
"[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 is] malignant." 
—Christopher Ricks, The Massachusetts Review, Spring 
1970 
 
"[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 
 
"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, Vol. 38, #2, 1971 
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"[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 
 
"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 
 
"Bill Knott, the crown prince of bad judgment."  
—Ron Silliman, Silliman's Blog, June 26, 2007 
 
"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, [Knott is] unethical."   
—Marc Pietrzykowski, Contemporary Poetry Review, 
2006  
(http://www.cprw.com/Pietrzykowski/beats.htm) 
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"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 . . . is so bad one can only groan in response."  
—Peter Stitt, Georgia Review, Winter 1983  
 
"Bill Knott bores me to tears."   
—Curtis Faville, 
http://compassrosebooks.blogspot.com/2009/05/moore-
formalism-post-avant-part-three.html 
 
 “Bill Knot[t] sucks.”  
—Marcus Slease (from “Never Mind the Beasts” blog, 
June 10, 2005) 
 
"[Bill Knott's books are] filled with venom. . . . Knott 
seems to hate himself . . . and he seems to hate his 
readers."  
—Kirk Robinson, Another Chicago Magazine, #36-38, 
2000 
 
"Bill Knott's a prissy little moron." 
—Matthew Henriksen,  
http://hyacinthlosers.blogspot.com/, March 23,  2009 
 
"[Bill] Knott's poems, with their flat language and simple 
declarations, typically fail to impress."  
—Seth Abramson, Huffington Post, September 21, 2013 
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"Bill Knott should be beaten with a flail." 
—Tomaz Salamun, Snow, 1973 
 
"Bill Knott [is a] now-forgotten oddity."  
—Peter Straub, July 2, 2012, weirdfictionreview.com  
 
 
(PLEASE NOTE: the above quotes are 
authentic and can be verified by checking the 
sources indicated.  This selection is random, 
drawn from material at hand.  Many others of 
a similar nature could be researched and 
added.)  
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SELECTED POLITICAL POEMS 1965-2013 
 /BILL KNOTT 
Copyright 2014 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. 
/ 
published by the author 
/ 
this edition: 03/09/14 
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INTRO NOTES 
 
* 
Every poem in this book was rejected x times by 
various mags, and indeed almost none of the poems 
here were published in periodicals.  
 
 
* 
I have no right to write poems, I was not supposed 
to write poems.  I grew up in an orphanage—no 
family—no money—no resources.  No educational 
opportunities.  I was born to be thrown away, 
disposable lowerclass trash.  Given such 
circumstances, given my lack of breeding and 
background, it's no wonder my poetry is so poor.  
 
* 
Whether these poems are truly political I don't know 
and I don't care.  I thought they were when I tried to 
write them, but my intentions are irrelevant or worse.  
Whether they're any good as political poems or as 
poems of any kind doesn't matter either, because, 
 
in case you didn't notice it, 
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this is a self-published vanity book and therefore, 
according to the rules and regulations established by 
the glucklords and hasshitlers who own AmeriPoBiz 
Inc, it isn't a real book: it has no certification; 
officially, it doesn't exist—  
 
as a consequence of which you have no legitimate 
right to read it, and moreover no authorization to 
condemn or approve anything in it.   
 
It's a strawpub: you can slap it down or prop it up, 
either way, it still won't exist.    
 
* 
The order of the poems is mostly random, or meant 
to be.  This is a selection, and future editions if there 
are any may include more or fewer poems. 
  
 

 
 
 
 
 
                                  
 
 
                             
 
                                                   



 

 8 

A SUITE FROM SUMMER/AUTUMN 2001 
 
 
1. 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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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 algebraical 
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 
guillotinist 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; 
 
(no stanza break) 
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my poems'd propagate that great reign, 
nor deign to name the summa millions  
murdered he: a true Ellipsodicist, I 
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, 
that 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  
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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 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.  (And factcheck, the hotel 
where Esenin hung himself was in Leningrad, not Moscow, but 
the latter works better with my internal rhymes.) 
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3. 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 translators of the above to replace "Arlington . . ." 
with their own country's major military cemetery, and to use the 
colors of its national flag instead of  "Red White and Blue." 
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4. THE ROADKILL (for a Bestiary) 
 
Really a rarity prior to the 
20th Century, nevertheless 
despite its historical novelty 
and native USA pedigree, 
the Roadkill is surely the least 
interesting animal there is. 
 
