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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 (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 
Magazine, Feb 2005 
 
"[Bill Knott is] malignant . . ."—Christopher  
Ricks, The Massachusetts Review, Spring 1970 
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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 work] 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."  
—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, the crown prince of bad judgment." 
—Ron Silliman, Silliman's Blog, June 26, 2007 
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"[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, [Knott is] 
unethical." 
—Marc Pietrzykowski, Contemporary Poetry  
Review, 2005  
(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 
 
"Bill Knott . . . is so bad one can only groan in  
response." —Peter Stitt, Georgia Review, Winter 
1983  
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"[Bill Knott's books are] filled with venom. . . .  
Knott seems to hate himself . . . and he seems to  
hate his readers." —Kirk Robinson, ACM (date?) 
 
"Bill Knott's poems are . . . rhetorical fluff . . . and 
fake." —Ron Loewinsohn, TriQuarterly, Spring 
1970 
 
"People claim Bill Knott was the inspiration for 
punk." —Eileen Myles, p. 69, Inferno, 2010 
 
"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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* 
 
This is a somewhat cursory selection from my various 
books, and further editions may contain more or fewer 
pages. 
 
 
 
 
  
I've placed the shorts together in a separate section, 
 
but overall the order of the poems is random. 
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1946 
 
The year Noir was born; the year Nazis hid 
In monasteries to restore their force; 
Peace, but peace that made some things even worse 
Than they were pre-war: I was just a kid, 
 
Hard at play, cap pistols, hooky, apples 
Filched through a farm fence: then my mother dies, 
Killed illegal abortion style by guys 
Quoting God, his badboy lies, his bibles. 
 
Pope Vandal burnt the last Complete Sappho 
Publicly, my mother was butchered in 
A secret site; their results much the same, 
 
So I blame him and him and him and him, 
All of them from Adam onwards are men, 
Meaning me, meaning the worst thing I know. 
 
 
 
 
 
Note:  
In 1073, Pope Gregory VII ordered the public  
burning of all books containing the poetry  
of Sappho. 
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TO MY PLANETARY CO-OCCUPANTS  
 
How would you prefer to meet your fate— 
by Nature or Culture? 
 
(Nature: snakebites lightningstrikes cliffslides etc.) 
(Culture: nukebreaks pesticidisms ethniccleansings etc.) 
 
—If an alligator swallowed you 
would you consider that demise purer 
 
than if freedom fighters blew up 
your commuter flight? 
 
Or would you go vindicated re your belief in 
human sovereignty 
 
when a virus broadcast by the the CIA 
got you (maybe it already has)— 
 
If it were up to me, I would take 
centuries/eons in deciding this question, 
 
but since it isn't, since it’s a question of since, 
and since the number of options in 
 
the category of Nature 
seem to be getting extincter and extincter, 
 
I ask you again to choose— 
In fact, I beg you to make your choice 
 
and make it quickly, 
especially if it is to die via me. 
 



 11 

CIRCUS: AERIALISTS 
 
Their soars restore our disbelief, 
Yet trapezists leave us wanting more: 
Can't we rip down those damn ladders 
And all their other means of safe 
Descent, ropes, wires, (cut the nets, too)—  
Let's strand them all up there, ignore 
Their arrogant screams for rescue. 
 
Stay up there, we'd shout (or whisper). 
Pretend you're one of those angel 
Acts, bigtop happy, heaven's troupe— 
Hang bright as nails on a tightrope 
Tree, spread spangled arms and fly free 
Caught in air, spotlit spaced, dangle 
Dare: see sphere sights beyond our glare, 
 
Dying soon to gawk for good.  When  
Finally from hunger or sleep one 
By one you faint and plummet home 
Your stiff poses against the ground,  
Hoping your souls have remained  
Aloft: but then like clowns we'll trip 
Deliberately over the smashed up 
 
Bodies you were always scorning  
Skyward, forsaking all fallenness 
To pass the massive eyes of envy,   
And sprawled in dust of center ring  
May take back our lack of sympathy  
When once like shadows shown or less 
You lowered yourselves among us.  
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ALFONSINA STORNI 
  
Feeling as you wrote that the cancer quote                        
Is on its way upstairs   to the throat                         
One breast had already flown   migrant                     
Heart   de facto amazon   only the sea remained                
 
Like a jealous mattress an   old pillow stuffed                
With insomnia's phonebills the sea                             
Is there to throw oneself at   at dawn   late                  
Up all night over   a poem called Voy a                      
 
Dormir and which says   this   better than this                 
(Each time I read one by you I revise                            
Myself my suicide is   to be me instead of you)                  
 
Sea that swallowed your poet   throat                           
Does not   for the having of it   sing less                    
And besides   only that cancer tried to float 
 
 
 
Note:  
Storni (1892-1938), Argentinian poet.  In 1935 she  
was afflicted with breast cancer.  A partial mastectomy  
did not keep the malignancy from returning, and Storni  
drowned herself in the Atlantic after writing a final  
poem, "Voy a dormir."   The quote in lines 1-2 comes  
from a post-op letter: "I fear the cancer is on its way  
upstairs." 
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MENAGERIE OF THE AEDILES 
 
Now what thought is thrashing from this brain to be 
unleashed by a brow-to-brow collision with 
a unicorn?  Or could it go released through 
other throes I wonder.  For if I were gored 
 
there, mightn't I, like, die?  When Terminator zaps 
a hole in someone's forehead they don't write 
a poem response, they drop and he steps on them 
crunch, french, act, your soundtrack may vary. 
 
