouch meaningfully is difficult while
your gut's authorities bicker in their bile

but if life happens on other planets
without the help of Santa Claus
why do we need such monsters here
these long nights impaled by freight-car slivers

you yourself half calf-idol half full-tank
know not what to make of it all awake

*
*

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.

*
*

WRITLESS WRATNOT



my flaw can't find its fit
am I an anomalous llama
or a truncate of death

a horsekerchief
a motionless hope atop a propjet
a prophet stream

buttering my decisive rodent instrument
my instrument for cutting cheekbones out of ancestral portraits
even specialist tools are helplessly no end in the line to define me

will I die clutching in my hand
missives all meant for myself and
yet somehow never sent

my plow can't plod its pit
my knots all miss their knit
without its slot the rat rots

*
*

AUTHORIAL

to leap off a diving board
and land on a divining rod
is out of the question

to hope for petite glimpses
of smoke-tipped throats
in the streets below Help Murder Highrise

why did I try to rub my thoughts
on vocab-zero
on word-none

oval toes
toes are sort of oval aren't they
I trust they're not cyclical

to wish that stones had gloated at my birth
and flowers and firstbooks fell
from snowcliff avenues

I was probably in session
watching my face contend
with someone else's closeup

laborious syllables what
inverted bulleyes line
the mime's white cage

*
*

BOTHERSOME

what's that clatter clack a jack



in the box having a heart attack

open him up crack the seal
but if we let the poor guy out we'll

just have to close him in again
and this time with a coffin

so let's save an hour or a minute
and bury his self with him in it

*
*

from A BACHELOR'S TANKA:

copulation entries in the diary there are none
I'll never have a daughter or a son
no woman wants my wrong to go on

*
*

AN ORIGAMI CLOCK

Never fast, never slow, this horologue
seems to work via the exactitude
its folds embrace, a geometric
reinforcement of shapes that entwine
the present in the past, emerged
from a pulpmill, a sheet
gnarled not by lovers' meshings,
but by the origamist's fingers.
Page which is also a maze.
Book of nothing but dog-ears.
In which one reads the vertical
crease vis-a-vis the horizontal crease—
until each pried segpiece tells
our foretell to peel it deeper
like a nest which involutes
wings in tinier and tinier tucks.
Tuck tick tock, can our end
be tighter tied than this?  What a twist
to the then; what a knot to the now.
Conundrum of time.  Watchworks
ultrawhorled.  Outward stemmed, hour
that is midmost.  Day that must
be wound up daily in woundabout.
Always its paper petals are shown
tolled by the whole it introjects.

*
*

LIKE

Like gloves inflicting seesaw on
a piano I assume I must be tied down
though the flaws of lassoes console me.



Like frenzy after bare music, I rise.
Like a veinous essence drained by vines.

The matchstick mattress lovers lie on,
Visionvulsion of meat's features in stone,
Sun dripping from a sweatdial.

Line drawn by false oars of evening; horizon.
Near-nipple tension.
Sphinx poles posit this Mapplepose.

Like grapes the brow has deserted,
Whitewash hues, thrill silence.
Vertigo of a bird above tundra.

*
*

DIVISIONS

surface of earth deep
every border
portends elsewhere

the hero's pretense
to regard his origins
as timeless

historians dispense
shares of continuity
narrate the cobwebs

outside the rain pours all fours
upon the ideal forms
the platonic forums

the problem of the empirical
the crumbs of raisinbread in the coat pocket
the coat itself

where dice shed
their endless eyes
inbetweenities

the cliff
the cut-off
the morph

*
*

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

*
*

CONTINUOUS SHOWINGS

The days all drawn to December
can't remember their own
though every shopwindow offers
24 hour plus.  It is precisely this
excess of time, its hyperhoopla
extolled by even the smallest streets,
its torturous emporia, tedium
temples that fly their boxoffice flag
higher each weekend, or towers
with clocks that would love to stick
their hands like neckticktockties
down into the traffic, that's the stuff
that stabs me in stride.  No wonder

I run to take cover before the FX
kick in, witness en masse to those
of us who crouch in our pockets
trying to conceal the serial killer
zapcams we use to chop ourselves up 
for camouflage, face snaps and shots
which hide us inside our wallets.
How beamingly we blend in with   
our A-Z via the usual ID charade.
Isn't that me we quiz the sentry
who scans our cards with laser
razors while we bleed the answer,
fearing that most bandages lack
such panacea, such superpowers
evinced most and emblemized by
the youth-roles of film, the skilled
portrayals of its hero-informal mold.                                                                         
              



It is the movies have made me old. 
Looking up struck at the blankgaze
screen I see that I too must suffer
that knowledge which the brow
burrows beneath its furrows to show
the visible effort an idea creates
if nothing else.  All else is else.

Surface the mind repeats as pure,
hear my TV's mirrormode: I can always
remote a world's particulars, my
closeups can quell-control the quick
extinctions of your soul in oceanroll
or twig miniscule, lens can always
find a puddle to push around or
a forest to erase from a woodcut,
but Jan-to-Nov, now it's gone, no.

*
*

VERTIGO

All prisons were quiet where I walked,
yet my way was limited
as buried in my tread I made rounds
that threw up barricade. 
Rivers can flow with no sense of advance,
no anticipation of arc, but I must know
what my steps seek, thrust
thumbs into my belt for navigation
or find an emptiness between
the possible routes, a stay
to steer me through the faceless confetti
my mouth scatters in front.

Like kisses clocked by scars
my days were overt in their intent
to pass these words
through unison to you.
And even though the disguises by which
you have not known me
still wield flagell-eyelids
that haunt me with rainbow seepage
I have yet to mourn for signs
that I am here, and I refuse to mime
the verities that crest your view
in dread of drops.

Does my anonymous know me
or am I alone here in the night
where I guide myself down
via kite-strings.

*
*

AUTUMNPOEM

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 the frail waste of loveliness

from our pending feet.  This
upward face is the obverse,
the unloved: yet 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
to dye 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

stays rare, unmarred by hecticity—
its unstained 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 lost in its gauche freshness—

like the flesh of a white radish
my raw state resists sophistudy,
(anterior antibody of beauty)

its rootless evil nice beneath
the garish one's reign of daydare
darkness, he who exerts 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— 
So what if I'm the false, the dream
no one can depend on or look to

for their vacuous autumn viewing,
foolishly believing those golds and
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.

*
*

CROSSROADS

A crossroads is a solely human place—
animals in their time have created paths
through jungle, woods or plain, wearing
down the grass with hooves and paws,
but roads that intersect are necessities
which only we respect.  The junction   
of two lines laid in the earth serves
to focus our steps in ways which crazed
disparate fleeings of herds to and from
their waterholes and feedgrounds can't 
come flock or follow.  Beyond those mad
meanders lies the nearest need to greet
a configuration of fates we recognize
indigenous to us: hostile purposes, aims
in antipathy: two destinies that disagree
at every point except one, pure opposites
who meet just once, whose encounter
is over before the moment can swerve,
the transient turn untrue.  Forever lost
(like chessmen in a labyrinth) we must
impose our cartography upon this dirt,
whose card-dealt corrosive tracings deny
our thoroughfare thought, our dream
of achieving that beckon-cathect, that
act which will prove by evil increasing
daily acts of horsepower steadfastness
that our choice of trek was correct, since
a crossroads alone can show us the way
we didn't take, lunging there at right
angles to our progress: its ninety degree 
option runs so counter to our own that 
it endorses the unique course we each
could ride the rims of with souls held low
so none of them neither else can share
what, except for that single instance of
sidelong, that helpless avoidance, that
hurrythrough, is a solely human place.

