
 

   1 

"[Bill Knott's] poems are so naive that the question 
of their poetic quality hardly arises. . . . Mr. Knott 
practices a dead language." —Denis Donoghue, 
New York Review of Books, May 7, 1970 
 
[Bill Knott's poems are] typically mindless. . . . He 
produces only the prototaxis of idiocy. . . . Rumor 
has it that Knott’s habit of giving his birth and 
terminal dates together originated when he realized 
he could no longer face the horror of a poetry 
reading he was scheduled to give." —Charles 
Molesworth, Poetry (Chicago) Magazine, May 1972 
 
"[Bill] Knott's work tends today to inspire strong 
dismissal. . . . [He's] been forced to self-publish 
some of his recent books. . . . [B]ad—not to 
mention offensively grotesque—poetry. . . . 
appalling . . . . maddening . . . . wildly uneven . . . 
adolescent, or obsessively repetitive . . . 
grotesqueries . . . . [His] language is like thick, old 
paint . . . his poems have a kind of prickly accrual 
that's less decorative than guarded or layered . . . 
emotionally distancing . . . . uncomfortable. Knott . 
. . is a willful . . . irritating . . . contrarian." —
Meghan O'Rourke, Poetry (Chicago) Magazine, Feb 
2005 
 
"[Bill Knott's books are] filled with venom. . . . 
Knott seems to hate himself . . . and he seems to 
hate his readers." —Kirk Robinson, ACM (Another 
Chicago Magazine, date?) 
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"[Bill Knott's work] consists almost entirely of 
pointless poems, that say disgusting things. . . . [His 
poetry is] tasteless . . . and brainless." —Michael 
Heffernan, Midwest Quarterly, Summer 1973 
 
"Knott is making capitol on poetic fashion, 
attempting belatedly to enter the canon of the 
Language poets by reviving the idiom of Ezra 
Pound. [His poetry] so successfully defies 
communicating anything that one wonders what 
[his publisher] had in mind. . . . Knott, it may be 
recalled, "killed" himself in the early 1960s."  
—R. S. Gwynn, The Year in Poetry, DLB 
Yearbook 1989 
 
"Consider Bill Knott, a poet who writes lots of very 
short poems that are nothing but bombast 
pretending at being the voice of one crying in the 
wilderness."  
—Josh Hanson, Livejournal, 28/06/07: 
http://josh-hanson.livejournal.com/26249. html 
 
"Eccentric, uneven . . . poet Bill Knott is not [fit] to 
win prizes . . . [His work is] thorny . . . rebellious, 
avant-garde . . . ."  —Robert Pinsky, Washington 
Post.com, April 17, 2005 
 
"[Bill Knott is] incompetent . . ." 
—Alicia Ostriker, Partisan Review (date? 1972?) 
 
"Bill Knott [is] the crown prince of bad judgment." 
—Ron Silliman, Silliman's Blog, June 26, 2007 
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"Bill Knott's poems are . . . rhetorical fluff . . . and 
fake." —Ron Loewinsohn, TriQuarterly, Spring 
1970 
 
"[Bill Knott's poetry is] queerly adolescent . . . 
extremely weird. . . personal to the point of 
obscurity. . . his idiosyncrasy has grown formulaic, 
his obscure poems more obscure, his terse 
observations so terse they scoot by without leaving 
much of a dent in the reader. . . . There is a 
petulance at work [in his poetry]. . . . [H]is style has 
grown long in the tooth. . . . In fact, [at least one of 
his poems is] unethical." 
—Marc Pietrzykowski, Contemporary Poetry 
Review 
(http://www.cprw.com/Pietrzykowski/beats.htm) 
 
"Bill Knott's [poetry is the equivalent of] 
scrimshaw. . . . [He's] either self-consciously 
awkward or perhaps a little too slangily up-to-date." 
—Stephen Burt, New York Times Book Review, 
November 21, 2004 
 
"Bill Knott['s] ancient, academic ramblings are part 
of what's wrong with poetry today.  Ignore the old 
bastard." —Collin Kelley (from "They Shoot Poets 
Don't They" blog, August 08, 2006) 
 
"Bill Knott bores me to tears." —Curtis Faville, 
http://compassrosebooks.blogspot.com/2009 
/05/moore-formalism-post-avant-part-three.html 
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"Bill Knott . . . is so bad one can only groan in 
response." —Peter Stitt, Georgia Review, Winter 
1983 
 
