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"[T]he remarkable poet Bill Knott is not the type to win prizes, become the 
pet of academic critics or cultivate acolytes. But this thorny genius has 
added to the art of poetry." —Robert Pinsky, Washington Post, 2005 
 
"Bill Knott is our contemporary e.e. cummings . . . . Like cummings, he is 
brilliant at both micro and macro." —Cindra Halm, Rain Taxi, 
Fall 2004 
 
"For the past thirty-five years Bill Knott has shown himself to be one of 
our very best poets and perhaps the most original. . . . I think he is one of 
the few poets of my generation who will remain with us."  —Stephen 
Dobyns, Harvard Review (Spring 2002) 
 
"Bill Knott is a meld between Gerard Manley Hopkins and MTV, 
producing poems with the former's violent beauty and the latter's largely 
ironic postmodern presence." —Mary Jo Bang, Lingua Franca (May 2000) 
 
"Knott was an incredibly important poet to me and still is; I think Bill 
Knott is a genius and probably the least known great poet in America. It's 
really kind of pathetic that he's not as well known as he was even thirty 
years ago because he's even better now." —Thomas Lux, The Cortland 
Review (August 1999) 
 
“Bill Knott is one of the best poets writing in America.  Without question, 
he is the most original.” —Kurt Brown, Harvard Review (Spring 1999) 
 
"Bill Knott is a genius." —Tom Andrews, Ohio Review (1997) 
 
“It is no accident that the major British and American poets of the 19th and 
20th century were outsiders.  .  .  .  The most original poet of my generation, 
Bill Knott, is also the greatest outsider.” —Stephen Dobyns, AWP 
Chronicle (1995) 
 
“Bill Knott is the secret hero of a lot of poets. . . . [P]oets who differ 
radically from Knott look to his work for the shock of recognizing 
themselves.” —David Kirby, American Book Review (1991) 
 “Bill Knott’s poems . . . are the poems Beckett’s Gogo would write if he 
were among us.” —Sharon Dunn, Massachusetts Review (1990) 
 
“[Knott’s ‘Poems 1963-1988’ is] a powerful and original book, a record of 
one of the most disturbing imaginations of our times.  Few people can 
create a world so completely and concisely as Knott does time and time 
again.” —Kevin Hart, Overland (1990) 
 
“Knott is no parlor poet.  His work is the most sharply original of any poet 
in his generation.” —Jim Elledge, Booklist (1989) 
 
“Among people who know his work, Bill Knott is regarded as one of the 
most original voices in American poetry.” —Charles Simic, blurb for Poems 
1963-1988 (1989) 
 



 2 

“Knott sets up principles far outside most of those we know, and he always 
writes up to and beyond those standards.”  —Sandra McPherson, blurb for 
Outremer (1989) 
 
“Bill Knott is an American original.  No one else could have imagined what 
James Wright once referred to as Bill Knott’s ‘indispensable poems.’”  —
Stuart Dischell, Harvard Book Review (1989) 
 
“I think Bill Knott is the best poet in America right now.” —Thomas Lux, 
Emerson Review (1983) 
 
“Bill Knott’s first book, ‘The Naomi Poems,’ published in 1968, established 
him instantaneously as one of the finest poets in America.  Subsequent 
publications deepened and reinforced that reputation." —Andrei Codrescu, 
The Baltimore Sun (1983) 
 
“[Knott’s poems are] shrouded almost always in the glaring and polluted 
light William Burroughs foresaw with such brilliance in ‘Naked Lunch.’  In 
fact, Knott, Poet of Interzone, is the poet Burroughs seemed to call for in 
his seminal novel. . . . Knott is one of a handful of original poets working 
today.  His genius suits the times better than any poet I’ve read . . .”   —
Robert Peters, Los Angeles Times (1983) 
 
“With the death of Berryman, Knott seems to me to be the chief 
embodiment in language today of Mallarmé’s spirit. . . " —John Vernon, 
Western Humanities Review (1976) 
 