The plan was to get scalpels taped to the Creature 
From The Fuck's huge flipper-tentacles and 
then lie down hoping that perhaps their wild wave ways 
 
surgically correct my defect my gender— 
penis revealed as gap in consciousness— 
Though I know none of you beasts loves me that much.
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FBI KILLS MARTIN LUTHER KING 
 
When this calendar has 
undressed will I know, I mean 
be able to recognize, 
its most naked day— 
 
but to see what was 
in what is mistakes time 
for its effect—I study  
my hand, how 
the palm hides in it, slyly, 
or like a sullen puddle 
refusing reflections— 
 
and my 2-scoops-please blouse— 
a passerby's 
meander-fall hair— 
though the sky's blue is through-outed 
with spots of balm, do 
 
they all 
praise null but you, 
null but them?
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POEM NOIR 
 
(Braille Balls) 
Angry at my wife I drove out to our 
Cottage by the lake.  Around 1 AM a March shower 
Began to fall and when I went out on the porch 
To see it I saw a young man lurch 
Into the lake with all his clothes on.  There 
Was nobody else around, the other cottages were 
Dark, as was mine.  He kept walking straight out 
And soon the water was over his head.  I shout- 
Ed but he obviously didn't hear.  He was trying 
To drown himself!  So I swam out and grabbed him. 
     Sighing, 
I resuscitated him.  He lay on our bed 
Smiling.  Thanks a lot but no thanks, he said. 
Then he convinced me that no matter what I did 
He was going to commit suicide. 
I had an idea: Does it make any difference how 
You do it? I asked him.  No, he replied, 
What do you mean.  Well, what about the electric 
 
(I Want My Friends In Woody Lots, With French Toast 
     Up Their Nostrils) 
Chair?  Would you care if it was that?  No, 
He said.  Well I'll send ten thousand dollars 
To anyone you cite, if you'll kill my wife and 
Go to the electric chair for it.  Yes, 
He said, I'll pretend to be a burglar, kill her, then get 
Caught.  Send the ten grand to N, who rejected me. 
     She'll 
 
(no stanza break) 
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Feel sorrier then when I'm dead.  He grinned.  I 
Said, Great.  The next night I slipped 
My wife 2 sleeping-pills then drove to my brother's 
To try to establish an alibi but he got drunk, 
Passed out so that was no go—damn. 
When I got home I went right to my wife's room where 
I found her snoring.  What the hell, I said.  Then 
The phone rang.  It was my brother, 
He said someone had murdered our father.  Father! 
I said.  A hectic day followed.  Police, the tax 
Lawyers, not to mention, my worthless alibi. 
Finally that night I sat up late waiting for the guy 
 
(Eel-tripled Eyes and Freezing Initials) 
Who was supposed to murder my wife.  The phone rang.  
     My 
Brother had been killed!  I was chief suspect 
Since I inherited the family millions.  Wake up, wake up, 
I shook my wife, but the 3 sleeping-pills etcetera. 
The police followed me all the next day 
But I slipped them.  They didn't know I was hitting all the 
     joints 
To try and find that young drown man.  We 
Had a few things to discuss: That night 
Down by the deserted docks we fought. 
I was slugged into the river and I drowned. 
No-one ever saw him.  When they found 
My body the coroner ruled suicide over remorse at my 
     terrible crimes. 
He had done the murders but I got the blame. 
My wife got all the money, and married him. 
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Note:  
When I made the film of this poem I changed the ending: 
following Hitchcock's example in Vertigo, I added a 
flashback 2/3rds of the way through—in which the young 
drown man (Tab Hunter) reveals her husband's scheme to 
the wife (Dorothy Malone): they then plan the other 
murders; the conspiracy inspires them to sex of course.  
Later after the husband (Rex Reason) is arrested, rich 
soon-to-be-widow Dot jets off to Acapulco, up into a 
penthouse suite where Tab, who had earlier mysteriously 
vanished, welcomes her with open sheets and champagne 
to celebrate their successful plot . . .   Next morning they  
breakfast on the sunny balcony overlooking a 
swimmingpool; she goes in to take a shower, she leaves 
him gazing down at 20 stories: she comes back naked with 
a turban towel on but he's nowhere there: she hears 
distant screams which draw her to the balcony railing 
where she leans over zoomshot to see his dark-robed body 
sprawled dead on the bottom of the pool below.  Then she 
hears knocks and voices at the door: "It's the police,  Mrs 
Reason . . . We have some questions for you."  The End. 
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SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST GROCERIES 
 
The violence in the newspapers is pure genius 
A daily gift to the reader 
From some poet who wants to keep in good with us 
Brown-noser wastepaperbasket-emptier 
 
I shot 436 people that day 
2 were still alive when I killed them 
Why do they want to be exhumed movie-stars, 
I mean rats still biting them, the flesh of comets, why 
     do they walk around like that? 
 
I'm going to throw all of you into the refrigerator 
And leave you to claw it out with the vegetables and 
     meats 
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 SECRETARY 
 
The technocrat gloats 
at his remote desk 
but just to show 
he's still human 
 
he still does a few 
chores by hand 
and adds a human 
touch for example 
 
rather than having  
his computers do it 
he himself stamps 
 
all by himself  
stamps PAID on 
the casualty-lists. 
 
 
 
 
Note: 
Robert S. McNamara, USA Secretary of Defense  
1961-8.  For his services in overseeing the murder  
of millions, he was appointed President of the  
World Bank, where he continued his lucrative  
life's work of administering the policies of the  
oligarchs.   
One of history's henchmen; a competent monster. 
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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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THE ENEMY 
 
Like everyone I demand to be 
Defended unto the death of 
All who defend me, all the 
World's people I command to 
Roundabout me shield me on 
Guard, tall, arm in arms to 
Fight off the enemy.  My 
Theory is if they all stand 
Banded together and wall me 
Safe, there's no one left to 
Be the enemy.  Unless I of 
Course start attack, snap- 
Ping and shattering my fists 
On your invincible backs. 