"[Bill Knott is] a malignant clown."—Christopher 
Ricks, The Massachusetts Review, Spring 1970 
 
"Bill Knott's a prissy little moron." 
—Matthew Henriksen, 
http://hyacinthlosers.blogspot.com/, March 23, 
2009 
 
"Bill Knott should be beaten with a flail." 
—Tomaz Salamun, Snow, 1973 
 
* 
 
I could quote many other lovenotes like the ones above, but 
thought I'd leave some space here for write-in consensus: 

 
______________________________
______________________________
______________________________
______________________________
______________________________
______________________________
______________________________
______________________________
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copyright 2010 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. 
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Intro 
 
* 
A selection from stuff I've written over the 
years. 
 
* 
The order is random, neither chronological nor 
thematic. 
 
* 
In the course of collating/editing this, I was 
surprised to find that many poems which 
began on a negative note would often conclude 
with some optimistic urge.  This was quite 
depressing.  Betrayed by my own fatuity! 
 
But finally I found enough to choose from, 
melancholy, failure, ennui, remorse etcet. 
 
I've tried to be scrupulous in my selecting: if 
you catch any non-despondent verse here, add 
another to my list of mistakes.
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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 
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THE D AND M'S 
 
I've got the D and M's, 
despondency madness 
hare me everywhere, 
despair or mal-de-mess. 
 
Diagnosis is malignant, 
day channels the moon, 
my denials mechanical, 
all darkness unders mine. 
 
Dearth and mourn. 
Doldrums in mire. 
I've got the D and M's 
 
and all their dire malign 
deep-plodes my mind. 
I can't stand these damns. 
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BREAKFAST RHYMES 
 
I suspect the obverse of this cereal 
box is blank and that all the colorful 
 
images on this side would vanish too 
if I turned its cardboard 180. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED]    
 
The moon's a wishingwell you threw 
all your sources at, but you wasted them.  
Everything is coming true, 
but for the last time. 
The moon will soon be tossed into you.  
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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. 
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WHAT 
 
I envision a doctor saying 
to me someday soon 
(and any day is too soon) 
your diagnosis 
is terminal . . . then 
I imagine myself  
replying 
well I've had a good life— 
 
That daydream ends, 
and I sit in my room 
surveying, estimating 
trying to guess  
while I still can 
what's good 
about it. 
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BIO 
 
He/she 
will outlive 
me and I 
will die 
 
wishing 
I had had 
her/his life 
instead 
 
of my 
own— 
how many 
 
can I say 
that of 
and why. 
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DAS LIED 
 
I should buy one of those pods 
to have in my ears when I die 
Beethoven's Fifth or the Mahler 
whatever, but is that really 
 
an important enough occasion 
for such?  I wonder.  And indeed 
pondering around my life I see 
nothing meriting music: what 
 
occurance was ever significant 
to the degree of a symphony, 
or worth the extravagance of 
your most ephemeral popsong; 
 
so why the hell would this final 
event warrant accompliment. 
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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  
 
(stanza break) 
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we picked that halfbreed 
that mestizo 
from Nazareth 
 
we had our chance Barabbas 
a thief 
a murderer 
one of us  
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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 
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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 
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BANG BANG GLUB GLUB 
 
My ark/my life's-boat 
had two of everything 
necessary for salvation 
with the exception 
of two bullet-holes 
in its bottom hull. 
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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. 
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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.



 

   23 

HEGEMONY (prosepoem) 
 
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, even 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 endless 
humiliation: that I have to take it on trust, that I have 
to believe in it blindly. 
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TWO LEFT FEET 
 
they say if you can hum 
you can dance 
if you can live 
you can die 
 
guide-graphs on the floor  
may 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 
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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.  
 
 
Note: 
Futilist to dream of an edenic site untainted by waste  
and decay.  And, as the last line indicates, even if he 
found that mythical speckpoint, in one instant his 
mere presence would defile it for ever.  
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SPITE FATE 
 
I sometimes muse a scene I can't for life say why: 
A dancer, who has overslept, rushes by rote to dress 
And ready a face all in a style obviously posthaste— 
See her running to catch the train, late-panicked. 
 