“. . . Knott's originality as a poet: he is absurd and classical and surrealist all 
at once.  A marvelously impossible animal.” —Paul  
Zweig, Contemporary Poetry in America (1974) 
 
“At his best, Knott is a kind of surreal classicist. . . . He is already a 
formidable poet.” —Karl Malkoff, Crowell’s Handbook of Contemporary 
American Poetry (1974) 
 
“[Knott’s] images are astonishing.  Whatever you may think of Knott’s 
poems, they have not been written before by anyone else. . . . Poetry such as 
this strikes me as extending our awareness." —Louis Simpson, New York 
Times Book Review (1969) 
 
“Bill Knott is one of the most remarkable poets to appear since James 
Wright and James Dickey.”  —Ralph J. Mills, Jr., Poetry (1969) 
  
“I think [Bill Knott] is one of the best poets I know.” —James Wright, 
blurb for The Naomi Poems (1968) 
 
“I think the most significant group of young poets are those published in 
Choice and The Sixties, and the most impressive of these is certainly 
William Knott.”  —Kenneth Rexroth, Harper’s Magazine (June 1965) 
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* 
The poems in this book are fictional.   
Names, characters, places and incidents  
are either the product of the author's  
imagination or are used ficticiously.  Any  
resemblance to actual events, locales or  
persons, living or dead, is entirely  
coincidental. 
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* 
The order of the poems is random, or should be. 
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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? 
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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. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
(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 
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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. 
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NAOMI POEM 
                           (to Naomi Lazard) 
 
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 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
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. 
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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 
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THE SCULPTURE  
                               
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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
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  
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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 
Are not here 
Beside me and 
My saying it right 
My getting it exact 
Is all it would take 
To call you back. 
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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 
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EXTENDED  
 
Those positions sought in vain by trainwrecks  
These two achieve quite quickly.  Contorted 
Limbs and mouths chuting their routeless tracks 
They litter that linen landscape.  The bed 
 
Goes off the rails.  Mountains or valleys push 
Each place that's reached for beyond its distance. 
Here in time's commute communed for the rush 
Hour this kiss lasts.  Yet always late since 
 
Lovers' travel is over where but when.   
How far they've come.  Both bodies disembark 
Homeward tramways while memories remain 
 
Head-ons hurled from one's normal course again 
And again.  Everything goes bright then dark. 
Either emerges on a further line. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
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 
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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 get 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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
VOWS 
 
The commonplaces of  
the wedding ceremony 
would like to go back and marry 
the proposal's florid words— 
(But isn't that love?) 
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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. 
 
 
* 
 
RESIDUE 
 
I woke to find a foursome 
of sex lying atop me 
as if I were a bed 
on which they blended. 
 
One was a dream 
none has unless 
it came as two to them— 
but is it true? 
 
Three, four: 
please vomit over 
the edge of the cliff, 
not on it, I pleaded. 
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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. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
As a detail in a painting 
frames that painting in 
the often memory, 
so, for me, your face is 
surrounded by your eyes.  Aura! 
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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. 
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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 
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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. 
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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 
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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.) 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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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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. 
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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 to 
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. 
 



 27 

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 
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(FACE) (AUTUMN) (EN FACE) 
                                                      (to NSL)    
 
I lay your face along my palm and make                      
To trace its shape there a profile                          
Then I see the lifeline heartline break                      
Overlengthened by one leaf's fall                        
 
The plow it rests on a horror now                             
In the distance an ogre pulls in vain                          
To open a nailed shut window                                  
Whose reverberancy is thunder rain                            
 
Begins its rheumatization of                                  
The world we shared so spare-much of that                        
This sans season's hands' veins portray our love                
 
The no two alike are kissing yet                                
I lie down alone not knowing a tongue                           
Can taste every flavor but its own 
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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, wish there was room enough here to put them all in. 
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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. 
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[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. 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
BORDER 
 
On the horizon of our lips 
what kiss awaits 
the arrival  
of its sun 
in rise or fall 
the occasion delayed 
beyond beginning and 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 
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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. 
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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. 
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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 
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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. 
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LAST POEM 
                        (to N) 
 
                                          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. 
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UNTITLED SHORTS/EXCERPTS  
 
 
* 
 
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. 
 