 22 

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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ASSASSIN 
 
kiss each bullet 
before you load them 
so every saliva'd  
shell will slurp up 
during its inspired flight 
some of the confetti 
snowing down on  
the motorcade 
and will use those  
alphabet bits of 
newspaper or torn 
campaign posters  
whose false hope 
peoples this parade 
to compose an obituary 
to collate out 
of those shredded 
syllables and words 
those puffery lies 
like a poem drawn 
dada from a hat and  
thereby at the end  
of their satisfactory 
trajectory come to 
imprint some random 
elegy in the flesh 
of the tyrant me 
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ANOTHER FALSE EXECUTION 
 
The crime-rate in our land is so great that 
I could commit Murder A confident that 
Simultaneously someone unknown to me 
Would nearby be committing Murder B— 
 
My plan's to confess to Murder B which should 
Cover up my real guilt for A because if 
I was busy perpetrating B how could 
I have done A.  The identical times of 
 
The crimes and my evidentiary shame  
Convince the law of that.  The subsequent 
Trial verdict shall hoistpetard my scheme,  
Girding me with the gloat I'm innocent 
 
Of that of which I stand condemned: I die 
Endowed in the knowledge my sentence 
Is wrong, thereby maintaining to the end   
That moral superiority, that perfect high 
 
Which is the cause of most crimes if not mine. 
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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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MY PLEA FOR SANCTUM IN THE SCULPTURE 
     GARDEN OF MEDUSA 
  
A statue's first pedestal is the stone 
It was cut from out in.  Those are just words, though. 
Like: Spring!  When death puts on the wrong clothes . . . 
When air ruts flushed as bathtub sex, as . . . proseate? 
 
Because, that prince of an ostrich Narcissus 
His embedded-headed gaze upon his 
Twin the corpse Hamlet proposed, posing for those 
Snapshoticisms is so, so 'real-ergo-vile', less 
 
Tangent than tangible, hell. —Till I stand 
In Her garden's one among many I can only 
Torment vesanic vanities/age-of-oh orbs where 
 
Deep in the honor of my ether I soar, where 
—Passing at high mimicries through the night 
I go, all lop-worlded and alone, to kill abandon. 
 
 
 
 
 
Note: 
Line 8: "Exclus-en si tu commences  / Le réel parce  
que vil" —Mallarmé. 
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MEMORIAL GARDEN, NATIONAL MILITARY 
   CEMETERY, ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA, U.S.A. 
 
Where every rose 
blows more bellicose 
than the killer heroes 
 
beneath: the pinks all bleed 
on parade; each hybrid 
seed dreams of omnicide. 
 
In bouquet-beds they love 
like bayonets to shove 
their thorns through the air.  Above 
 
these barbarous bushes 
the most vicious 
flower that ever grew 
 
swishes— 
the Red White and Blue. 
 
 
 
 
Note: 
I ask any translator of the above to change  
"Arlington . . ." to the name of their own  
country's national military cemetery, and  
to use the colors of its flag in substitution  
for "Red White and Blue." 
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MYSTERY MOVIE 
 
The business rival, the jealous lover, 
the distant heir: once I've guessed  
who the murderer is, it's over before  
it's over, like life.  The detective will  
continue to not see the obvious or 
else pretend to lack the answers till 
his hunch is confirmed: if he's Poirot 
or so, he savors his superiority and 
holds his gloat over the heads of all 
the stupid others: the cast still looks 
each suspicious close-up in the eye, 
but my attention fades to patience. 
Post-intrigue and somewhat bored I 
settle back, awaiting the confirmation 
of my solution.  Then: each clue hangs 
abacus-like on the bars I've placed 
around it all, safe and cell, confident 
the guilty one shall confess to prove 
that even I must suffer exoneration  
in the executions destined for those 
who foresee the end, who linger here 
complacent in our deductive wisdom, 
reviewing the forensics, the shrewd  
sleuth-insights that result in the death 
of suspense, the loss of our audience 
innocence.  Now the soundtrack swells 
to leitmotif its list of suspects, each of  
whom could have done it if this world 
were only perfect, equal in its sharing 
 
(no stanza break) 
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of virtue or crime.  Sherlocks who solve 
the puzzle pre-climax are most to blame 
perhaps: are we to show for this lack 
of justice, we who jump the gun, who 
deny the drawing out of the dilemma, 
thrill of the withheld.  The unknown. 
We who rush too soon to the revelation. 
We killjoys who slay its necessary delay. 
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EXCERPTS FROM THE DIARY OF DAMOCLES 
 
* 
 
I don't dare speak too loudly, 
some timbres could be fatal— 
 
that string is not too strong 
I think: and at times I have 
 
to breathe.  Or maybe I fear 
my paraphrastic exhalations  
 
will spoil the oiled perfection 
of its sleekness, will mist 
 
over that bright shaft whose 
needle-sharp point compasses 
 
my every stray.  I am as 
edgy in my way as it— 
 
as little-rippled, as subtle. 
 
Prey to vapors, to sudden 
icecap thaws, seismic 
 
dicethrows, the world wires me, 
I hex myself up to a pitch 
 
of infinite finicky sensitiveness, 
alert to every window opening 
 
(stanza break) 
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down in my castle's bowels,  
each mousehole emergence. 
 
A simple housefly—a moth 
murders my rest when it  
 
mistakes for light that glittering  
blade in which every passing 
 
glint is glassed—barometer  
of my highest apprehension.   
 