She'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 
 
Her second-knowledge gained from years of training; 
How that slow-gathered grace of artifice still 
Outstrips us and is what should outlast our 
 
Daily demeaning of some other, this daydream 
Scenario that fails to compensate my failure—? 
And now her nine o'clock pupils attack their barre.  
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THE NEVE VILLANELLE 
 
He was a Montague and she was a Capulet 
yet no feuding families threw them in thwart— 
it wasn't that that stopped Romeo and Juliet 
 
from Act Five Scene Fiving it on their first date: 
no, it was that Neve Campbell that left them reft-heart— 
It was Neve Montague and Neve Capulet 
 
they wrote on their carnal diaries' most intimate 
page: every time they tried to kiss they'd start 
to Neve-itate, and that stopped Romeo and Juliet 
 
from making out further.  Neve made them hot 
but not for each other.  They'd just sit there in flirt 
gone faux at the Montague or the Capulet 
 
manse and navigate some Neve-or-die site 
and ram Scream 1/2/3 up the DVD insert— 
that comely Campbell stopped Romeo and Juliet 
 
from consummating their teen-tragic fate: 
and even when she did indie roles for her art 
they'd still curse the Montague and Capulet 
 
DNA that kept their lives so punked, so pre-set: 
Why can't we be Neve?   Why can't we clone her part? 
Having to stay a human Montague/Capulet 
stopped them from loving Romeo and Juliet. 



 

28 

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  
this 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 
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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. 
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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 
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angles to our progress: its ninety degree  
option runs so counter to our own that  
it endorses the unique course we each 
ride out the rims of, our souls plow-low 
so none of them neither else can share 
what, except for that single instance of 
sidelong, that helpless avoidance, that 
glimpse of other lives we might have 
shared a respite with on this junctured 
hurrythrough, is a solely human place. 



 

32 

POEM 
 
They stole all the belongings I left 
on the sidewalk because I could only 
lug part of my stuff into my new place; 
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 rooms, if, that is, 
I had indeed locked it behind me: 
they may have already gone up there 
and stole the things I carried in before.  
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GENERIC 
 
I look along the shelf 
for brand-name goods of wealth 
and fame but all I see 
is that cutprice item me. 
 
Wise shoppers shun my aisle 
for bargains with a style  
shiny and new, not used— 
they know I've been reduced. 
 
My sell-date fades pastdue, 
retail reveals the true value 
that wastes each cost invested: 
to wipe this dust off my head 
 
and open my packaging, 
ignore the evident aging, 
the brown tainted spots 
splotching up under Knott's 
 
Best: to buy me takes 
a blind eye.  A lack of taste. 
Half-off or marked for free 
this sale's not worth a spree.
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SUCCESSION 
 
Upon the welcome mat the foot announces knee; 
knee, thigh; and so on.  Each part of the body 
becomes, in the process of this introductory 
entrance, merely a pavlovian John the Baptist, 
 
mere clarion omen of the one above it.  But 
the head, what does the head presage?  My hair 
can’t grass over a path thus opened.  The self 
must make way for itself, its progress upward, 
 
upward, and irreversible, like life.  Which is why 
I waver here before you now in the fear that I,  
the poor shadow of whatever it is I portend,  
I may somehow fail to properly augur forth:  
 
caught in that unreeling portrait called Arrival,  
will I prepare its import, bear up and be its doorsill? 
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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. 



 

36 

STRETCH 
 
We feel more imprisoned 
by walls with cracks in them 
than by walls that are smooth 
and featureless: the latter  
 
do not mock us with examples 
of breach, morals of escape— 
indeed, as further punishment 
our cells from side to side 
 
are fissured with gaps not wide 
enough for exit of course; 
but through which can be seen 
 
fair glimpses of all the others  
penned around us, the ones  
who deserve this sentence. 
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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 
Where 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 
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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. 
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EVICTION PROCESS 
 
Wreckball all the highrises: 
then use the cornerstones of those  
leveled towers to create my castle: 
composed solely of foundationstones, 
each one of which was blessed 
with a ceremony, a literal 
groundbreaking and therefore whole; 
each block unique, 
inscribed with ritual aggrandisements; 
each planted solemnly:  
each underpin-laid as the bedrock 
its lesser brothers would rest on: 
use only these rootstones to raise 
the walls of my eyrie house hideaway 
whose forbidding frame will have 
no real infrastructure, whose form 
will be a spiritual suspension 
(cradle crux kernel hub core)  
wherein each establishingstone  
must cohere solid with the weight  
of its having once been named 
in salutation as such—but surely 
when these maidenstones these  
consecratalstones are placed 
together to make home my dream 
my ideal occupancy, then surely 
due to the baseless act  
of imagining this acme of architecture 
I will not be allowed to live here. 
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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.
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REFLECTION 
 
Some are afraid of the deep; 
me, of the shallows. 
 