* 
 
Love almost always waits for its terms to  
become vague before it starts.   Me—you. 
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A VIRGINSAINT AND A SAINTVIRGIN SHARE 
   A HALO A WHILE: A MEMORY 
                                                          (to E) 
 
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 
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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 
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LAST WISH: TO AN AMAZON 
 
Don't kill me yet 
With bow and arrow         
Through my heart— 
 
Please: I want to die  
But first grant this: 
If for that aim 
 
To better shoot 
Your right breast was cut 
Off and if that 
 
Cut-off breast still 
Exists: graft it 
—Implant-surgery  
 
It—to my chest: 
Then, shoot. 
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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. 
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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. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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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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. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
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. 
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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.) 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
NAOMI POEM 
 
When our hands are alone, 
they open, like faces. 
There is no shore 
to their opening.
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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 
 
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. 
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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
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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 
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Knot-free.  Free of me 
How could anybody 
Not want to be. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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 puff 
its halo's last cigarette 
 
in v's we leave we leave we leave  
wherever 
our favors have carried us  
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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 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
NOTE (NAOMI POEM) 
 
I left a 
right where the nipple cheeps 
kiss in each nest 
of the black bra 
hung inside your bathroom door. 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
INTERRUPTUS 
 
Wait.  What are you. 
I'm a poet.  I write filler for suicide-notes.  Like: 
I love you. 
Alright.  Continue. 
 
 
 
 



 52 

TWO POEMS TO S. 
 
1.  (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. 
 
2.  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. 
 



 53 

RELICS WITH OLD BLUE MEDICINE-TYPE  
     BOTTLE: TO X 
 
This old blue medicine-type bottle, unburied 
From your garden last year's the perfect centerpiece 
To suit our supper—the totem-trope we need 
Across this kitchen table, to show how dangerous 
 
It is where we sit (knees near touching at times) 
Dawdling and playing with our silverware,  
Tapping teacups, tired and satisfied and prime 
From a stint in that garden: in a few hours 
 
We'll find ourselves in bed, but we don't know that now, 
Do we—we're still exchanging histories, 
(It's only my something visit to your house) 
Just sorting out the portions of who, when, how—   
 
Numbering the decades and the romances 
That went bad, the faces that faded on us, 
Though nothing too personal at first, just pain; 
Divorces, liaisons, estrangements, fixations— 
 
Of course our brows hurry away from hurt: 
Anecdotes begun in wince end in wrinkly; 
Our woeful tales go told through a mode that's mostly 
A kind of moue, comic attitude, which flirts  
 
With grimace-smiles, jokes, the mocking of those choices, 
Those great mismatings: funny how it seems of late 
Both of us have been alone, celibate . . . 
Collating, getting our dates right, our voices 
 
Shed their list of affairs, entanglements, crises: 
So we accord the past its poisons, and theorize 
That even this old blue bottle here, stored poisons 
Before we were born:—followed by suggestions 
 
That the toxin of those heartbreaks is gone 
After this long, their vitriol has fizzed out, 
And we could, given an occasion, again 
Consume the spirit that killed us once, if not 
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The letter: confessions used as cue-cards to prompt    
Mutual responses of empathy or hope:  
No former hemlock can harm us now—we're immune 
By now—don't you agree—because what happens 
 
Ripens in retrospect; each sour memory 
Blossoming like the flowers you sometimes spruce  
This bottle's corroded throat with.  We certainly 
Are not eating much, are we, but we don't notice— 
 
Can't we see how our fingers will likewise bloom 
From off these knives and forks and force their field, 
Interlocking like tugged-at roots . . .  Untombed 
Of its venom, this blue vial vigils our held 
 
Glances.  Sieved in its acid, its distilled mirror,   
Would we (almost as soiled as it by time) appear  
A beauty, a scarred heirloom any collector 
Might stuff high on a shelf amid simulacra— 
 
Somber still, it approbates that emptiness 
We must be preparing to fill with each other— 
It foretells the coiled taste, the bite unearthed 
In the antiquity of a sudden, wild kiss  
 
Whose disclosure will surprise us, as if 
We have not been wholly inured by the years, 
The stories we bare here across the rice, the life 
Stories bittersweet, neutered, too well-rehearsed. 
 