*
*



MISHAP MESSAGE

I bandage my wristwatch
to stop the bleeding
of time but time
is perforce the wound
out of which space empties
Einstein's bag of marbles

the greenie I shoot at its sister the moon
the purey I bury with a note saying no
the blue one weighs in my hand
as light as sky minus earth
earth of course is the last marble

I like to hear it roll
around my showerstall
before I fall into the drain
into that distillate of distance we call
ocean

whitecaps whitecaps
beneath each of which
a nurse bobs up and down

cold fingers hold my wrist
cold toes probe my throat
is that my pulse I ask
sisters is that my life

is that the onomatopoeia of the waves
words that jumble space with time
laughter tumbling down a telescope

words that turn to marble all I say
white as my years they bleed
they bleed away
white but white as only Einstein's hair is white
or a note slipped under drowning doors

*
*

STRAND

Poured transparent by water I enter,
the minutiae find me whole again,
the small storms that attend my pores,
the closest fears.  I enter my room,

the space I must disrobe to occupy: I see
the coathangers shrug off my timid gesture
of solidarity, of consolation
for their intrinsic aloneness, their

bone forms never quite covered
every time the waves heave these clothes
upon our strand.  I stand in front
of this convenient nakedness,



this open door of the moment knowing
each closet longs to be unique in its disorder,
a shambles of mothholes and outworn forms
donating itself daily to the space

I must parse to the point of empathy,
knowing that as true its brunt breeze
intends to condense all I contain of sea,
and as always succeeds.  Yes,

it rains my ocean empty.

*
*

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.

*
*

SPITE FATE

I sometimes muse a scene I can't for sure say why:
A dancer, who has overslept, rushes by rote to dress
And ready a face all in a style obviously posthaste—
See him running to catch the train, late-panicked.

He's unprepared as you or me, as virgin-awkward,
Each time we find ourselves under and in a fumble
For the unnatural rigor of alarm-clocks or those
Damned thumb-blind buttonholes. . . . Is it, do I fear

His second-knowledge gained from years of training;
How that slow-gathered grace of artifice still
Outstrips us and is what will remain beyond our



Daily demeaning of some other, this daydream
Scenario that fails to compensate my failure—?
And now his nine o'clock pupils attack their barre.

*
*

ANGER VIOLENCE

for emptiness to completely
surround me my object
must cease first

if emptiness would spell out
what it witnesses
as it surrounds me

my objections
to it would cease

who has seen the emptiness
around me hide its object in me
must cease first

or else exist

why this thrust
these hands that go-fists so quickly

*
*

POSTCOITAL

time to scratch
though nothing can itch
like the beard
of her breasts

she can feel his blood
being injected
back into the grape
it gushed from

beneath this dead calm
the bed bends like
a sail bellied out
with distance

may mallarméans
not regret
the white erased
from these sheets

only a shiver
covers them now
a snowflake pinned
to their bones



*
*

TWO CRIMES

*
poem/accomplice
distracting your
attention for
a second or
is it hours
while I pick
and pick 
your pocket's
flowers

*
the holdup went down
as the clockhands show
at 1:55 so
I refused to stick em up
because I never no
I never mime
time

*
*

QUESTIONS

Before we're born we're
lowercase, and after we die,
we return to it.  Only life
renders us in capital letters.

(Every headstone ms.
should really be edited
by clones of e.e.cummings.)

Life is caps for the usual reason,
an exaggerated sense
of the significance
of one’s thoughts.
Life is a Beat poet.

Upper existence or
lower nonexistence,
I’m sure the eye adjusts its focus
towards either case—

But which is easier to read—
greatness or goneness,
headline or poem?

Life or its foreword-afterword?

*
*

FLAKE TAKES



Snow,
echo
of lightyears,
your time it appears
to reach the ground
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.

*
*
*

************

December 09, 2006

*
The new (December 2006) Poetry (Chicago) is out. . .

Look at page 218 vis a vis page 253, where the following passages occur (I wish I had 
the software to place these excerpts side by side in two columns):

In the first instance, here's editor Christian Wiman presenting a credo of principles:  
"There is nothing wrong with thinking of poetry as a process, with developing a way of
writing that allows you to churn out verse.  Nothing wrong with it, that is, unless you 
give up all attempt at discrimination and insist on publishing all of these efforts.   It 
may not be the case that anyone who is writing a book of poems every two or three 
years is writing too much, but he or she is certainly publishing too much."

Compare that with this Contributor's Note on page 253:
"Mary Ruefle's most recent book of poetry is A Little White Shadow (Wave Books, 
2006).  Indeed I Was Pleased With the World is forthcoming from Carnegie Mellon Press
in 2007."

*
Ever get the feeling that Po's right hand is not always in touch with its left?  The 
recent case of Jane Hirshfield is apropos: immediately after her book After had been 
flacked and featured and promoted with a free-advertisement puffpiece on its 
website, Po then turned around and sicced Dan "The Assassin" Chiasson onto it.  His 
negative review of After appeared in the September 2006 Po, and is characterized by 
Robert Bly, in this new issue's Letters to the Editor section, as "gruesome" and 
"gratuitous[ly] insult[ing]."



*
Here's a list of recent books by Ruefle (taken from Amazon):

Post Meridian (Feb 2000)
Cold Pluto (Jan 2001)
Apparition Hill (Nov 2001)
Among the Musk Ox People: Poems (Mar 2002)
Tristimania (Nov 2003)
A Little White Shadow (2006)

.... add the 2007 one announced in Po, and that's 7 years, 7 books: is that too many?

*
Isn't Wiman being a bit hypocritical.  He's rubbishing with one hand what he's 
publishing with the other.

*
Actually Chiasson-the-Assassin's gruesome garroting of Hirshfield has made me rethink 
my attitude to her work.  If the Assassin insults her poetry, it must have some merit.  I
stated in an interview two years ago that Hirshfield was one of the two worst living 
poets.  I think I said elsewhere that she wrote Rilkemilky pietistic pap, by which I 
meant Robert Halfhass.

Whatever: I respect Robert Bly, and if he says Hirshfield's poetry is worthy, I will try to
find the worth in it.

*
But Wiman is right about "process."  When poets favor process over product, the result
is often mediocrity.  Many poets (including myself) engage the daily rote of makework 
toward an optimistic specious end; we write poetry because we're poets and trapped 
in the tailchase of tautology we (I) heap up all this verbiage, and it sits there, it 
covers every surface, it suffocates me until finally out of panic I publish it just to get 
it off me.  And it's bad: I've published so many bad poems just to get them out of my 
sight, off my computer.  Wiman is right: "churn it out" if you have to; if that's the way 
you have to do it, do it: but then discriminate, don't publish every scrap you've 
scraped together.  He's right, and I wish I had had the courage in my career to do it.  I
wish I had the courage today to do it.  So I certainly have no moral highground to 
point the finger at others for publishing too much when I'm guilty of the same thing.