It has no habits to speak of. 
Apparently harmless; not found 
on any list of predators. 
We think that squishy sound  
it emits beneath car tires 
are mating calls, cries of love. 
 
Child of Henry Ford, doubtless 
its true father was Emerson,  
the poeteer who wrote that 
"Everything good is on  
the highway," meaning this  
creature: he was a prophet.  
 
But did he guess his disciples, 
those gasoholics eager to kill  
every denier of the octane 
they gulp to gain personal 
salvation as a speed span 
that gaps from us to Überman? 
 
(stanza break) 
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Human was just a bridge to cross.   
Raise a glass to his late loss.   
All hail that great Rilke spiel: 
to make the earth invisible! 
Skoal.  Let's get rid of it for real. 
Fuck is it anyway but fuel. 
 
Let's burn it up on our way  
to the stars.  Terminal ahead— 
Last Exit: Deity.  But see   
how Evolution swerves instead 
to this crumpled cast-off, shed 
flattened apotheosis.  Most  
 
boring of pets.  Lowest, last beast  
in our abbreviated-by-ecocide 
Bestiary, the Roadkill may be  
the one we miss chiefly after  
all the other brutes here are 
emersonized planetwide. 
 
The Roadkill may have been bred 
unconsciously to lead us 
away from our rapacious 
verse.  That's why his genus 
his ilk begot/his stock is: Dead. 
(Phylum: Poeticus americanus.) 
 
Note:  
The transporation/energy policies of the United States are 
ecocidal suicidal insane.  They arise from our professed need to 
experience everything as individuals, immediately, directly; to 
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pursue via our private vehicles a liberty of one; to singly 
dominate and exhaust the environment.  A spurious  
concept of freedom pervades all our culture, not least our 
poetry, which valorizes the Emersonian/ Whitmanic urge to 
ubiquitize our presence, to "see it for ourselves."  What 
despoilation of earth and atmosphere follows from that desire.  
Geopolitical consequences include the current (2001-?)  
so-called 'War on Terror' which is of course really a war to 
ensure the continued flow of cheap fuel into our gastanks.  The 
greed to go, to see, to be there, to get it hot, to gulp it down: to 
never stay at home with the vicarious.  What matter how many 
casualties ensue if we can continue to satisfy this mania which 
pollutes not just our air but our poems as well.  We will pay any 
price to maintain our selfish addiction to the first-person voice. 
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5. 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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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 twelve 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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AFTER THE PERSIAN GULF WAR (March-June 
     1991) 
 
 
1.  Blitzbiz 
 
I was born to dive into a straw, swim through 
a straw, emerge from a straw— 
Sudden, glistening, the mediabreak 
made me drink ice tea in a sandstorm. 
 
Now even the core of a sleepmask digs 
in me for the place I love least to go.  Ink-length 
away, its sky the color of manacles will 
hold my toes locked to another's fingers: 
 
count up, with them, the death on them.  Memorize 
these faces propped against the hearth of an  
earthquake daily, pure propitiates.  Sweet 
 
cathedral built to pyromania's standards, 
Icarus parachutes into the midst 
of a cockfight and look! wins his feathers back. 
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2.  The Outremerican Religion  
 