Will deadlier words then surface—their potency 
Dis-elixired, drawn; decanted so often 
That by our courteous age they've turned as grimy 
And bunged with dust as this blue glass was when 
 
Your shovel showed it that summer morning, and 
My phrases here are (surely) just as corrupt— 
What matter its sharpness, no metaphor can 
Pare the ground from us as hard as we try to dig up, 
 
To excavate feelings a bottomless need for 
Soars as we toss the salad greens and pour 
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Dressing dripping down their fineleaved freshness  
Starting to wilt already around the edges, 
 
To rot back to that mulch they burst from.  Such decay 
Preserves some artifacts, if not us: they lie in 
Graves contrived to obviate the skeleton 
They survive beside, they strive to deny 
 
The obvious, the crepitude fate-of-flesh bleak 
Facts of our demise, obdurate bricabrac knickknacks 
Laid by ancients in the coffin to propitiate 
Ancestors, to aid, via these vain trinkets,  
 
(Are we the 'subjective correlatives' of these 
Objects, this chthonic junk the tomb-robbers missed, 
Tools and talismans, amulets, a corpse-cache 
Gear for ghosts, props to assist the posthumous) 
 
Some afterworld sojourn of the soul entering 
Itself, self dying to carpe diem one more day. 
Refocus us on this figure, this table-centering 
Blue bottle.  Whose future dye indigos our day. 
 
Dulled, we ignore these darker, gnawing warnings— 
Our own skull-and-crossbone labels long since skinned— 
We poke at our plates, we pat our napkins.  
What antidote waits, withering, within 
 
Against that great granulate upheaval of 
Fields whose depths have grown archeological— 
Filled by fucked relics and by that above-all 
Most subterranean of discoveries, love? 
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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. 
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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. 
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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. 
 
 



 59 

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. 
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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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. 
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RECONCILIATIONS 
 
To be married while sleepwalking 
and wake up on your honeymoon 
abandoned by the prankster pals who 
led you both in blind steps through 
the nuptial rites that culminate here  
in what-the-hell: to wake with lewd 
glowing rings glued to your fingers,  
the hotel bed unmade around you— 
 
Outside your bridal suite what resort 
explodes with ennui, its white tropical 
walls will yield that one photograph 
that shows you shining, your eyes  
aimed shut by the sun.  Natives wave 
bandannas that flaunt their unstorebought 
power.  Your pockets pacified by beggars, 
that day is almost over.  The night awaits. 
 
And then you're home again, but oh  
it's so hard to restore the routines 
that are a now of the old, the remote  
control too big for two who hold hands, 
noting how the pattern of the crimes 
seems to shift from channel to channel,  
but always that financier has fled  
the country, has found his freedom where 
 
you lost yours.  Soon in the freezer section 
fate may feed your fingertips, or taking 
out the trash becomes an expedition: 
for the accomplished somnambulist  
escape is easy everywhere.  But even 
that land whose lack of extradition 
has followed you throughout this farce  
will fail to exile the happy couple. 
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THE RETRIEVAL 
 
In order to recapture 
the features of the one 
lost, one must gaze 
first into nothingness— 
 
in which the semblance 
encountered should 
be blank, so it can flit 
across the screen of 
 
expection, and wither 
all the images there: 
as we scan the past for 
someone any the same 
 
we see must be cipher 
enough to erase that 
old recognition which 
we hold in our mind. 
 