* 
 
I know my fear is only a ploy,  
a sticking point in the old 
 
hairsplitting debate of the winds . . .  
I the first split personality  
 
divide into a Dam, or an Ocles—  
a mother and her myopic  
 
son.  Then, since everything  
is reversed in its mirroring  
 
slash, a Selcomad, mad and sulky.  
 
Language does this to me.   
It inverts my position: King 
 
(stanza break) 
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I am, but await my crown, 
unmanned till it come down; 
 
my kingdom lies in twain  
to each, I am in half to all.   
 
* 
 
If only I could reach up, up,  
and take it in my teeth,  
 
suckle that penile projection,  
cloister its unremitting hardness  
 
in the sheath of my throat—  
 
swordswallower who exalts  
his posture with this adjunct 
 
stronger spine, aligning gut with  
palate, my groin with my height.  
 
* 
 
Male means to be in the crime  
of things here, this frail planet  
 
killed wide, maimed down. 
Male means murder, rape and war. 
 
Its indomitable will will not allow 
approach.  All broach will fail. 
 
(stanza break) 
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It must fall on you or not at all.  
 
* 
 
Insane, isn't it?  History hangs 
impregnable to the mind, eager 
 
to halve your brain with rift, 
intrusion and strife, the warrior's 
 
dissonance.  No whole is hallowed, 
no peace.  Don't let the humor of 
 
this scene (when the phallus  
falls the fears recede) attend  
 
you away from its cruelty.   
 
* 
 
I stand here exposed to whose  
justice, my crime my Y 
 
chromosome.  That Y aims  
his prick point down at me. 
 
A dowsing wand that seeks  
my artesian quench, my depths 
 
of death.  His insistence 
sustains me in steel, his encased  
 
(stanza break) 
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incursion covers my melt,  
my metal.  Each day he rights me: 
 
his richterscaled tremors are  
my weather, my wherefore: 
 
his gloss his gleam condemns 
my fortunes, his ore loads my gold 
 
with schist.  His soliloquy 
interrupts mine at every word. 
 
Linebreaks enforced by sword, 
his poem sunders my rhythm. 
 
All mine at last is made him. 
His blade remembers my name. 
 
* 
 
Note: 
Although not included in Robert Graves' book of the  
Greek Myths, Damocles appears to be one more  
version of what Graves posited as an archetype, the  
surrogate sacrificial king.  Graves was impatient with  
Freudian interpretations, but the sword must suggest  
castration.  Its post-Hiroshima Cold War nuclear  
assocations are most frequent.  I'm haunted by an  
insight from Dr. Phyllis Chesler's book, About Men, in  
which she reveals History's biggest secret: All men are  
terrified of their fathers.  That overhanging sword is  
the Father's hand threatening.  "Those to whom evil is  
done / Do evil in return," as Auden writes.  We males  
 



 35 

must kill one another or die.  Courage, bravery,  
stoicism, esprit de corps, patriotism, Sparta, West  
Point, all the warrior virtues of manliness branch from  
that primal childhood fear.  Is there no escape from  
this hereditary terror which, despite the efforts of  
brave theorists like Chesler, seems to remain the  
greatest secret in the psychic lives of men.  We can  
barely sustain the untoldness of it, the strickening  
thought.  It will cut us in two, cleave us apart.   
Damocles is the scream which I as George Bush or I as  
Saddam Hussein have no choice but to introject, to  
inject, to stab, to pierce all peace.  Just normal male  
murder, the kind they give us medals for.  Arlington  
National Cemetery and all that Taps crap. (Graves  
reads many of the Greek Myths as disguised parables  
relating the historical displacement of peaceful  
matriarchal societies by military-based patriarchal  
systems.  Now, here in the 21st  Century, to paraphrase  
Heidegger, only a Goddess can save us.  Only a total  
worldwide reversal of male hegemony.  A good start:  
feminist geneticists creating a virus that would attack  
and destroy that segment of the male brain which  
perpetuates violence.  Or eliminate the Y chromosome  
entirely.  Males must become an extinct species.   
Advancements in cloning technology could replace  
traditional human reproductive practices.  All future  
poets can be replicants coined from the DNA of  
Adrienne Rich.) 
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              An interruptus of short poems:
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 [UNTITLED] 
 
The trafficlight on Lovers Leap never changes to red. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
ADVICE FROM THE EXPERTS 
 
I lay down in the empty street and parked 
My feet against the gutter's curb while from 
The building above a bunch of gawkers perched 
Along its ledges urged me don't, don't jump. 
 
 



 40 

[UNTITLED] 
 
are there some 
invulnerabilities too 
hard to bear perhaps 
the bulletproof vest 
stabs itself in secret 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
NOBLESSE OBLIGE 
 
I always put on a whole-slick tuxedo 
when I jump off tall buildings so 
 
when I'm sprawl in the streetdust 
that passersby can say, "Oh no: and just 
 
when he was at the height of his success; 
look at that tux—now that's the way to dress." 
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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  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DEAR ADVICE COLUMNIST 
 
I recently killed my father                                            
And will soon marry my mother; 
My question is: 
Should his side of the family be invited to the 
     wedding? 
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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.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
Hamlet in the nunnery kneels 
to take his veilful vow 
while Ophelia scales 
with sword and bow 
the enemy's walls 
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FOOTNOTE TO CAVAFY 
 
Sure hope them barbarians 
Will allow us to pay them 
To take photographs of them 
Before they slaughter us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SIMILE FROM THE PAST 
 
When a felon was condemned to die 
they would place a black cloth upon 
the white wig of the judge before 
he pronounced that sentence high— 
 
And that heritage is what this page 
shows, words, words in their fatality, 
solemnly lowered in curt characters, 
whose bald ink declares me guilty. 
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TYPE-CAST  
 