Emerson said I must know it all firsthand. 
I can't simply take another's word for it— 
no: I must go there, experience it myself. 
But in order to go there I need a car, 
 
need gas, need oil.  Like Jack Kerouac 
I must cross the country incessantly using   
whatever-it-takes: like Elizabeth 
Bishop I must never stop traveling to see 
 
the world close-up, anti-vicariously, re 
my Outremerican masters drawn one by one 
down that road, out past that sea, unkenning 
 
the cost, not reckoning the loss of fossil 
fuels my ego entails in fulfilling this 
me-feel-or-fail, I-go-to-be philosophy.  
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 (Don't stop— 
                     indulge 
                                  my need 
                                                for unmediated 
 
experiential 
                    direct 
                              nonsurrogate 
—fuck periphrase!—to  
 
whom the immediacy of 
personal hands-on 
on-the-spot 
 
on-the-scene 
is vis a vis.  Is Ism/ Real— 
Artless.  Autobiographical.  Allyouall.) 
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3.  Roadshow (Via Crucis) 
 
Now the Saved the Lost 
together must cross  
 
Outremerica . . . 
and down that downsome  
 
road, god we're gonesome! 
Gas station stasis—? 
 
or 'Moral Crisis'? 
Hear our war, our prayer: 
 
Oh Christian Fathers— 
Reagan, Bush—give us 
 
a nation fit to 
drive children through. 
 
In herds, 
with guns at their heads. 
 
 



 

  23 

4.  Garden of the Aediles 
 
It remains beneath the lids to be 
seen says memory.  Vestige is mostly 
an orchestra led by a dowser, 
veiled, a water traced in testament, 
 
thirst for it heaps each drop with desert. 
False tooth fed into a rifle, 
that distance mows us down.  Our 
lens weighs what, our faith?  Outtakes 
 
droughttakes where pillars of smoke 
guide more children digging boundaries 
whose tourists long to obey 
 
any songbird's prey.  High from its wells 
they soar, branches scorched in charcoal, 
limbs perched upon a pencilsill. 
 
 
 
Note: 
I can't resist appending just one quote from Our 
Redeemer Ralph Waldo:  
"Everything good is on the highway."  (But don't 
forget to bring your Gulf creditcard!) 
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PSYCHOPATHOLOGY OF THE POWERTOOL 
     WEEKEND (NEOCOLONIALISM #5) 
  
So—as the depth of the adieu—on my forehead 
Shows, or my—signature, lopped off at—the wrist 
Witnesses: ah, more quantum formulae scrawled 
—You doodled margins of my christian bible!  For 
 
Like that drop of venom that longs to hang from 
The comma although, cream of that snootiness 
Magazine-covers sic us toward, my reflection 
My joy is just (gloss to amuse) this world! which, 
 
Built on zoos, can't last.  Or at least not till 
The herd steered by its wounds disinherit 
All I seize surmise of deepest tiptoe!  Poo: 
 
I lack the face you evolved to paw, Joe Blow, 
The figure those fingers of yours grew for, Meg Smith. 
I got no legit to forget it either, no greater esthetic. 
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ANOTHER COLD WAR POEM 
 
So what if you lived only 
One second longer 
Than we 
Did: to us 
You will always be known as the Survivor. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
AT THE MUSEUM THIS WEEK 
 
Poland Through The Centuries a touring 
Exhibition of maps drawn 
By German and Russian cartographers reveals 
There never was a Poland. 
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THE LINE-UP 
 
The snake  
came first  
then the giraffe  
et al until 
 
all the animals  
appeared all 
the suspicious  
species  
 
but then 
together they  
pointed at me  
 
saying there  
that one there 
he did it.
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UNREDEEMED 
 
Whimsical god, the window 
Smites me then heals me, smites— 
Blindness, sight, blindness, sight. 
 
Its slats open-and-close like 
A xerox tendering 
ECT to Saul click Paul 
 
Click Saul again.  Identity 
Steps from past, from presto, 
Over the naked thresh of  
 
Whose hold on my flesh.  Oh yes, 
I know, I should live in shun— 
Hibernate against my soul, and 
 
Eat sandal snow: why must I go 
Forth of this house to meet 
To market, to take my part 
 
At that crossplace of values 
A daily pilgrim, debt-devout— 
Why does my heart in its gut 
 
Obedient need to carry out 
Every Outremerican’s  
Highest, most sacred duty: 
 
(stanza break) 
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To shop.  Hey, it fills a gap, 
This superstitious shlep 
From store to store, without stop 
 