The search necessitates 
losing the present to 
the degree we pursue 
its opposite. The ratio 
 
may not be exact, though, 
and we may lose more 
time than we regain, 
the numbers may not 
 
even out. There can be 
an excess of loss, a gap 
that greets us when we 
return to our senses 
 
clutching whomever 
we've brought back to 
this void which can't 
be filled by the thus 
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recalled person no 
matter how beautiful 
they hover here now 
in place in face of us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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. 
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 PASS AROUND THE COPIES 
 
Have none of those nipples 
left specks on my lips— 
are there no stains on my fingers 
from some of those warm hips? 
 
(The ones I caressed 
so far in the past 
nary a trace must still exist.) 
 
And what about the hands that coupled, 
hands that cupped me—they 
didn't deposit any spots? 
 
Am I not a leopard 
of love (a leper) covered 
with its blotches stigmata errata  
etcetera? 
 
No: I'm not.  Clean slate! 
Bitemark, scratchmark, blooddrop— 
none.   
 
I'm blank, flawless, immaculate, 
ready to be run 
off on death's xerox, one 
 
more poem perfect for Workshop.  
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WEDDING PARTY 
 
Cake tiers nearing the ceiling must 
sacrifice their bride and groom 
and often the frosting too. 
 
Aspirations to burst up 
through the roof are 
part of this occasion. 
 
Glasses lifted high in toast 
create a transparent cathedral 
upon whose altar 
a dove is cut in two. 
 
The priest who remembered the vows 
is nowhere to be found. 
The one who forgot them 
eats rice from everyone's shoulders. 
 
Pausing only to fling aloft a bouquet  
the cleanup staff finds later 
stuck to a floral carousel, 
today's couple escapes, 
committed to life for life. 
 
Left-behinds from both families 
link elbows and sing  
surrender to the scarlet dizziness 
that reaches into their wishes. 
 
Love will last as long as the ring 
can still be easily slipped 
from one's finger. 
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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 
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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. 
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THOSE PILLOWS 
 
Those pillows lovers keep 
adjusting beneath themselves to find 
the right slant (that of someone 
walking against high wind) 
 
have their own cushion-quotient   
of soft or hardness: they're 
similar and unique like snowflakes; 
every pillow has its singular 
 
feel-degree, though blizzards of limbs 
would moosh them all the same— 
yet chastened to lie winterfold   
among them once you've come 
 
so close to breasting the best of 
bed's storms, oh maybe now 
your relent-laced forms will learn   
what little ease our loves allow. 
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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. 
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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 household 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 stove and sink 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 real life alone 
and release 
and solace 
each time 
I press my mouth against them. 
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DISENROUTE 
 
Between her breasts was 
a glass of water from 
which I paused to sip myself 
 
occasionally, to augment 
the moment.  And since 
I've failed to regain that thirst, 
 
can it happen again when 
I re-read the poems from 
that night, still fragments 
 
for the most part, forgive 
me, I know one word leads 
to the one right for it, but 
 
I can't stand an anthol, 
a whole—the book held 
by its pages together shows 
 
its total tangents caught or is 
that thought an adequate 
lack of transition—there 
 
are rules to excuse these 
detours, yet I resent the facts 
that run me offtrack—for 
 
if I were linear solely and 
kin of rails, my schedule 
my purpose no choice, set 
 
to refuse the switchshuttle 
intent of this; and were 
say weather for instance 
 
its own similar, if rain 
was the rain, like an express 
it would never stop but 
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express itself in drops, 
its destination contained 
within the figure, no need 
 
to board the Noah needle 
swerving single-mindedly, 
bound to change at the next 
 
station although some claim 
the immanent, the round 
the bend one alone houses 
 
all the sights the others 
suppressed while others 
sedentary, say there is 
 
no need to proceed unless 
vicarious, for whom a flyspeck 
on the wall will fix fully 
 
the great ideal of goal, be 
that what's-met metaphor 
to greet our roamer with as 
 
he returns from the endless 
crash, the west of his word. 
Pilgrims of the accord, sigh 
 
what lies beyond? Faced 
with this wait, this plexideath 
present, this plain computer 
 