I refused all roles until 
they offered me the lead 
in "The Co-Star Killer" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
[STATE DINNER] 
 
The diplomatic corps doles and controls 
these photo ops that show how treaty works— 
their peace party pops with as many corks 
as it would take to fill the unposed holes 
in all the bodies of the people they 
negotiated away in trade today. 
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BEDDYBYE 
 
Just hope that when you lie down your toes are a   
     firing-squad 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PUTATIVE POEM FROM SAMURAI ERA 
 
he made a haiku 
before his blade took my head 
why not a tanka 
tanka would have let me live 
fourteen syllables longer  
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POST 
 
the one skull I'll never find 
between my teeth is mine 
 
anyone else's skull I may  
(all the dystopians say) 
 
have to suck the brains 
out of if no food remains 
 
postnuke postplague 
(I'll crack it like an egg) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
AT THE CROSSROADS 
 
The wind blows a sheet of paper to my feet. 
 
I pick it up. 
 
It is not a petition for my death. 
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MADE FOR EACH OTHER 
 
Today a super-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 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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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CONTRIVANCE 
 
The perfect artist is 
the one who manages to die 
at the hands of the critics. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
INSCRIBE 
 
sex is tracing paper of murder 
so let me lie under you 
when you do it 
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 [UNTITLED] 
 
Do they let you still keep your crutches when 
they crucify you, as if you could even manage 
the goshdarn things with your hands out like that. 
Heck, they’d have to nail them up to your armpits. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
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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PRISCILLA, or THE MARVELS OF ENGINEERING 
      (A Fatal Fable) 
 
A "Swingles Only" Cruise to souths tour on the 
S.S. Priscilla: parties, spurtive romances, confided 
Antiperspirants, quickchange partners.  Suddenly 
3rd day poolside blank, sun  
Ouch I meet up a daze dish somehow ain't 
Crossed my eyes' equator yet: she preened 
To have appeared out of that presumptuous 
Nowhere our hoarse soggy captain's  
Nailed in place on his compass: in all the swarmy sticky 
Nightlong pairings off, secret lifeboat  
Drill assignations, where did you come from 
I offfered haven't laid uh eyes you behind musta been 
     blind. Oh 
I've been around she said, I've seen you operating 
That blonde last night, har, har, har. 
Flattered, I introduced my name's Bill.  Priscilla. 
—As in S.S.?  We laughed over the coincidence, 
Wringing fragile martini chill stems all 
Around us similar neo couples were 
Gangplanking each other, coral lounge dusk deck. 
Dinner, we promised.  Then the moviedance, 
Then . . . ?  Our eyebrows guessed "The night?" 
Separating to change, we hugged all sprinkly 
But at table that P.M. I stained her napkin but 
She didn't show up went looking for wasn't at the dance 
Either.  Hmmpf, not on deck—where could she 
Be?  I asked all the other cats and chicks 
Where the hell's Priscilla? describing her.  No way 
 
(no stanza break) 
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Man ain't never seen no piece like that since we 
Ask the purser—man you sure?  Tete 
A tete sure, I replied.  The purser! 
I'll get her cabin number, she might not be feeling 
Oh boy I didn't inadvertantly slip a torpedo into her  
      drink that 
Stud I scored from said they work every, 
The purser.  But no senor 
There is no Priscilla everywhere listed amongs 
The passenger list I'm jorry.  The boat—she 
Is S.S. Priscilla? he added helpfully, concerned, as 
     though I were nutlong no 
No you nit-tit—she has to be on look I met her this 
Safternoon in the "Cock 'N' Tail" Lounge.  Jorry 
Is no let me have that thing here on the passenger look 
     for jourselve. 
Damn! she ain't on it 
A stowaway hunh 
That's even better 
I'LL get her 
She can't escape what's 
Gonna do—hide in the ocean? 
But 
Finally, frustrato, angry not even drunk after no 
Go searching all night, at sailor's-dawn I slunk to my 
     cabin and 
Guess who I found the bitch all tucked up in that little 
     cute-ass 
Type beds they have Priscilla! 
I hissed.  Come to bunk 
She swelled.  But you, you aren't . . . 
 
(no stanza brea) 
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Aren't what, know whatcha 're crazy dam- 
Shh let's love she swayed.  Okay: I'm game.  'S bout  
     time.  So we 
Start fucking but, her movements were too calm 
And rocking, elusive as chase in tune with the ship's 
Wash on the waves.  Gentle, coaxing, mocking- 
Musky, chromosome zoney, internal 
As sea.  It was eerie 
The ex of it cited 
Frightened me.  My Y shot up: I began 
Fug and fury ramming, I urged 
Harsh thrash strokes, I hard 
To hurt her with my penis, I remembered 
That Norman Mailer story where he calls his "The 
Avenger" I was pissed, make me 
Frantic look all over the goddamn 
Ship you cunt slammed all my spite ptooey 
Into her.  And then, and then . . . instantly . . . 
Something . . . all I know is I came the split 
I hit the water.  I was drowned, of course, 
In the famous shipwreck.  The famous shipwreck 
You remember 
It was in all the TV— 
Shots of it sunk in shallow clear just 
Off an atoll.  And everyone aboard was lost, adios, 
Unusual or not unusual in these cases.  But no one 
Nobody could figure out how 
The S.S. Whatshername had   
Gotten all those great big gaping holes 
Ripped, slashed, torn in her hull nor 
What caused this deadfall rupture, the grievous eely 
     capsizing. 
 
(stanza break) 
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Couldn't a been a iceberg 
That  
           far 
                    south. 
 