It’s not possible to drown in it, 
but it is possible to delve in it; 
which is worse? 
 
I lean over a mudpuddle, 
bend to a pane-drop. 
 
The shallows 
is where I sight myself; 
the abyss 
shows all you others. 
 
Which is worse?
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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 still in the stake 
That never wins a hand against this known 
Charade of chance: envision it downthrown 
 
In the rows of her slow shuffle.  And no 
Hexing where you haled from or where you’ll go   
Next-lost round the dark town’s confinements 
Will augur 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 share its peer.  Here 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 
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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. 
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THE ANSWER 
 
Leaving the house,  
the house will be  
left completely,  
from cellar to 
attic my absence  
entire. 
 
Do I enter the world  
the same,  
my presence felt  
from cloud 
to ditch? 
 
Only in departure whole. 
Arrival 
is always partial.  
 



 

   45 

MYTHICAL RITUALS 
 
Every day another roc moults, 
every feather crushing 
another town where 
Notnose and Shyeye 
and Wrongtongue  
are conspiring. 
 
As always the blood 
of martyrs drips 
straight to hell:  
a purple plumb-line, 
a Tyre-wire true. 
 
The hundred-husked heartvalve 
tries to find hope 
in these instances. 
But each day brings more. 
 
Each day we open 
a door whose keyhole 
shrinks around us. 
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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? 
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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. 
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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. 
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A LESSON FROM THE ORPHANAGE 
 
If you beat up someone smaller than you 
they won't (and histories prove this) tell: 
 
look at those people on the opposite side 
of the planet: they want to beat us up but  
 
they're smaller so that's okay.  Not okay is  
that most of us will die in the war between  
 
them and us, because small equals (and mice  
prove this) sneaky: their spies could spirit all 
 
our nuke aids away and we'd never know—  
nick our rocket-satellite knockout Star Peace  
 
Comcodes right out of our shrinking pockets,  
even our doomsday (the FBI can prove this) 
 
doodads, the ones we mean to use on them, 
the rats: and so when they kill us will we 
 
have killed enough of them to win, whose 
fist figures bigger in the end?  And what's it prove?— 
 
In the Orphanage, hell, even if they do tell 
on you there's no one for them to tell it to. 
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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. 
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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. 
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WISHINGWELL 
 
I weigh the coin in my hand 
against the water's clarity 
that shines up at my shadow: 
what wealth to smash apart that  
 
gleaming calm with my claim 
on the future, my need to be 
rewarded with all I owe. 
I stand above the well wondering 
 
whether such a small as this 
sacrifice is worth one wish— 
the water is cold and stony 
to a depth I can only guess. 
 
And even if it reaches that far, 
plummeting through the rich 
rings of its sinking to reach 
a bottomlessness whose core  
 
is death's perhaps deepest ore,  
there where the end gathers 
will my silver ever bring me  
any of the gold it shatters? 
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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. 
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[UNTITLED] 
 
Helplessly the clock's hands fail 
to cleanse its numerals as they pass,  
to wipe away the jealous glances 
and fretful glares of our daily vigil, 
those fears and doubts whose dust  
will come to filthify time at last. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
EMPTY 
 
I look harder  
in my wallet 
than in my mirror 
I already know 
what it holds 
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REPLICA DAYS 
 
A statue disguised 
as the lines in your palm 
longs to love you 
though still you resist 
its endless caresses. 
 
Just as the smoke  
of burnt portraits 
clings to mirrors. 
Similarly ashes of dolls fill up 
a child’s footprints. 
 
Rain also, in the event 
an iceberg’s  
mourning-clothes. 
 