*

December 09, 2006

COMMENTS

It does seem true that Mary Ruefle publishes a lot of books, but a word of caution: 
You can't always tell how many years it took to write books by how many years come
between their publication, just as the lack of publication does not mean a lack of 
years of writing. This is only meant to be a conversational comment; I love what you
are doing and saying here. Rave on.
alice

Posted by: alice b fogel   | December 15, 2006 at 07:57 AM



if you'd like a pdf of either book newly posted below, 
email me at notknott@aol.com

(Please note: the PDF files are page-formatted to be printed out double-sided in 
duplex mode and then folded over and stapled together to make a booklet.)

*

CASABLANK AND THE MALL-TIQUE FALCON 
NEW POEMS 2006

copyright 2006 by Bill Knott

*

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.

The order of the poems is random, neither thematic nor chronological.

Most of these are new, though a few revised oldies have snuck in.

*
*

*********************

*

CASABLANK

The 2 dead moviestars I believed in
embrace, forcing their makeup to
become intimate as a possibility
of channelsurfing past ourselves

or anyone awaiting reunion (all lovers
share a past) while the absence of
their blackandwhite colorized eyes
presents an alternate first-person

which is not nominalist, which preserves
a soupcon of that neoplatonic
void felt by Nazis in the New World
where they've always resumed reign.

(And once history forgets to save fate
let it wait for its own feature; right, future?)

*
*

NICOLE KIDMAN

Hates it when her husband Clark Gable
shows his cigars to the whores and grins:



his dimple is a temple full of drunks
who swear at a greasespot on a saint,
the hushavoice high in their roaring.

It's doormat day at Hollywood Donuts.
The whisper of their hinges wastes my ears;
washed up higher we wait for its lapse.
Tactile, tangible, what else resists
the awakened world I suffer from.

The obsolescence of it is too shining
to blink a mote at unless the eye can
filter out the rest of this instinctual
alarm, my campfires insanely signalling
no end to its vigil.  Of course the war

is over I tell her trembling snowpeakable
toes, the Oscar is yours for the height
if only, if only.  Night surrenders to her
naked bike.  I must steal the clothesline
to make the clothes fit me.  Ride, ride, Nic,

take those sacred spoke-wheels veer
for Sunset Beach featuring Tom Cruise
on Serenity and Artifice: The Actor's
Choice.  Rant-serenade in dream-demure
my foe-limbs chose this evening's attire.

But awe-while like a manifesto tossed
into a zoo's mouth, I'm nude too.  As if
that would do me any good.  Please post
no bills on your tongue.  The sky by torches
soars.  No tongues allowed her wall says.

*
*

SUBURBAN PASTORAL

If all the way you believe is beside,
skewed and unaligned to the great faiths that
guide others on their propitious courses,
if your guard-rail gives to the gorge they all
avoid with digital ease, car-carpets
sweeping them home.  Their path is like a spear
whose tip gives birth to what it pierces; their
wound configurates whatever flesh is,
stalemate of space, pale unmeant moment in
the moon's phase when every owl attains each
speck of sight it needs for the night, the hunt.
Only the path of the predator's true.
Only you are left with no way to go,
no eye to see the prey they endow with
that brevity heaped upon lives before
their cease, brave dispersal into air or
bright inversion which delays the day by
the global habit of turning over
in sleep's subside; your bed orbit caught for
a pause abide in which your dreams contend
with siege weapons snatched away by those once



shunned: past sunlapse, past the semi-earthen
yield of relics flying released from hands
that have not yet forsaken the normal
verities your merit refuses to
acknowledge.  Until you are scorned or like
a sacrifice being racked in heaven,
bound upon churn altars the heart ripped out,
dumb and certain to what those desires bring;
tickled teaspoons in backyards, where the tree
ties wheels to its thanatopsis toplessness.

*
*

A QUESTION OF LEVELS

I must find the prayer-step on
the endless stairs he said.  Stop
at any of them, I advised, each
stratum from which one petitions

emptiness is equally false and
fatal.  Climbers who gain the peak
think it speaks to them, that it
puffs breathclouds back at theirs,

exchanging exilarations.  So
therefore listen you may in fact
have reached your own and found
its landing waiting there and see—

but he left me like a new belief
in ladders or an old apostasy
of toes.  Unfortunately either
needs me to be above or below.

*
*

POEM

The pose heightened in desires, the pose.

The several lovers in their young arms.

*
*

HEGEMONY

In school kids would stand in back of me and stick two fingers up behind my head to 
make the class laugh.  Or so I was told.  I took their word for what had occurred and 
that it was universal.  Due to its process, I could not witness what had really 
happened or what it meant, what made it funny.  And I still don't know today: but I 
can feel them back there, forefinger, middlefinger, ready to poke their putdown up 
for the world to jeer me.  That V looms always, that rabbit-ears or peace-sign or 
whatever scourge stigmata I pledge it to represent; but what hurts most is, I know 
that victorious viciousness only by inference, only by report: I can never spin fast 
enough to catch a glimpse of it.  I've never been able not once to see this joke my 
entire life has suffered the hands of.  That's the worst part of this humiliation: that I 



have to take it on trust, that I have to believe in it blindly.

*
*

MAY EAGLES GUARD YOUR GRAVE!

The weird thing is, I can't 
remember if the above 
is a phrase I heard or read somewhere, 
or if I wrote it myself.
(And, is it a blessing, or a curse?)

*
*

ABOVE THE TITLE

Of course I refused all roles until
they offered me the lead
in "The Co-Star Killer"

*
*

WHAT I SAID

Humor is banned in hyena heaven.

*
*

ANNUAL

after leaves make fall their mark
I enter the polarbear of aliases

white hibernates while I wait in
gardens mendacious with bloom

new tenants for goliath glue their seed
to puddles of pennies and the call

the call comes to plea
the allmoan rises

time is a book without quote
it reads your hands by rote

gloved intervals dog-ear where
I opened my signature to the wrong page

now I spoon the drool from Frankenpoo’s sex
or start to whack my ammo

and yet some lumpenführer think
they think I don’t care



I care alright I care so much
that I sluffed off saying it

anyway diaries detest the present tense
so naturally naturally

the all in all corolla of it faded though
aired on the vids senseless violence

the defence
the defence of one's private Hollywood

*
*

POEM IN THE CARDIAC UNIT

Time-charted, nursed, I let the meds
dictate this verse: roomriver rounds
take my pulse down stairwaves of stairs
scan my aches in chairbanks of chairs
and wake me on bedbeds of beds.

Multiplicities, pre-scripted; 
metaphors bled, already dead:
what wouldn't be a cliche here—
paranoid mirror, bathroom sink,
flowing over with normal fear

as I squint at what I might mean
if I poeticized this scene: age
LSDs my chin; my once-lean
profile spills profilefiles, page         
upon page rippling to see

even their prolific output    
data can never sate the spate
pathoscopes that hardrecord spot
surveillance of what vital signs   
remain in these veins, clotted lines

whose parse usurps my sleep.  (Forget
how literate you hate this surge,
absurd, heartbeat creation; your
necknoun must stet its tide-edit
now, to quiververbs, wattlewords.)