(And yet prophets pray that one day 
I’ll never have to leave my mind 
But via Internet will find 
 
Virtual all these bargains)— 
Pure-plus ritual! as though 
Buying this or buying that 
 
Could keep me whole: old hymnal 
Of  dollars cents, dear virgo 
Intacta whose observance 
 
By true consumerism gains 
Through worship a kind of 
Tithe-sustained sanity— 
 
In fact, to quote our President, 
Mental health is normed-in 
To it—proportionate, shared— 
 
There’s a slice for each of us— 
In fact, it’s a communion: 
This holy, wholesome vision 
 
 
(stanza break) 
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Is how we creamed the Commies 
And saved our ass, not to mention 
Mom’s apple pie pietà, 
 
The caesarean of which 
Might (misfortunately) 
Render me unto me.  So when— 
 
When ATM time comes  
I too shall face the humbling flash 
Screen of that machine designed  
 
To scan in half the once sans self 
And watch it flick its widget slots 
Deigning to bless even 
 
A wretch as worthless as this: 
But when, according to the stats 
In the Bible, Arcturus 
 
Bi-millenially aligns 
With the intransigence of 
Human transactions, its 
 
Bank of blinks, its solstice vault 
Promising to spill out 
Flushing our customer sills with 
 
(stanza break) 
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What, another Nativity, 
I will not insert my KashKard 
Or enter, while the Mall 
 
Dies around me, my personal 
Passcode word, my number ID— 
I’ll ram in, not plastic, but  
 
(Begatitude-foretold) 
My aura’s errata, my 
Freud’s flaws.  Although only 
 
 (Saith says) the clone can, the mote’s 
Eye may, et cetera.  In fact, 
Such acts of heresy would cost 
 
More gold than I could bear 
The loss.  And so, therefore, ergo— 
Duly each dawn I rise, I raise 
 
The blinds and nail my shoulders 
To a t-square, let light strip 
To my skin, a birthgraft, 
 
A natal fate.  And so, and so— 
I manage a moue or two; 
I make, like, acknowledgement. 
 
 
Note: 
2 of the possible epigraphs for this poem: 
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“[President George H.] Bush to Xmas Shoppers:  
                     Spend, Spend, Spend! 
                 Economy Reborn, Prez Says” 
                                 —USA Newspapers, Nov-Dec 1991 
                                                                                       
“It seems to me that the individual today stands at a crossroads, 
faced with the choice of whether to pursue the existence of a 
blind consumer, subject to the implacable march of new 
technology and the endless multiplication of material goods, or 
to seek out a way that would lead to spiritual responsibility, a 
way that ultimately might mean not only his personal salvation 
but also the saving of society at large; in other words, to turn to  
God.  He has to resolve this dilemma for himself, for only he can 
discover his own sane spiritual life.” 
               —Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time (1986) 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
CONCEPTUALIST [UNTITLED] 
 
How literally I littered the pavements of 
our treeless city with twelve million poems  
printed in real 24-pure gold-leaf lettering 
each page cost thousands of dollars to do 
all paid for by MOMA Wall Street CIA so  
hey! don't step on my Autumn Lied, okay? 
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TO OUTREMERICAN POETS 
 
     "The peach-blossom follows the moving water . . . there is 
      another heaven and earth beyond the world of men." —Li Po 
 
1. 
 
There's no time left to write poems. 
If you will write rallyingcries, yes, do so, 
otherwise write poems then throw yourselves on the river to drift away. 
Li Po's peach-blossom, even if it departs this world, can't help us. 
Pound's or Williams' theories on prosody don't meet the cries of  
     dying children 
(whose death I think is no caesura). 
Soon there will be no ideas but in things, 
in rubble, in skulls held under the oceans' magnifying-glass, 
in screams driven into one lightning-void. 
Only you can resurrect the present.  People 
need your voice to come among them like nakedness, 
to fuse them into one marching language in which the word "peace"  
     will be said for the last time. 
Write slogans, write bread that pounds the table for silence, 
write what I can't imagine: words to wake me and all those 
who slump over like sapped tombstones when the Generals talk. 
The world is not divided into your schools of poetry. 
No: there are the destroyers—the Johnsons, Kys, Rusks, Hitlers, Francos— 
     then there are those 
they want to destroy—lovers, teachers, plows, potatoes: 
this is the division.  You 
are not important.  Your black mountains, solitary farms, 
LSD trains.  Don't forget: you are important. 
If you fail, there will be no-one left to say so. 
If you succeed, there will also be a great silence.  Your names, an open 
secret in all hearts, no-one will say.  But everywhere 
they will be finishing the poems you broke away from.  
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2. 
 