Dawn drapes you: 
you put your arm in one sleeve 
and the other sleeve  
begins to bleed. 
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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  
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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 laid out 
in brightcolored frosting  
over darker frosting 
 
the crucial message 
the delicate pinkly lettering 
overlooked  
unheeded 
falls shredded apart now 
by his hopeful search 
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THE CYCLE 
 
what's the use 
waking all night 
to write down truths 
which dawn quite 
easily refutes 
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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. 
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EXTINGUISHABLE 
 
birthdays you bend and blow 
out a candle in a skull 
 
it's always just one candle 
but each year one more 
 
skull is added to the table 
which by now is plus full 
 
and that makes this ritual 
more impossible each year 
 
each year as you approach 
that crowd of past selves 
 
somewhere down there 
in all those bone sockets 
 
the annual candle waiting 
glares and dares you to find it 
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OEDIPUS RIDDLED (heptasyllabics) 
 
the course of his crime unfolds 
each time at a blind crossroads 
whose four legs forever show 
less murderous ways to go 
but every young man must opt 
to stand his ground and stay stopped 
so to prove unmoved he waits 
daily till he demonstrates 
to the empty thoroughfare 
how brave how bold how strong there 
beneath noon's knelled prophecies  
bound to meet all enemies 
on his own two feet alone 
or has he halted hearing 
the stepsound of his unknown 
father's cane tap tap nearing 
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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 
 
(no stanza break) 
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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. 
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DEPOSITIONING 
 
so billions of humans for millennia looked 
at the blue sky of a summer day and saw it as 
bright until one day the boy Rimbaud looked 
and saw that shining normal blue as darkness   
 
and said I have removed from the sky the blue 
which is darkness but his saying so did not 
result in heaven being stripped clean of blue 
to leave only immense endless light and hot 
 
sun nothing but sun from horizon to horizon 
allpoint eye-encompassing gorging our view 
no and in fact and amazingly his sly vision 
or petition proved to have been only a sight 
 
true and all despite his deposition the blue 
which is darkness stayed it remained bright 
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AFTER BAUDELAIRE'S CAUSERIE 
 
The ocean of verse has left in my chest 
That stale ebb-tail taste of a bile blueplate— 
Its word surge bitters too gorged to digest— 
Even my critics' deaths can't renovate  
 
An appetite for this: acid reflux    
My poems have all become, which in their prime 
Fed vanity's veins and pain's glut stomachs  
Enough to fodder a second lifetime . . . 
 
My heart?  Is Heartburnsville.  Landfill palace 
Leveled ever since my fellow poets 
Chewed its dumpster pews into prose-pellets. 
 
Come share their bard-fare, their warmth and 
   fireplace— 
Eyes blazing like a holiday barrage, 
They char my offal flesh long past garbage. 
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GETTOGETHER (tanka) 
 
backyard barbecue 
I repeat over the heat 
what my doctor said 
to anyone who'll listen 
juice oozes from the red meat 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
SUPERSTAR 
 
The winners of all those lookalike contests 
must suffer and grow more anguished 
and ashamed as years pass and the hurt  
worsen every time they forget to avert 
the mirror's blow and the blame of each 
tiny flaw or variance which distinguishes 
theirs from that single face fame graced. 
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FETE 
 
at summerfest 
I think of the mallet 
the crematory uses 
to graniate 
the harder bones 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
HERE 
 
it's dark in the asylum's dayroom 
where the insane count me on their fingers 
but I still add up to nothing 
therapeutically speaking  
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DISCRIMINATION 
 
Although not lab-test verified, 
I would guess that the pages of porno 
magazines turn yellow and crumble 
from the sperm shot onto them 
faster than the poems in my books 
turn yellow and crumble from 
the saliva spat at them by readers— 
or is it a fallacy on my part to assume 
that the products of love are always 
more acidic, more corrosive  
than the products of loathing? 
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NOT THIS WAY 
 
if that bird soars across 
this wall which halts us 
why does it then 
fly back here again 
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BATHROOM MIRROR 
 
Every morning the glass 
empties my face 
of its night and then 
as its day is poured in 
I feel forsaken and 
my eyes strain longingly  
down the drain. 
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31 SYLLABLES 
 
even the wisest 
(even the esteemed poets 
who when I was young 
acclaimed me as promising) 
have at times been proven wrong  
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FINALS 
 
My classmates 
wrote the answers 
on my skin in 
invisible ink then 
during the Test 
set fire to me 
 
They passed  
I passed away 
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[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 
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BEDDYBYE 
 
Just hope that when you lie down your toes are a 
firing-squad 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
HUMIDITY’S TONES 
 