What would my peergroup say, could they
modify this hypergaud gush,   
advise my florid veinflushed flesh      
stop pouring forth such images,   
euphony beyond me.  Sweet excess.

Is that not the gist this critic
monitor that beeps down its sic
keeps vying to brightly display
while I lie here less than what, what,
watched all night, till more's the day.

*



*

POEM

like sails of somersault
through sun-alt air seen
premonitions and murmurs

the dirt estheticized by dancers
one stone stands among stems
days that rise from our flimsies to find

the face
lit by twitches
from scenes of former harrow I go

when bells summon the peak
and the latrines slink seawards
an emaciated car-thief hurries home

caressed by perilous nests
I rise from the long habitudes
of the high snow

magnificent the lens that contends me
what warp-effects just to stay here
extinct with swaying others of you

the candles lit from rooms toward evening
shone with what our curtains told
their shifts to prepare

shadow
nothing but shadow
he paused in the absent door of his footprints

empty passel of guests knocking
toes groping through thumbdunes
and my purse my purse full of clown-seized ankles

*
*

WHEN THE TIME COMES

there is no alleviation
from the pain
there is no balm

there is no balm unless
via the inner alias
of rhyme it's
Li Po's palm

as it lays
another just-written poem
on the river
to watch
it float away



all that effort
lifelong to create
a self sacrificed
as soon as
it's finished

I hope I can say
when the time comes
as considerately
as calmly
Li Po let go of me

*
*

THE MIRROR INSPECTOR

Everyday when I arrive at their doors I am not
Surprised at how amazed they are, knowing of course
They threw the notification away without reading it:
Good morning (I say): May I inspect your mirrors—

No, you're on my list, is all: it's a regular checkup,
There haven't been any complaints. At least, none
I'm aware of. I try to be brisk but not abrupt
As I step smartly past them into the checklist zone

They call home, slicing my palmtop-puter across
Their immaculate floorplans. My first question
Now intends to reverse their post-breakfast ease,
I press my iniquity inquiring and just how often

Do you look at yourselves? Regrettably the rate per
Median is based on higher incident than most folks
Like you manage daily: no, you don’t doubt your
Existence enough to satisfy the Law that yokes

Us together in this most commensurate duty,
Both me officially and you, you civilians must never
Neglect the brief barest urge toward beauty
Verification; we must take every chance to share

Our equity there. But what a ready home you have;
It's like all the others around. And that's why
I love assignments here: you should see the depraved
City, the rooms all wherefore sizes, the mirrors really

Get into a bit of—but out here, where the blocks
Are reflective—scapesules of their inhabitants—
Mirrors too need their own kind, their basics
Depend on exclusivity, the classical refinements

Of class struggle, of mass heritage. Your lovely children:
6 Lectras, 4 Meres, a Chandelite, and what else . . .
But where to start! I could fall back on tradition:
Bathroom first, the manual instructs! Toilet always tells

A steamy story but don’t worry, we're discrete,
All according to our professional oath. The code
Of our guild would never allow us to reveal what



Shameful postures the public assumes: your rigid

Adimadversions concern us only as they grieve
The victim, meaning our true clientele, the mirrors
Themselves. Oh yes, they're extremely sensitive,
They know when they're being slighted or worse,

Each time you refuse to meet your eyes in the glass
Or blink, they register that as a criticism of their
Impartiality—the Confront Affront, we term it. Yes,
The mirrors remember it all. Every gesture

Tears at their heart. It's a wonder they don't wear
Out but in fact sacrifice ensures that perennial
Glow, that youth that survives until they shatter—
Ah, it happens to us too. Everyone of you people,

And me, the perfect servant, the prime functionary
Of the Bureau of Mirrors, I too (though I’ll try
To take a few with me when I go—to purge every
Mislooker whose infractions are so citeful—!) . . . Sorry;

Where was I: Your paranoia is appropriate—in fact
I’ve already punished the neighbors up and down this
Street, their episodes are serial now, the loathe-lack
Denaturedness of their crimes enough to furnish

Fellowship and whimsy to a waiting nation who’s
Tuning in as I adjust my tie-pin camera to focus in on
Your astonishment: your snippet of tonight’s news
Will augment that pageant of panic and guilt no clean

Sponge can wipe clear, all those dust streaks and flecks
Delaying the arrival of any nose-to-nose view
Of that cameo-coiffured face, that trap that reflects
Our truest self back to us, showing us how and who

But no, not that which we need to know most of all:
What is it in us that drags us each day to these sills;
And, how can one keep the self from this insidious role,
Which none escape, at least according to our files.

*
*

ASSASSIN

kiss each bullet
before you load them
so every saliva'd 
shell will slurp up
during its inspired flight
some of the confetti
snowing down on 
the motorcade
and will use those 
alphabet bits of
newsprint or torn
campaign posters 
whose false hope



peoples this parade
to compose an obituary
to collate out
of those shredded
syllables and words
those puffery lies
like a poem drawn
dada from a hat and 
thereby at the end 
of their satisfactory
trajectory come to
imprint some random
elegy in the flesh
of the tyrant me

*
*

RILKE (BUDDHA II)

Kingdoms overflowing with karmic fault,
Traumas of state, murder-lief and slavery,
Are here secreted to gold: alchemy
Drips its dews on our pilgrim shoes: sieg halt!

Snatched from daubling lobes and toast-raised hands,
Tossed in a kiln can such kitey-high brows,
What lustful metals raised this transubstance
From their impure base, announce his res grows?

No one knows. Somehow he got here, nevermind
The source we seek in meager things like house
And hammer, hoping his amended bloodline
Can be found in lost items, by the tools we
Set aside unthinkingly: may they occupy
Our sills those days we stray from dailiness.

*
*

FROGPRINCE

Presence had its stay with me,
and even if only for a time
it came in the brief of love—

I used to whisper in her ear's
idyl. She was so treat, so could.
I mostly was worse. Now

the unkind years of peace
strand me here, where the lamp
studies pain with impunity.

The dust etched in its trance
seems a core the air can't share,
overwhelming the eye which

itself is plus-sulked with themes
of sight, beyond-borne. Imagine



a lilypad pregnant with eyelids,

lapping the light with its lashes.
Diffused to me the outward lies
as motes to the beam that bears

them. So what I see carries me
somehow, I cannot stand apart
subject and object observer

though as always I desire to.
I prefer to view than act, and
reflect upon the pond I appear.