 
Note: 
The movie I made from this was rejected by all Festivals,  
cinepurists objected to its cross-fate wedding of two 
related genres, the shipboard romance and the shipwreck 
flick: the former ends in fornication which here brings on 
the latter's climax: each time Tab Hunter thrusts into 
Dorothy Malone's loins another great gaping hole is 
ripped in the ship's hull.  Orgasm occurs when the ocean 
collapses together gasping above its regained void. 
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from A SUITE FROM SUMMER/AUTUMN 2001: 
 
2. ROOM 5, HOTEL ANGLETERRE, MOSCOW,  
     DECEMBER 28, 1925 
 
Outside in the collectivist night late AM 
a cart-horse hit by an automotivist died  
so reasonably that a hurryingby Futurist  
without thinking made the wrongful sign  
of the cross against his greatcoat, then  
ran on hard for his work at the Stalineum.  
 
Cupid lanks of hair, like crib-slats, blond 
petulant hung before the always beloved  
eyes of Esenin peering down at his last 
poem written in wrist's wake, his blood 
that dried as he died that dawn, his feet  
working the pedals of a Singer drowning  
machine as the noose above grew tight. 
 
Kicked over like a choirboy in a police 
raid on a speakeasy his chair lay empty  
as Pasternak declared it should be and  
yet his spoiled snotty brimchild brattiness 
was no way to vacate it or so the spotlit- 
gnarled Mayakovsky told the upward- 
gaping-my-god poets of the Last Village:  
his merciless hot-rod hissed and shot  
sparkypuffs and gasbows all over them.  
 
(stanza break) 
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But now streetmenials peeled the collision  
horse up off its blood in the Moscow snow 
to show the red skidstreak, the flag scourge 
first-degree burn on Sergei's right thigh 
inert by a hot steampipe in Room 5, 
Hotel Angleterre, not (as Trotsky wanted) 
(as Mayakovsky vowed to always be)  
a "champion of boiled water"—his scald 
flesh was cold there, his colt soul lost 
in that land of angles which the Big M  
had all figured out, that algebraic 
Age of Science, that Future whose high 
inevitable advent he praised odelessly, 
that Workers' Paradise where Euclid's 
eunuchs, the robots, did all the work— 
 
(Stalin at this dark hour everyone on 
their way to work was snoring by but in 
his dream he was crawling heroically 
through deserts dying of thirst of course: 
he begged his headsmen dear, his sweet 
guillontinist to haul that Mandelstam 
forth: Now take the O off him he roared, 
foolishly believing a 'sip' would save him— 
 
(My pun is false in Rus-sync, yes: but once 
I would have altered all my words to work 
for him: newsed in Knott his worth would be; 
my poems'd propagate that great reign, 
nor deign to name the summa millions  
murdered he: a true Ellipsodicist, I 
 
(no stanza break) 
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should have shunned the reality before me 
and sung in hymns that time to come, 
that holy day they'll control our DNA, 
knowing until then the old male will 
kill to kill: we shall overslaughter all 
wholehog, human or horse who cares  
because what joy, what Y it is to us 
to exterminate the rest—ah yes, mustache 
boots are just the mask our role requires!) 
 
But instead it was Esenin's head entering 
the hoop of who, the rope whose zero 
knot contained all noughts and else, 
the perfect sum of value versus capital, 
the stateless state both he and Isadora  
had sworn their art would bring back 
to a world hate was prohibiting, a void 
vision she might have shared with her 
millionaire children had they survived 
their limousine's dive and lived to join 
her dance collective, her Collected Works. 
 
 
Note: 
Too many recondite allusions here, but briefly: 8 years  
after the car-accident drowning of her only children (their  
father the Singer sewingmachine heir), Isadora Duncan  
moved to Soviet Russia in 1921, believing, as she put it in  
her My Life, "that the ideal State, such as Plato, Marx and  
Lenin had dreamed it, had now by some miracle been  
created on earth . . . I was ready to enter the ideal domain  
of Communism."  She married Sergei Esenin, "the last  
poet of the villages" (as he described himself) in 1922;  
they separated soon after.  His suicide was considered a  
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decadent act of treason against the Revolution by  
Mayakovsky, who killed himself a few years later. . . .  
Futurism was the only Ism embraced by totalitarians of  
both the Left (Soviets) and Right (Italian Fascists).  It  
continues to fascinate all kinds of dogmatists. 
(Incidently, the hotel where Esenin hung himself was in  
Leningrad, not Moscow, but the latter works better with  
my internal rhymes, an artistic liberty he would have  
approved of, I hope.) 
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SUDDEN DEATH STRIKES JET SET 
 
well racecar driver Peter Revson's 
luck 
ran out today 
the Rev revved up once 
too often 
 
despite his rugged 
good looks heir 
to a cosmetics 
fortune he 
 
was driven 
daredevil 
death defy 
 
once 
before a big race 
his mother told him 
he was crazy 
 
Rev 
age 35 
one year older than me 
a playboy 
millionaire frequently 
seen with the world's most 
beautiful 
and glamorous 
personalities all 
 
(no stanza break) 
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during his 
150 thousand 
dollar racecar Nascar burning 
crash Miss 
World the fiancee was photographed 
repeatedly 
 
seconds after 
the fireball burst his friends took 
their friends aside 
brusque to confide 
that most eligible 
bachelor of 
them all is a mess 
 
hell 
he was positive 
meteoric 
to say the least 
 
but don't worry the 
whole thing 
will be hushed up 
 
a quickly announced 
memorial foundation of 
lipstick 
nailpolish 
nailpolish remover 
eyeliner powder 
puffs and pomades 
 