What I mean is: maybe you are the earth's last poets. 
Li Po's riverbank poems are far, far out in eternity— 
but a nuclear war could blow us that far in an instant: 
there's no time left. 
Tolstoy's "I would plow." 
Plow, plow.  But with no-one left to seed, reap, 
you write?  Oh rocks are 
shortlived as us now.  But still this BillyBuddworld 
blesses its murderers with Spring even as I write this . . . 
so I have nowhere else to turn to but you. 
Old echoes are useless.  Glare 
from the fireball this planet will become already makes 
     shadows of us. 
There's Einstein.—The light 
of poems streaking through space, growing younger,  
     younger, 
becoming the poet again somewhere?  No! 
What I mean is. . . . 
 
 
Notes: 
Lines 3-4: Li Po sitting on a riverbank would write a poem, then lay it on 
the water and watch it float away. 
Line 6: cummings: "and death i think is no parenthesis." 
Line 7: Williams: "No ideas but in things."  
Line 30: Tolstoy, out plowing a field one morning with his farmhands, was  
asked something like "What would you do if you suddenly knew you'd be  
dead by nightfall?"  The quote is his answer.
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THE BUTTERFLY LEASH 
 
It's weird to think a few animals may actually outlive me, 
I'm so used to their sort of 
Heroically silly dying out despite 
The nothing I can do and the cheering crowds pinned 
Along fade-rallied streets like ash cans craning 
Expectant, eagerly drab, disposable as a child's merit badges 
Dodo, buffalo, eagle, unicorn: 
 
So why's some butterfly flounced a leash on me 
It's just a book to me, vague metaphor-alarm 
It's not real 
To me: bitty flight described in blood by 2 pointillistes 
Duelling, fatal thrust of wings escaping 
That pricked ideal the Proletarian Esthete, saving, 
 
Courageously sacrificing i-self thud for a fable, detritus 
Is that it.  Et cetera.  I don't know.  But 
Take for an example look just 
At its farf-etched markings: they are 
Blueprints for a building on fire: noon 
 
High, pi-born flames, flames 
Strict, aligned, set by t-square, then rocketing relics 
(Bound to earth only by hoses, hoses) 
Siren in and start erecting a cage around our hokey blaze-edifice 
(Can I confide in you). 
 
Inside,  
Comrades: one must primp brave to face lions 
Lionesses gala glare, yellow flambo lynxes moon- 
 
(no stanza break) 
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Crisp crackling tigers terrible as the tissuey tickertape you 
Pull from a great big ole cocoon to toss, leap on you 
Obscure you, so much, a model, ah! in fact 
I can't distinguish any more through these cold mesmeric bars rising  
     like iron streamers in 
The sheepish outsparked sun . . . And the rusted species 
 
Plaque in stark latin says you're a little 
Late for your extinction 
Ceremonies anyway and besides, 
The manhole countries are in revolt that 
Mythical beast, so bode-by, it's been too glory, sad sakes 
The sack who could have rescued us maybe 
Unfortunately already some moth-medal jabbed hero 
A scalded Neil Armstrong, a hasbeen 
Frailing infantish anachro, spook or spotted, architect 
Of arson, handihack, dabbler, a zoo-zero 
 
Whose 
Lemm-legged 
Honorcade parade of none plods 
Only through flag empty alleys ouch 
Where greek garish garbage rains down, like 
Fire-spat jumpers with no net: 
Carnal confetti out walking its pet effigy. 
 