*
*

DAY-THE-VERGE

for days the ceiling was racing
and the silhouettes clung to seance
the wind champed at their scornful habits
dangling a snowflake over the edge of a mirror

manholes stood on ladders to see
a rocket fail to ignite itself from a sundial
while a slim coitus of wands held the room current
must I exist in these saliva-idle breaths

fever chalks the roofs where
I imagine my venom is at home
with everyone tidy in their thimble poses
it's like pricking your finger with lambs

now I sleep where oceanmere falls
exile exile to the instant islands of my pulse

*
*

POEM

the hairbrush can hardly breathe
it suffocates in strands
it snarls as tense as teeth
biting an enemy's hands

the things we tame are what
entangle and turn us wild
every parent grows ragged tugged
disciplining their child

pity the year-old hairbrush
its stems all split its roots bare
a field that's tilled too much
now a hoarbrush blooms there

hairbrush hairbrush have you
any tufts to spare today



now that I'm bald and cannot comb
please give back my gray

the hairbrush yanks and yanks
stubborn curl that won't lie dead
even a poorbrush must shed
such rebels from its ranks

(so try not to cry and just say thanks
when it hauls you off your head)

*
*

CANDYCLONE

Because I’m not small enough
I must grasp the long part
of it to begin with, which
means I bite the shorter half—
(I say “half” only to indicate
the horrible horseshoe shape
it might attain in the mind)
first, in other words, I eat
the limp. Or bite at it, rather:
for candycane in the theater
of sweets is hard to the teeth
that try to crack its handle,
to take it tip-whole in one’s
lips instead of one’s hand
which, as I said, must hold
the cane by this bottom leg
—leg implies dancing, but Fred
Astaire debonair used tons
of canes though never a candy
one in the rigor of his prime—
if I invert it then the handle
could be his foot. Or I could
swordswallow it and leave
the toe-tongue hooking out
of my grimace like a quip or
the stem of a meersham pipe,
a tail's repartee in air, sharp
serpent that dreams of apples.
I guess it could be devoured
from the bottom up, but then
I would have to hold the cane-
curl in my hand too large for it,
the fingers too cumbersome
for this small candycrutch, maybe
I could bribe a child to dangle
it towards my snapping jaws—
all this, and god I haven’t even
got to the red and white stripes
that coil up and around its bole
pole which like all such objects
in my poems are the phallic
sublime, a substitute for what
virility I lack, a simulcrummy
cast I must kiss and lick and
mouthmasturbate till it wears



the sleek salt that warps its
saccharine inch, limp defeated
tongue, sour-body, effluval-angel.

*
*

POEM

two sculptors duel
with sabers and chisels
hacking and honing
what they create
will not have
the stable emptiness of stone
nor the ephemeral fullness
of flesh
like butchers playing
chicken they slash
a rain of rubble
carving away the excess
whatever crude form
remains
after they separate
the parts that prevent
them from being one
will be
their singular twin standing
as they grow weak
on lopped arms
the tools heavier
until finally
less and less
detail emerges

*
*

POEM

They stole all the belongings I left
on the sidewalk because I could only
lug part of my stuff into my new home;
and so I cried screaming at the cars
that shrieked by, sobbing on my knees.
Seems all I could do to calm myself
was rub my thumb along the clawpoints
of the strange key which would open
the door of my new place, if, that is,
I had indeed locked it behind me:
so they may have already gone up
and stole the things I carried in before.

*
*

POEM

Note-script steeped in mistakes,
every fake word I write it. It



makes my ink topple in unison.
Ebby the gash. Speech-arch no
proscenium dangles in a lackpit
of anything. Entering stageright
I bounce off cows. Virile style
I must picture you as the in toto
one, trying to exude from within
the most faintly effigy I can . . .
deranged by the eye of a wineglass
I pass. Am I the Pattycake Killer?

*
*

LOVE POEM

Because you have set your lips in my life
like an event, the date
I had missed and longed for
unknowing if it had passed,
day dull as diaries
that wait for wonders—

Love, error of the unique,
rare-offering the one
moment
that will never share itself with
the dishwash chores,

the drab demands of normal
life that line up pending to be 
faced with nothing required of me
but an absent askance quality:
the cat and mop et al.

Love
on your heights
on the crest of a kiss
can you ever know the comfort
of these doldrum dole duties,
these small acts of repeat.

Against their duliness
your beauties dull.
I bend to their boredom
which after all remain home

and I find relief alone
and release
and solace
each time
I press my mouth against them.

*
*

GESUND

Sneezes wouldn't be so bad if they filled balloons.



How many sneezes on the planet at any given time; and if each sneeze filled a 
balloon, imagine all the sneeze-balloons floating in the air.  But a sneeze-balloon 
might be rather ephemeral, more like a bubble than a balloon. . . .

A sneeze is sort of like a balloonburst: sudden, violent, unforseeable.

In either case, burgeoned or burst, this transfer of ether is where entropy beckons, its
deadly equality shining like globules of saliva atchooed by all.

*
*

CONTRARY

Dawn leaks consequence.  Where it will,
hovering over appletree or railroad, all
bright angles, letting the hopes happen.

Maybe the day is blue, meaning south,
meaning drought can find a path in it,
lack can offer it reasons for not being—

But if the day were gray, would plenitude
negate it?  These eithers make a laugh.
They do not consider my health, how

it depends on neitherness neutrality,
on tepid clemencies and staling bread,
room temperature always preferred.

My armchair sits beneath a glowing
antenna which even hums a little to ease
what I concern.  Twilight, chores done,

the overflow of panting elevators appears
frayed, decayed, despite ferocious washing;
a wasteland imposes grateful ants.  Some

say the afterlife will console our taste
for communism: faraway docility, dog-boy,
can you restore such douceur?  Transitory

commeasurate, the body's border throws
that origin an old lens stained with
the remoteness of incest.  Tilled bare,

ground mutes me, bored rascal ill;
I maladministrate the war of handshakes:
sweet rain nets too much pit.  Covert

holes perforate air.  Then hints of dark
guidance—are sky's ways unsullied by
route or is it all pre-mapped, programmed

by fate?  Here you and I are loath: we
conspire with appears, coy counterfeits,
zeroing in on the spoils that fill spoons

daily with hesitation while intention



awaits all festivity.  All reception.  Or else.
I'd sink sulkwise if it weren't such regress.

*
*

QUEST

Hooking itself on a penis of alas,
certainly the waste won't acquaint us.

Yet grapes the glassblower finds wicked
may pass through fishgills quickly;

so a rose in its vein is a niche
nearer another no longer at reach.

More mail stamped with confetti comes.
Why does the carrier not care?

But I prefer a gravel of nutshells—
if my bare soles are to be hurt

let it be by the cast-offs of growth,
by seeds that swelled to cullflesh

and filled each hull to burstness:
please pierce my feet with their overt.

*
*

ROMY

Will I crawl beneath my hemline's tombs
to feel in shield with her, blessed sole
by all our subterfuge of sex has shared,
accordance that makes even the curtains
flutter a little less aimlessly in their
illusion of filmy Schneider, Romy spider I
must vent my sheath to be stalled in again;
how her forsaken handful of films are
forced to record our regimen, their words
a slow replacement of thoughts with
vowels, a slow effacement of her co-stars'
dialogue lost below the hurt of her heel,
her tread of line-readings, her face
issuing its bitten shape sheer above our
video lust to assuage the ground she
sunbathes on in Chabrol's Dirty Hands,
her tan eery and strapless but note how
the accolades are toppling, the toe-taps
are stepping up the staircase of the last
castle ruled forever by glances who
elude their complicity steeped in seats
tickets bring us to so briefly: so quickly
the endtitles entitle us to exit brushed
by regret we cannot linger in her aura
impetuous-throated, dusk-laden with
sighs most, a hushed singularity of