Four AM, nothing moving, no hurry, 
dawn still has time to be choosy 
selecting its pinks.  But now a breeze 
brushes across me—the way my skin 
is cooled off by the evaporation  
of sweat, this artistry, this system 
sombers me: when I am blown from 
the body of life will it be refreshed? 
I dread the color of the answer Yes. 
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FOOTNOTE 
 
All of us who lived on earth 
and all our loves and wars 
may not appear at all 
in the moon's memoirs. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

76 

HISTORY   
 
Hope . . . goosestep. 
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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.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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. 
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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. 
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[UNTITLED] 
 
The trafficlight on Lovers Leap never changes to red. 
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MISANMYOPE 
 
They say that blinking lubricates  
   the sight and keeps it safe— 
but did this World-Eye really  
   need the lid of my brief life? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
UNEARTHED TO EARTH 
 
flappilating like fire caught the shot 
bird scuds mud with its misflying dyings— 
but see in poetry's sky the knott 
likewise flails and fails to find his wings 
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EMIGRATIQUE 
 
The Eskimos have 26 words for 
snow but none it seems for why 
the fuck are we freezing our ass 
off let's pack up and move south— 
 
Language presents its dislocations 
in the guise of placement where 
or there don't care, you're born to 
bear its limits its circumlocutions 
 
as impasse: am I less thwartitude  
than those furclad icebounders if 
I lack the discriminouns to name 
 
each hellflurry I see; numberless 
the environmentals of despair 
whose slim glaciers pen me here. 
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TAUTOLOGICAL 
 
I am not happy at present. 
I have never been happy. 
Has anyone ever been happy— 
 
The syllogism does not follow. 
There are others like me 
Who have never been happy, 
 
But we are a minority. 
Most people have been happy 
At least once in their life: 
 
Maybe I too could be happy 
If the few who are like me 
In never having been happy 
 
Would all become happy 
And leave me alone, unique.
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BACKWARDS 
 
The moment I was born 
I started counting 
backwards 
from a hundred, 
 
hoping that rote 
would reverse 
this sudden painful 
wakefulness 
 
and return me to sleep, 
to comfort and time 
in my warm womb bed, 
 
but unfortunately 
I haven't as yet 
reached 99. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
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PREQUEL 
 
The speech I gave upon winning 
The Hate-Bake-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.  Soon-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. 
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(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  "Exclus-en si tu commences / Le 
réel parce que vil". 
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 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 
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 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 
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I LIVE ON THE LOWEST 
 
ledge it's still fatal 
to fall from while 
 
my neighbor on 
the below-one 
 
merely loses any 
skeletal integrity 
 
and lives to stab coupons 
for lowyield posterity: 
 
he's lucky 
compared to me 
 
and to all 
the tenants above me 
 
because when we fall 
we die.  
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from A SOUTHERN RUN: 
 
 
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 
sippin' thighclaps on intermittent maps. 
 
 



 

   93 

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. 
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FACE IN THE WINDOW 
 
I am a modest house, a house solely 
notable for the fact I lived here once.   
Its brass plaque depicts an oxygen eye 
in which two pupils of hydrogen dance. 
 
Downstairs is where I lit fires whose insights 
with approach-velocity froze me, then  
signed off into flame.  This always happened when 
I came close to a truth.  Months passed.  Years.  Nights. 
 
Shall I accommodate myself again,  
a humble aquarium of lordly  
thumbs, some fin de species?  Of course each word  
 
the blackout-moth mutters to my keyboard  
shows the snowiest letter on this page is "I"— 
must I now plumb its one remaining pane? 
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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 denials?) 
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. 
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COMMUTER SKILLS NEEDED 
 
I'm like a spaceship flooded with roadmaps: 
The guidebooks that marked and led me here are  
Archaic.  All the ways they praise have lapsed. 
 