(no stanza break) 
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proved useless 
when applied to the burnt pan 
cake skin 
 
in 
New York 
Lauren Hutton is reported 
to be devastated on 
behalf of VIPs 
everywhere thank you 
 
one year older than me 
hmm 
say why am I writing this poem 
 
is it to gloat 
glad he's dead 
glad I don't have to try to be 
him anymore a poet 
penniless frequently 
seen with the world's most 
ugly and worthless 
nobodies 
 
and that's just what 
I have to put 
Pete down for 
in the end 
snobbery 
 
(stanza break) 
 
 
 



 63 

even his pigheaded death 
wish was a kind 
of social 
climbing I bet 
he thinks he made it 
today 
into the not set 
 
fat 
chance 
capitalist 
rat 
 
 
 
 
Note: 
The factoids came from People magazine.  Revson  
was (an) heir to the Revlon cosmetics dynasty.  Lauren  
Hutton: actress, former spokesmodel for Revlon.  Miss  
World is replaced annually by a duplicate Miss World. 
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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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SUSPENSE 
 
The final page of  
everyone's book  
reveals the same  
dunnit, don't it, even  
 
Agatha Christie couldn't 
spring any surprise 
there: who of us sneaks 
a peek at the end 
 
to see the guilty  
party's identity, we 
know it and yet 
 
mysteriously 
this boring story absorbs 
us as if we didn't! 
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CAESAR LEARNING TO JUMP ON 
      CHESSMEN'S BACKS 
 
Why he’d have to be taught what comes 
so normally to male-kind is puzzling, 
unless inbreeding of noble strains has 
left him esthetic, less stoic, timorous— 
a child, his toes babyfat, his bare soles 
poised in the approved Colossus-of-Rhodes 
at the count of three jump up and down; 
while his tutors applaud young gods 
the fragments are brushed away by slaves, 
the black-and-white pieces crushed 
bloodily together form a tragic alternate 
ideal society where the kings queens 
etcetera are indistinguishable from 
the pawns, and maybe that's the fun— 
no rival to the Rome where the scum 
who whisk away the grey-by-defeat shards 
are neutered or both and made so 
at birth, representative of the mass: 
consigned to bear their broken brethen 
down past the intuitive, the dirt that heaps 
their dirt beyond lowest dungeons and 
to bury there the chess-bits that spoiled 
the boyking's heels, his small insteps 
and ankles, indeed the entire tootsies 
of the six-year-old Emperor must then 
be amputated just below the shin, be 
replaced after every lesson by the royal 
transplant surgeons. Which could explain 
that curious adage (that Cretan riddle), 
“Where do our plebs go without feet?” 
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FUNNY POEM 
 
death loves rich people 
more than us poor 
coffin salesmen look down their sniffs 
shoot their cuffs 
at us 
 
funeral directors obit-pages priests 
all want classy 
can't afford  
a headstone 
a silk lining 
daily lawn mowers flowers plus 
catering service for the worms 
they get mortally insulted 
 
and you know it's funny 
while I never 
believed that stuff about god 
loving 
the poor so much 
made so many 
 
I never believed that stuff about god 
but this 
death preferring the rich thing you know 
it's kind of funny but you know 
I believe it 
it makes sense 
 
(stanza break) 
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in fact 
I think we 
should start a movement 
our slogan would be 
GIVE DEATH WHAT IT WANTS 
 
yes  
let's lend it a helpin' hand 
be neighborly 
it makes sense 
since what death seems to want is 
the dead 
i.e. the rich 
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BRIGHTON ROCK BY GRAHAM GREENE 
 
Pinky Brown must marry Rose Wilson                         
to keep her mouth shut about the murder                
which the cops don't know wasn't no accident—            
 
Pinky has a straight razor for slashing,                 
a vial of acid for throwing into,                       
a snitch's face.  He dies in the end.  The end              
 
of the book, I mean—where, on the last page,                 
'Young Rose' hurries out of church to pray                        
that her Pinky has left her preggy-poo . . .                               
 
Now, this kid—if he was ever born—joined                         
a skiffle group in '62 called Brighton                             
Rockers, didn't make it big, though,   
 
just local dances and do's.  Rose, 
pink, brown, all nonelemental colors, shades 
of shame, melancholy, colors which, you          
 
get caught loving too much, you get sent up       
to do time—time, that crime you didn't, 
couldn't commit! even if you weren't                  
 
born—even and if your dad he died with                     
that sneer—unsmooched his punk's pure soul, unsaved—                
Every Sunday now in church Rose slices                 
 
(stanza break) 
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her ring-finger off, onto the collection-plate;       
once the sextons have gathered enough                     
bodily parts from the congregation, enough 
 
to add up to an entire being, the priest sub-            
stitutes that entire being for the one                    
on the cross: they bring Him down in the name 
 
of brown and rose and pink, sadness 
and shame, His body, remade, is yelled at         
and made to get a haircut, go to school,               
 
study, to do each day like the rest                   
of us crawling through this igloo of hell, 
and laugh it up, show pain a good time,      
 
and read Brighton Rock by Graham Greene. 
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TEA-SAT  
 
The hand is a cup 
that must crack 
open to be filled 
with that which 
saves but can't be 
saved. Garbage for 
instance: the pail 
overflows to show 
why our nation's 
weapons are high 
in the sky, why 
they need a lethal 
laser up there with 
its unbearable 
purity, a perfection 
saints reach rarely 
if ever—that killsat 
crystal concentrates 
the state. Deadbeams 
shoot everywhere 
it aims. The earth 
must part to let 
them, split fingers 
rudder the result. 
The body always 
can spill more than 
it holds. The pail 
overflows to show 
 