eyes marking the nose against the mouth,
inscribing the cheekbones on the lidbrow,
dashing the teeth to frozen steppes that
proclaim their princess is deep in dew:
in seep-pores fixation fanclubs galore
garbage from her amours it drops; far
her hair is solo photo, montage-reamed
limn it sinks into mink murmurs of air,
hooded in horror or instantcams or
sheersham clamor of the viewers who
read the marquee feeds that bleed the air
thoroughfare with film and fill culture
name-some wonders dear previews of
each star actor bends personally to hear
confided in constant groans and jeers
on every corner of near needs and trends
they leave us landed here with no amends
no way to leave the queue of this theater
whose opening night our day attends
but what is it it intends to grace us with
one glimpse of the briefest gift of gore
before it extends our ends and lends us
the token brochure for our future loss
of her we had hopes to depend on for
whatever projection of inner terror we
might atone the destined displacement of,
sincere exposure of slo-mo mouths
that moue and move desire one millimeter
closer to its itch-switch, its clicker, since
I can freeze the screen on her grope-gripped
lips, I can etch their gesture frame by frame
with long exhalations of my crotch area
where the remote control seems most at home
in that quare of generation, wombwarmth rooting
its phallic exteriorization of time's finger on
the TV-trigger tracing a linear content in that
c-groin, that piss-p, that cup we call lap, where
confident hands can grope up the buttons
to catch even the Olivier-est replay tapping
his ribcage for a nebulous savage while
aches of FX construct their tiers on colloseum
liontamers lacking cameras as elsewhere
focus the Empire examines each fingered
footprint led backward clones hop the gap
trapped in a pit only alliteration can free him from,
faux hero till a sulk her silk gaze roams over
the amazed consternation of the crowd, bored
background zooms, the thumbs-down
that comes on cue and slackens its mode
location daily salvation, fierce genitals surround 
the atrium with aspects aversions apertures—
the apparatus is complete, is more than home
since Rome is Romy minus her wolf-son,
her fourteen-year-old boy lies impaled on
the spears of the fence the mansion railings
that guard her from us the fans who want to crush
her distance into dreams no limit: and yet
no exalted Presence alone can compensate
our lack of, ergo She must be sacrificed She
should suffer the immolation saints like us
are assigned to, madonna-mournful must
bear the cross the stats of the boxoffice in



a Chanel shift, a Dior drape, a Balmain bare
and parade Cinecitta to a traipse as hourly
her skins pass on a bus with ads for sequels
whose dread achieved empathies advocate
pain that strands its hands in applause and
then to go whole-whore it sights the hostile
sub glamor features expressed in nearer
nervedowns known as time: it spikes her son,
it kills her too age 43 OD heart attack svelte
no stuntdouble can mime end clutch self close
pinned young legend crumple bound to kiss
the sign we seek.  Approaching the cinemapolis
from sea we see that in its skyline of stars
the tallest is hers: wink-tips this capital with 
reign and rule, insane, pic-naked Empress
pale-annexed, porned-over by pore fingers
rupture suppurating gloved Vatican hands,
oh archived name demolishing the gone,
undressed in the interest of our purity's hell, 
cat-of-no-lives but ours; heel to her fate: 
1958, 20 years old, look, she lifts it all:
fame career life: scenes cues lines: runthrough
daily it mates no one but her and smirks at
first lover Alain Delon, her co-, her consort.

*
*

WALL

In the end I was deceived by particulars,
fingers offering themselves as examples
of what I could exist of at the finish of
the fruit of the bricklayers' melody if
only it would allow its acomplishments
to stand for the hands that set it forth
brick by brick, whose purpose was
the displacement of the local, the sole—
for unless that space could be placed
in one spot, what good was it.  And so
propped up to wall in or wall out what
should have buttressed me either side,
I felt myself slide with the shift, the twin
transition of stone on stone until the piles'
stoppage put a posit to its incipient
rubble, built by patient inches height
might climb to see one sun rise above
the sheer monument—the measure would
be there, and the distance, though both
would retain their mean-sense, their
cramp-game of home, toe-molds, headhods
and all the other tools that are rare now
but owned their use a necessity once.

*
*

NOPOEM

so here I am
if truth be told



feeble and lame
either febrile or cold
senile-years-old

*
*

HUMPOEM

Ceilings ring with morning's occasions;
but evening's toll us to the floor.

*
*

UMPOEM

teardrops forming the edge of sight
even the shadows I cast are a diaph off
finished as mist is in a kiss
mirrors opaque with old wisdoms of touch

*
*

CHANGE

Why don't the ranks in a marathon
carry little piggybanks, and listen
to the coins shake as they run;
wouldn't that be an encouraging sound.

(Oh surely I can't be the only one
the sanguine clashing of cash spurs on.)                                                                   
                                  
*
*

THE BALLOON THAT LIVED ON THE MOON

The lower gravity was kind to it
It could bounce and soar higher
Than Earth allows
So the balloon was happier
By far
And soon forgot the puncture culture
We perpetuate down here
The hate-pins of our eyes skewer
The frailest inflation
The beadiest bubble is not safe
But up there
The bleak unpeopled landscape
Mirrrors more faithfully
A balloon's own sterility and
Essential snootiness
Consider
What a round object by its perfect nature
Excludes
How its boundaries segregate the in from the out
And show what is enough



And what is less
So when you think of the balloon
That lived on the moon you might wonder
Why all its brothers and sisters
Because can't you feel how
When one tugs your hand
Deft with that upward urge how much
It resists your touch
How endlessly
You are not a part of it

*
*

TRANSIT

my hand feels odd without its wrist which ticked itself away
other parts of my body are similarly running out of time
and one by one are vanishing
my left foot is gone
and my right eye and the list grows daily—
if they are departed from here
have they started to appear
elsewhere
weighing down its sill a tick more each second
ectoplasmically emerging there
from the nowhere of this life
this nonexistence I feel in every pore
ever since childhood revealed
a gap in the text or
an amputation of the hand from its gesture
a separation of act from intent
a limb from limb interstice
ever since childhood began to feel
the intrusion of that split that portal that doorway place
which little by little piece by piece
I am entering now

*
*

DIMINUENDO

If I cannot carefully slowly lower drowned
windowwashers down the face of highrises,
what use am I?  And what a bad little
good-for-me I am, regardless.  Even

my hems lower their eyes at the sight of
such remissiveness: therefore whenever
the flesh gloats a police stick removes its
widow’s peak.  Worlds have lost for less their keep.

To fathom at random your crumbling core
while the sun is burnishing its bullseye on
all the margin mountains and seas whose scene

we supercede each time we sneeze is like
scratching myself with forgetful eels, asking
is this my own, my Tennyson sinecure?



*
*

UNTITLED SHORTS

*
are there some
invulnerabilities too
hard to bear perhaps
the bulletproof vest
stabs itself in secret

*
I tried but
they wouldn't let me put
tombstones on
the merrygoround
for a ride

*
I start to live and it falls from me

*
I beg myself bare
I cry my knees
For a pennyplease
A share

*
in case it forgot
was the apple not
reminded to rot
before being put
into Eve's hand

*
*

POEM

All the days with you in them
are better than the ones with I.
If you were me you'd know why.

All the words with o in them
are better than the ones with e.
If you were me you'd see.

Best of all of course is a
because it always comes first, ha!
Is it better being me or worse.

(Should these figures be reversed
at times, would I worry who
surpasses who, me versus you:

at times I could barely tell.
Better is good but not as well.)