They program mirage the moments I know—  
Even my going home fails threshold then; 
The path I nailed's a trail of blood whose flow 
 
Is like what, a heritage halt, but just 
How extinct can I get by existing,  
Must I recant the past or can I trust 
 
My family when they promise me some 
Of us have not abandoned what crumbling 
Almanachs applaud in words verbatim 
 
From Star Ache reruns: they say our save screen  
Is full of the old jism, the thumb-jam. 
Can one yuckskull of us hold that vision 
 
Safe, can they fly off fled within its sky?   
From vid to vid we lean, to wave goodbye. 
It's like that thing that whatsit wrote, but I 
 
Know it's mostly misquote.  It don't apply. 
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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 
Far lingers no trace 
 
I wanted to share 
The occasion of that height 
Even if it was only a while 
The moan-length of a laugh I had 
 
I wanted to stay there 
But I failed at the sight
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WINTER REGRETS 
 
The snow on my ladder's rungs 
seems to be stepping upward, 
returning to that cloud which hangs 
framed in the faded cardboard 
 
of an old calendar landscape 
whose dust holds the days I desire 
to live in, fixing to climb up 
past that summer sun and hammer 
 
the scene in whole.  I didn't haul 
my ladder in and now it's too late— 
I turn from the window and stare 
 
lost at a vista of August air 
tacked, half-peeled from the kitchen wall. 
All the undone chores must wait. 
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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. 
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ECHO NEAR THE END 
 
Severs and brothers, brokens and sisters, is this it? 
Around me life has darkened like the afternoon. 
Anymore to emulate the sunlight’s posture, 
I slither down off that perfect backbone. 
 
I am alone, but so are we.  We are alone but so. 
Banking slowly the monster completes its turn— 
A clingathon of wings flaps through a halo 
That holds a weddingring up to a keyhole to 
 
Pen in the one my fear was assisting at 
The birth of adrenalin: I pause I postulate. 
Wait.  A mousehole Morpheus stamps our passport; 
Let’s hope sleep has the good stuff tonight. 
 
Murder blinks eyes upon eyes.  Suicides 
Stick to the roof of the mouth, stupid tripod of spit. 
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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. 
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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 rise 
from the throat of eros 
 
yet what vanity to suppose 
thanatos    
might want to jot down a few of these i's 
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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. 
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MONODRAMA 
 
Don't think, I said, that because I deny 
Myself in your presence, I do so in mine— 
But to whom was I speaking?  The room, empty 
Beyond any standpoint I could attain, 
 
Seemed all sill to stare off before someone's  
Full length nude, at halfmast their pubic flag  
Mourned every loss of disguise, allegiance  
More to the word perhaps than its image— 
 
But predators always bite the nape first 
To taste the flower on the spine-stem, so 
I spoke again, which shows how unrehearsed 
I failed to be.  I went to the window: 
 
Sky from your vantage of death, try to see. 
Flesh drawn back for the first act of wound, it's me. 
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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 nearly 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. 
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OCTNOV AGAIN 
 
The year’s wrapping comes undone: foliage tied 
By sun-strung cords is cut and cast aside 
 
To present the godsends, the great last gifts 
Time donates to its ingrates, sad thankthrifts  
 
Who throughout their dotage-dole still forget 
The parcelly-priceless rose of regret 
 
Never stemmed them against one bestowed weed— 
(Why can’t our greed grant instead of our need: 
 
Each field and tree stripped packing, boneward bare, 
Was nowhere on our wish-list: we’d prefer 
 
Ribbon-prinked paper/a crepe-plush pinkbow 
Glitzing forth their vulgar veneer: and now 
 
Mocked by how little of its kitsch remains, 
We crave our carton, not what it contains.) 
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EL POEMO 
 
Little squiggly worms on the surface 
of my head.  I brush them off, but 
more ooze up from within; 
an endless supply it seems. 
 
All I learn turns to the belief that all 
my exhalations rise up into the sky 
to form an O which hovers there 
to watch me struggle for breath and die. 
 
I always pause to grimace at the wound, 
but the wound does not hesitate at all. 
That would be an acknowledgement. 
 
That would be a response. 
A collation of purpose, a balm, a bosom, 
even a poem perhaps. 
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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. 
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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. 
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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 
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AGING INTO THE AVANTGARDE 
 
When the mirror paints itself, 
how true to life 
the results seem— 
But when it paints others, well, 
take me, I who have posed so long 
my patience has earned 
the most flattering 
exactitude: so why 
(as the years go by) 
is there this blurring  
appearing where my face is; 
is expressionism occurring? 
 
When it comes to its own  
likeness, it’s photorealism no less— 
the mirror paints itself  
perfectly, whereas 
the one it does of me  
(I can see now as I lean closer) 
in the end turns out to be  
nothing but a sort of art brut: 
the brushstrokes grow 
more fauve, more cobra  
each time I look. 
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