pane, I'm gone. If life bye 
(switchyard skyport harbordock) 
is a processor of arrivals 
 
and departures, can there be 
a point at which the two mesh, 
a Heisenbergian mote-spot 
 
where bi-quarks mate 
monosexually, where the map 
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disowns these double-junctures, 
 
discharted couplings hoping 
the cars of our corpse can 
twin-bine every inner coping 
 
and shed their gathered tours 
in disembarkment's cloak: 
it takes place guise, the twain 
 
train comes goes, the terminal 
time empties fills like a well 
oasis, the desert's depths 
 
get piped together in sate 
instant to create a kiss, its 
memory parched-up on lips 
 
that halfbelieve the lie I lay 
beside her in the denoue of 
lovemaking, or that I'll stay 
 
survey the nipples that kept 
distance placed the way any 
window reveals its view by 
 
far: I spell it out there in my 
arms for the spill of it, start 
recount: whereupon that 
 
template that heartpump aims 
to fructify the waste sill, 
to render more sand fertile 
 
facile—temperate it tries 
overstrewn overmonsoon 
to wade straits, facilitate 
 
garden and wine-grove, grow 
similitudes of old term-twines, 
codesystems called rhymes, 
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a life sentence of coils 
undermined yet constant 
ark buoyed by breakers, 
 
though lingering inside 
every sign's writing entails 
a vine-pattern, erratic 
 
struggling with the field 
of its tributaries, till wow 
revolves but pow stays put. 
 
Because the hands are 
what the arms would be 
if they crumbled and 
 
each thing falls into its lesser 
extremities, its future 
attributes/beauties, their 
 
distant vista's view veiled, 
as if by glass. If she 
shattered, I told her, she'd be me. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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 
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 (SONNETARY) 
 
over a tosscorps divan I drape repose 
like a condom slipped upon a rose 
to slow tear off the legs in thrashes 
of some silken centipede 
and paste them on as geiger zoomy lashes 
so my eyes can thread a need 
to bravely serve in the rapes 
and assaults of pollution against the sky 
by sucking off a castrati 
while cutting my underwear 
into animal shapes 
until all your deceitful sweat has no use 
but to mold my gold hair 
in my cold face's likeness  
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
TO X 
 
You're like a scissors 
popsicle I don't know to  
whether jump back 
or lick 
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BOTH 
 
They slept with each other kept 
under their pillows 
in case of alarm, 
hoping to wake up in time 
should love threaten. This is 
the only way to arm 
themselves against the marriage 
that lurks in nightly unlinkings 
imposed by the body's need 
for cease. What better scare 
can they clutch for, hugging 
the bedclothes into a monster 
who scorns their defenselessness, a sphinx 
hissing catcalls at the two gates 
of their threshold theater, 
whose ivory horn shines 
with the spectre of their formal embrace 
and relative kiss—and will 
that riddle still confront them 
with the answer owned  
by every dream they've ever shared 
when its failsheet sheds them 
and this momentary blanket 
rouses and breaks apart, 
when day emerges from both its arches, 
the one of triumph and the other 
one of retreat. 
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SUITE (to Hoku)  
 
A poem is a room that contains 
the house it's in, the way you 
accommodate me when I lie  
beside you, even if the address 
is lost so many times and the names 
of streets are strangers that pass  
shuffling a card-deck of maps  
whose rubberband has snapped:  
still beyond all chance or choice 
perhaps, your arms fold mine 
to indicate location, the close 
custom of place held together 
or flung into the bedroom's air 
where your dress tries to come in 
from the rain it has become: 
the way shelter finds us one again, 
and the opus of this nearness, 
the poem on its own, wandering. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
WOULD IT KILL YOU 
 
Desiring your love I am 
like a mendicant asking 
an angel for a feather, 
uncertain if what he  
requests is nothing much or  
too much, something that  
would never be missed  
or something vital—
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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.  
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PORNOKRATES 
  
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.  
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STORY OF OR    (to Pauline Réage) 
 
To pose nakedness is 
To refute it.  A pose 
Is a clothes.  Like 
Stanzaic arrangements of 
 
The word which should 
Ideally, be in pain against 
Its w and its d.  No slack 
Is why such heaves of or 
 
To denude itself could 
Make us exude gold, yet when 
Was that ever opposite enough 
 
What scream or epigram 
This sperm has come 
To measure our mouths for. 
 