*
*

THE WOULDBE NONCHALANT

I try to shrug it off, but when my shoulders poke themselves up to form the shrug they
get stuck, and I slump down trapped inbetween these shoulder-peaks; so I live in the 
valley of a shrug, in its perpetual shadow.

*
*

TROTH

if you drew a string through
the entwined fingers of lovers
might it come out all knots
which would then in theory right
be too tight to be untied

*
*

A LIFETIME YET

Look, in the sky, how those clouds turn
into a place which briefly appears
to be unique or is that pattern
repeated once every 33.3 years—

Termcycle which can't be seen unless
via long computers our sapient view
finds its site: or is this simply false
recurrance imposed upon a true

chaos.  Can heaven's formations be
further figured beyond the phase
nonce of that one fate we suddenly
see: a third of the way through his

thirtythird year we hoisted Jesus
up to check this question out; he
was supposed to get back to us
on it but we're still on hold, aren't we?

*
*

ITCH

too many words but
if you could pare 
them down to your
fingernails scratching
everywhere every pore
on skin on your body
except for a certain
portion of the back
below the blades above



the small of it sits
that singular patch
your hands cannot reach
to inscribe the lines
that cover all the other
fleshparts is that spot
virgin reserved for
Mallarmé perhaps
untouched till god or
devil autopist writes
theirs there

*
*

THE MALL-TIQUE ESTHETIC

Often a flower tries to befriend your shirt,
but you must shun its minor transcendence
and remain in transit afterwards then later forward,

nor stop along any ground lure to wield
an egg balanced on a T-square and declaim
how grateful you are for whatever cameo roles

your filmnoir thieves and killers can still assume,
though the thrill of closing your eyes in witness
leitmotifs the fear they show account to.

Earth-surface seems to support this with evasions
which, if difference did deliver, might
grant monkey unanimity to time's isolation

and overcome your capacity for reason among
vined gardens of origin, desperate media
which litter the floor with florabunda

whose come-ons to your clothing are due
to their desperate desire to be real somehow:
how sad nature is in its entourage stage,

its stalker nazi strategems to stay relevant,
the way it mimics us.  Its simulacra swarm
almost human in their gaudiness of thorn

or leaf though of course they lack our essential
say nay qua.   Yet here you are among their
units of ubiquity as if they were the one you

should escape and run to hide beneath a sundial,
while your windmills pump water to a stalled
starting-block; your bread sops up the clouds.

Hey: each day don't you see on the screen
a comedian's teeth battle the lava of his own lips.
Doesn't that scene render Vesuvius superflous.

*
*
*



***********
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from "home.swipnet.se/northernobscene/knottintro.html"

Bill [eg. William] Knott började publicera sig under den blommande tidskriftseran i 
USA under 60-talet, och gav ut sin första diktsamling 1968, The Naomi Poems. Sedan 
dess har han skrivit myriader av dikter men egentligen aldrig fått något riktigt 
erkännande vare sig från det stora etablissemanget eller förlagselefanterna. Kanske 
det var detta som föranledde Stephen Dobys att kalla honom "the greatest outsider" i 
AWP Chronicle, 1995. Här hemma i Sverige sågs Knott senast i översättning av Tomas 
Tranströmer i "Tolkningar" (red. Niklas Schiöler) som Bonniers gav ut 1998, och något 
tidigare samma år även sporadiskt i undergroundfanzinet blaskan odd. Anars är det 
tunt. Varför det blivit så kan man verkligen undra, för Knott har hyllats av 
författarkollegor som Kenneth Rexroth, Louis Simpson, James Wright m. fl i över 30 år 
nu, vilka inte heller sparar på superlativen. Självklart är även jag förvånad över detta 
faktum, vilket också är en av anledningarna till dessa översättningar.

Första gången jag stiftade bekantskap med Bill Knotts poesi var sommaren 1999, och 
det var i bokstaden Hay-on-Wye, på gränsen mellan England och Wales, av alla platser 
i världen. En liten sömnig och gemytligt lunkande by, där så gott som varenda 
invånare drar in sin inkomst via böcker på ett eller annat sätt. Där finns 100-tals 
antikvariat och jag gjorde den sommaren under några dagar mitt bästa för att utforska
dem alla. Min jakt på amerikanska poeter gick dock trögt [men jag hittade en svensk 
utgåva av Karin Boye´s Kalocain]. Det var först när jag hittade fram till The Poetry 
Book Shop i utkanten av staden som det började brännas. Ett par amerikanska 
guldkorn återfanns i hyllorna och när jag återvände till disken med famnen full av 
Kenneth Rexroth och Gary Snyder m. fl. kom jag i slang med ägaren som snart 
plockade upp ett sandgult dikthäfte av en viss Bill Knott. Antagligen tyckte han synd 
om mig som tvingades prioritera mina inköp, och skänkte mig helt sonika häftet [tack 
Chris!]. Senare på kvällen satt jag på den lokala puben och bläddrade i häftet. Knott´s
dikter hade en förmåga att verkligen göra sig hemmastadda där i den kontemplativa, 
traditionsfasta, men ändå nydanande byn. När jag återvänt till Sverige skrev jag ett 
brev till Knott där jag framförde min uppskattning. Svar kom från Boston, där han 
innehar en professur vid Emerson Collage, och bestod av ytterligare fem lika 
sandfärgade dikthäften med vänliga dedikationer. Hösten var räddad. Efter att ha läst 
häftena började jag se mig om i bokhandeln och på biblioteket efter hans böcker - 
utan resultat.

Dikterna i föreliggande samling är hämtade ur en diger 30-årsperiod, från 1960-1999, 
och i Knott´s egen anda har jag valt att inte ställa upp dem vare sig tematiskt eller 
kronologiskt, utan de dyker bara upp på sidorna, oväntade, oregerliga och ofta också 
helt oberoende av sådant som tid.
En del av Knott´s dikter kan vid en första anblick se nästan naiva ut, med en självklar 
enkel raktframhet, men växer snart och blottar större djup. Mitt i det existentiella 
allvaret letar sig också humorn in med jämna mellanrum. Och språkleken. Och det 
smågalna. Och det helgalna. Kanske är det just i denna märkliga kombination, eller 
sättet varpå Knott kombinerar dem, som hans storhet ligger - det är fräscha och udda 
dikter med energi, ett flöde och en påtaglig språklig experimentlusta. Den mycket 
högstämda och klassiska diktrösten som plötsligt tar vilda krumsprång ut i abstrakta 
landskap. Hans influenser tycks komma från alla möjliga [och omöjliga] håll - från 
Japansk dikttradition till yttre rymden - vilket är en av anledningarna till att Knott´s 
poesi är så omtumlande att bege sig in i. Och ger man sig väl in i den löper man risken
att både skratta, gråta, förundras och fängslas.

Bill Knott´s energi och uppfinningsrika språk är dock inte alltid en källa till njutning - 
under översättningen av de här dikterna har jag mer än en gång slitit testar av mitt 
hår för att finna en rättvisande synonym till någon vild ordlek. Detta har fungerat 



ibland, men lika ofta har jag tvingats till alternativa lösningar. På svenska har det 
följaktligen inneburit att det på vissa ställen har vuxit fram nya konstruktioner och 
abstraktioner - på gott och ont. Att Knott på sina ställen tenderar att flirta med 
japansk poesitradition, med strikta stavelsescheman som styr över formen, har 
sannerligen inte gjort saken lättare. I dessa fall har jag helt enkelt bortsett från att 
räkna stavelse på fingrarna, och istället koncentrerat mig på att hitta 
överensstämmande tonfall och innebörd.