(no stanza break) 
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it was alive until 
hot rays came down 
seeking the dross, 
the loss our rockets 
rose to redeem. 
We pray their 
crockery will bear 
up this aperture.
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SWAT POET  
 
They use me as an anticlimax, right before 
smoke bombs door rams bam bam guns— 
I’m a swat poet. After the fuzz negoce has 
got nowhere they haul me up as a semi-last 
resort, hand me the bullhorn and I’m on. It’s 
usually too late by then, the crumbum thug 
or slimeball felon inside has resisted all 
the handbook ploys—once I asked the Chief 
why me? why a poet? wouldn’t a standup 
comedian be more apprope? Yeah they would 
he grunted but like if it’s poetry we can get 
a grant. I stand there and address my saddest 
lines to the dog fugitive holed up in his mad 
grudge, what’d I say? Yesterday I started with 
"The haystack itches where the needle is, but 
it can’t reach that far." But today I'm peeved 
by something I just read, so I tell the crazed 
killer: Camille Paglia says this poem began 
with pizzazz but its zazz always pizzles out— 
both the critics and the cops want a big bang 
finish, the rough beast y'know, Bethlehem 
every time. But all these stand-offs fizzle in 
their droll, you die, I slink to the U. to teach 
the junior bards how futile words are to quell 
the violence you manifesto in flesh, the flash 
fails its prosaic finale, the hostages flail hell, 
footnotes revenge this transgress and trope, 
hopeless my every appeal. But you in there 
my ideal captive audience, you must know 
 
(no stanza break) 
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our hold-outs our hide-outs are no help up, 
the authoridudes gonna nail us in the end, 
you on death row and me on the shelf where 
my policed volumes plug their sanctioned 
crimes of rhyme in chime with the same old 
Villonmyths, Rimbaud selling slaves to find 
his fateful famous shame, what the hell? You 
and me, buddy, smut good are we? God hail 
this suicidal shootout and movie macho 
got no chance of precedence in the pants, 
it can't oedipize your dad and mine and what's 
his name the president the king the man— 
so come out now and let our tame jails remain 
jealous of each other, barricaded in their 
terror of empathy, these cowardly face-downs 
just to create what, an obvious world where 
yours murders, mine bores them to death 
with its antithet, its smug badguy of verse 
poses, nothing's worse than this stale feud's 
duelling each other to whose purpose, you's? 
Give it up. Unlock your door. Look—it's like 
the avantgarde out here, every rifle round me 
is bristling with theory to prove you wrong 
and them right, right between your eyes, 
stooge. Staged version of my poetry prize. 



 76 

STORY 
 
I love the books of X, and read them immediately they're 
published, and re-read them constantly—you might say I 
live for the written works of X—I've never met X, never 
wrote a fan letter, never lined up for a signed copy, I'm 
just one more nameless faceless faraway idolizer of X— 
 
Then, fetish-fantasizing, I realize that X, being younger 
than me, will probably write and publish at least one or 
two books after I've died—the thought of which is 
unbearable. I can't countenance it. It drives me crazy: 
 
Me, the ideal reader of X! I am the one for whom X wrote 
those books, etc . . . 
 
Ergo, the only solution is for me to murder X, thereby 
ensuring that the final [posthumous] books of X will 
appear while I'm still alive—! how I'll relish those last 
pages of X, there in my Death Row cell. 
 
And now through the years my public defender exhausts 
court appeals or wrangles another stay of execution, I 
linger there in the long luxury of reading and re-reading 
the Complete Works of X. 
 
Note: 
I refute the accusation of the Prosecution that X doesn't 
exist, that in fact I am the one who wrote those books 
using the pseudonym of X, and that my unfortunate victim 
(whose body was never found) was indeed an innocent  
attendee at that Adult Illiteracy Education class that night  
of the fatal incident, and not, as I claimed (and still  
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believe), X, X the guilty one, X the culprit, X who escaped 
after cleverly planting all that false circumstantial evidence 
which led the jury to wrongly convict me! I know you're 
alive, X, in secret hiding, fake ID'd, assuming yourself—
you're out there right now reading this, aren't you, 
gloating, plotting to publish your next book under the 
pen-name of 'Bill Knott'! Well, you won't get away with 
it. 
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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 see why I can't describe—  
they're too much like a mirror, a mirror 
injected into an icicle.  Shiver-dripped shades, 
final veils smeared with three thousand 
years of Western Civ, whose megadeath sketched 
their discountenance, who stretched the nucleus  
of this decision moment of Break Glass In 
Case Of Emergency, fire-hose, ax, no, no! I can't 
desire to proffer such in violence against 
these paintings they portray my face my fate they  
hang from that time-atomized wall Archilochos 
rested against before getting back to work, 
Archilochos who, they say, earned his living 
as a mercenary, i.e. a robocop, a terminator, 
a killer, which is why he's our first poet: 
 
(stanza break) 
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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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UNTITLED 
 
I fear my arrow may consider 
the target, the bullseye, 
merely a toehold. 
But to what further can it aspire? 
 
I hope they put a plaque 
on the tree Jackson Pollack  
crashed his car into, 
on which his death is probably no longer visible. 
 
And what about the cloths 
Sylvia Plath stuffed 
in the door of her kids' room 
 
before gassing herself: 
What if I stretched them out on this easel? 
What if I painted on them? 
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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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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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TESTAMENT 
 
You know the fable 
How a soldier’s bible 
Kept in his jacket pocket 
Stopped a bullet 
 
But that catechism 
Born to foster schism 
Also stopped his heart his 
Mind from finding peace 
 
He would not have had need 
Of such a shield 
Nor would his blood have been 
Thrilled to kill someone 
 
Of another faith 
If in that book he had not first read death  
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