 
 
Note: 
For "or" to free itself from "word," it must strain ("heave") 
against the "w" and the "d" that enclose it.  If, via this 
strenuous (perhaps squeamish) process, the meaning of  "or" is 
transmuted from the English into the French as a sort of 
homage to the pseudonymous author of  'Story of O' (Histoire 
d'O), then, alchemically speaking, (or so an Aurealist might 
suggest) it will have risen from the pose of its measures to or-
emerge as an else-gasm. 
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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). 
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AMERICAN LOVE SONNET 
 
My kiss was like our incursion 
of Guatemala in 1951, 
or was it our intervention 
to save Venezuela, 2thousandwhen: 
 
Congress yes-sirred all 
my caresses of your rebel    
breastholds—my freedomfingers    
storming southward quelled 
 
the clit-tipped capitol ripe 
for my liberating lust: 
each commie labia fell until 
I regained the land at last: 
 
FoxNews huzzaws as I install 
El General in his palace. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
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. 
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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. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
 
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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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. 
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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 
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published by the author 
 
 
 
this edition of "Love Poems": SEPTEMBER 4, 2010 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PLEASE NOTE: 
PDFs of this and all my other poetry books  
can be downloaded free via a sidebar link at: 
http://billknottpoetry.blogspot.com/ 
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"[Bill Knott's] poems are so naive that the question of their 

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

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

Books, May 7, 1970 

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

produces only the prototaxis of idiocy. . . . Rumor has it 

that Knott’s habit of giving his birth and terminal dates 

together originated when he realized he could no longer 

face the horror of a poetry reading he was scheduled to 

give." 

—Charles Molesworth, Poetry Magazine, May 1972 

 

"[Bill] Knott's work tends today to inspire strong 
dismissal. . . . [He's] been forced to self-publish some of 

his recent books. . . . [B]ad—not to mention offensively 

grotesque—poetry. . . . appalling . . . . maddening . . . . 

wildly uneven . . . adolescent, or obsessively repetitive . . . 

grotesqueries . . . . [His] language is like thick, old paint . . 

. his poems have a kind of prickly accrual that's less 

decorative than guarded or layered . . . emotionally 

distancing . . . . uncomfortable.  Knott . . . is a willful . . . 

irritating . . . contrarian." —Meghan O'Rourke, Poetry 
Magazine, Feb 2005 

 

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

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

readers." 

—Kirk Robinson, ACM (Another Chicago Magazine), 

date? 

 

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

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

—Michael Heffernan, Midwest Quarterly, Summer 1973 

 

"[Bill Knott is] malignant."—Christopher Ricks, The 

Massachusetts Review, Spring 1970 
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"[Bill Knott is] incompetent . . . "   —Alicia Ostriker, 

Partisan Review (date? 1972?) 

 

"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 

 

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

—Ron Loewinsohn, TriQuarterly, Spring 1970 

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

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

idiosyncrasy has grown formulaic, his obscure poems 

more obscure, his terse observations so terse they scoot by 

without leaving much of a dent in the reader. . . . There is 

a petulance at work [in his poetry]. . . . [H]is style has 

grown long in the tooth. . . . In fact, [at least one of his 

poems is] unethical." 

—Marc Pietrzykowski, Contemporary Poetry Review 
(http://www.cprw.com/Pietrzykowski/beats.htm) 

 

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

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

too slangily up-to-date." 

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

 

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

—Peter Stitt, Georgia Review, Winter 1983 

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

—Ron Silliman, Silliman's Blog, June 26, 2007 

 

"Bill Knott should be beaten with a flail." 

—Tomaz Salamun, Snow, 1973  
  