Med tanke på dessa svårigheter kan det kanske te sig konstigt att en novis som jag 
själv ger mig på att översätta Knott. Jag snuddar inte ens vid tanken på att jämföra 
detta arbete med översättningar utförda av yrkesmän som t ex tidigare nämnda 
Tranströmer. Däremot ser jag ingen annan utväg när ingen annan vill uppmärksamma 
så stor poesi som Knott verkligen besitter förmågan att producera. Det handlar med 
andra ord mer om lust än kompetens - och med det kan man komma rätt långt.

*
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COMMENTS

Bill Knott meets Connie Frances:
http://www.len-sousa.com/audio/BillMeetsConnie.mp3

Right-click to download.

Posted by: len   | December 17, 2006 at 05:32 PM

i told you the rumors of my being alive have been greatly 
exaggerated . . . ask this guy: he knows: (from 
http://suicidegirls.com/boards/Lifestyle/59246/page2)

fatdavid8   said:
So why aren't they interviewing Wallace Stevens? Oh yeah, he's dead. Hmmmm. Jorge 
Luis Borges and Vladimir Nabokov? Nope: dead. Italo Calvino? Dead. Bill Knott, 
Kenneth Patchen, Frank O'Hara?  Dead, dead, dead.

It seems like everyone I'd find interesting is dead.  Perhaps I'm a necrophiliac in my 
subconscious mind.

*
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from www.variety.com/index.asp?
layout=weekend&content=jump&jump=article&articleID=V
R1117944101&. . . .

Pushy questions for…

  Denis Leary, actor, producer and co-creator of "Rescue Me," which begins its third 

season on FX Tuesday

By Denis Leary   -  Wed., May 24, 2006

Last book I bought:



"Private Lives/Public Consequences: Personality and Politics in Modern America," 
William H. Chafe

Book I'm reading:
I read, like, five books at time.

Total number of books I own:
Unless I'm going to make it into a movie or option it, I'm not going to keep it around. 
My bookcase is full of hockey books.

Five books that mean a lot to me:
"Yaz: Baseball, the Wall and Me," Carl Yastrzemski
"All the President's Men," Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein
Bill Knott poetry. No bullshit kind of poetry; taught me a lot about comedy writing.
"The Game," Ken Dryden. The greatest sports book ever written.
"Great Plains," Ian Frazier--the funniest guy on the planet.

Last film I saw:
"Office Space," directed by Mike Judge

Last DVD I bought:
"Dr. Strangelove," directed by Stanley Kubrick, the complete DVD with interviews

Total number of films I own:
A lot. I get all the Academy screeners.

Five films that mean a lot to me:
"Saturday Night and Sunday Morning," directed by Karel Reisz
"Mean Streets," directed by Martin Scorsese
"Von Ryan's Express," directed by Mark Robson--a piece-of-shit movie with Frank 
Sinatra. The first movie I successfully snuck into.
"Raging Bull," directed by Martin Scorsese
Any one of the Clint Eastwood films from the '60s: "The Good, the Bad and the Ugly," 
"A Fistful of Dollars"

Stereo or iPod:
iPod

Last CD or song I bought:
"Whatever People Say I Am, That's What I'm Not," Arctic Monkeys. I bought it for my 
son. It's actually a great, great album. Everything you want rock 'n' roll to be.

Song currently playing:
"Release Me (And Let Me Love Again)" Couldn't stop singing it.

Five songs that mean a lot to me:
"London Calling," the Clash
"Satisfaction," the Rolling Stones
"Imagine," John Lennon
"Pulling Mussels (From the Shell)," Squeeze
"One for My Baby (And One More for the Road)," Frank Sinatra

Favorite wine:
I just started drinking wine about a year ago. At this point, Irish whiskey

Favorite charity:
Leary Firefighters Foundation, the Neely Cancer Fund and the Michael J. Fox 
Foundation for Parkinson's Research



Favorite vacation:
Bahamas

Favorite vice:
Old boxing films

Five people who I'd like to see answer this survey:
I have no interest in George W. Bush, Dick Cheney, Condi Rice, Hillary Clinton and Tom
DeLay

December 17, 2006 

*
The world of Art mirrors the world of Society.  Just as the latter is based on hierarchy,
on a class system, so is the former.
And in the world of Art, poetry is the lowest class.
In the world of Art, poets are the proles, the slaves.

Just as slaves in the world of Society are bullied and beaten, treated as subhuman, so 
in the world of Art poets are similarly abused.

All the wealth/value produced by Society's slaves is stolen from them by those in the 
higher classes.  The latter grow rich on the former's misery.   

Every idea or good generated by poet-labor is also stolen, plagiarized by the higher 
classes of Music, Painting, Film and Prose.  They prosper on the poet's back.  All their 
wealth comes from stealing and using what the poet-slave produces.

*

As slaves, poets internalize their inferior status.  We grovel before the Masters of 
Music Painting Film and Prose.  We become their lickspittles, their toadies, their dogs,
obsequiously grateful for the least crumb falling from their fat tables.  

We flatter kiss-ass praise these Masters for their greatness, forgetting that every good
every gram of worth they possess, every virtue, was stolen from us.  

*

From time to time the slaves of Society have risen up against their evil Masters, have 
rebelled against their oppressors.

But the slaves of Art, the poets, have they ever revolted against their oppressive 
Masters?   Never.  We have never tried to rip off our chains.  We have never protested 
against the Prosewriters the Filmmakers the Musicmucks the Painters, the Masters who
daily steal our resources, we have never tried to expose their criminal acts of theft 
and exploitation.  

No, we never even dream of rising up in fury to confront and attack these overlords 
whose cabals conspire against our welfare, whose cultural institutions and media are 
designed and operated to keep us in penury and abject submission.  Whose statutes of
power stand ready to cripple and punish and murder us.  As they have done so often.

*
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*



When poets start to break under the torrent of hatred society pours upon them; when 
they begin to internalize that hatred and to self-generate it in the neurotic hope of 
propitiating its cruelties, when they snatch the whip from Master and lash themselves;

when they understand how loathed and despised poetry is by all the powers of this 
world; when they realize how loathed and despised they are by all the authorities of 
this world; and when, under the endless onslaught of contempt and scorn and 
persecution which they as poets are condemned to suffer, at last they too loathe and 
despise themselves,

and that is the point they come to write about Chekhov.

As it were a final humiliation. 

*
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okay, thanks (but spell her name right: it's Francis)

*

Bill Knott meets Connie Frances:
http://www.len-sousa.com/audio/BillMeetsConnie.mp3

Right-click to download

*

December 18, 2006O

quote of the day

*

English translation of two sentences Henri Michaux wrote at the beginning of one of 
his prose poems:

"Others prefer the interior monologue. Me, I like to beat people up."

(sorry: can't remember the translator (Richard Ellman?). but you can ask Ron Silliman, 
he'll remember: check today's post on his blog for further details.)

*
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