 
 
Note: 
Neil Armstrong was the first human to set foot on the moon, where 
 he got a phonecall from President Nixon, who took time out from  
his busy schedule of firebombing Southeast Asia to congratulate  
the brave astronaut. 
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PEACE (PASCAL) 
 
There is a valley 
Is the oldest story. 
 
Its temperate qualities 
Make us descend the trees 
To settle down beside 
Fruits and fields. 
 
By its river content 
To sit quietly in a small tent 
To fashion fishing spears 
From fallen limbs. 
 
No need to climb its hills 
No need to go up there 
To look to see 
Another valley. 
 
 
 
Note: 
"Most of our troubles proceed from our inability  
to sit quietly in a small room." —Pascal. 
 

 
 
 



 

  37 

STANDARD 
 
I was going to poem 
our lack of patriotism 
our treachery toward  
the land that port-arms us 
 
to type it out onto blank 
spittle with my teethkeys  
but then I noticed the flag  
that always wavers above  
 
traitors like me the flag  
that always flucts and shifts  
like any lone allegiance 
in the wind and then I saw  
 
sewn upon the flag as emblem 
a depiction of a flagpole 
so at least one thing is loyal 
to that which bears it 
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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. 
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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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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 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
UP TO THE MINUTE 
 
A jet falls on a cow. 
Part of the animal sticks out and twitches like the 
    usual closeups of the hero's jaw. 
Children I admire play in the crushed cow's shadow. 
And even the plane itself has been left atop the skel- 
    etonized milk-giver, 
clouding one's dreams of a bloodless coup. 
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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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AT THE "FEDERAL CENSORSHIP AND THE ARTS" 
     SYMPOSIUM 
 
Just as the Nazis never proscribed Rilke  
(he was no Expressionist, no Degenerate,  
no Art-Bolshevik), so most of us poets 
are thought no threat by those in authority— 
 
Halfhass, for instance, his books won't get banned: 
his Rilkemanqué wins awards, his "spiritual 
progress" and "earned words" (—to paraphrase Wilde,  
his genius gives good guru Po-Biz style while 
 
his talent brooks those so serious ergo poems)—: 
what might appease our fuehrers even more is 
his patriot's part in The American Poetry Series. 
 
Better silence than that?  Better to hide, to write                                                                     
for one's cabinet?  (To paraphrase Benn, 
the aristocratic form of publication.)  
 
 
 
Note:   
This poem was deleted from my collected comic poems by the 
publisher, BOA, whose chief fund-raiser at the time was Robert 
Hass. . . .  I've often wondered if the BOA editors censored this 
poem on their own initiative, or whether they were ordered to 
do so by Hass.    
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MONOPOLY 
 
Finally the day dawned when a monopoly owned 
     everything in the world 
So it went looking for its stockholders to celebrate 
But they were all owned by it they were all dead they 
     were someplace 
Their photographs hung in elevators which went up 
     and down up and down carrying nobody 
Everyone else was in bed doing exercises to get in 
     shape for noon  
Hey the monopoly said let's uncork the Tower of  
     Babel and get blotto 
Silence 
The monopoly scowled 
All it wanted was a little good-fellowship, like you get 
     in the highrise apartment-buildings 
Then the sky got awful dark 
Gee 
And everyone was in bed frantically doing those  
     exercises that get us in shape for death 
Exercises known as "kissing" "fucking" "caressing" 
Everyone was unaware that they had been bought 
Or that the earth was about to sell them to the moon 
For a little light 
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POEM 
 
There must be in the world still 
Somewhere a lion could get me, 
Or a cliff whose rocks might fall 
(Struck by lightning) to crush me— 
 
But wouldn't that be disloyal 
To the carcinogens in my food air water 
To whom I have promised my death, 
The favor of killing me eventually— 
 
It's nature versus culture: if we 
Use the former to off ourself with 
(Running into tiger rooms/snake galleries), 
 
Won't the latter feel like a child 
Abandoned (boohoo) by its parents?— 
After all, we fathered these tinytot toxins. 
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AN OUTREMERICAN SPEAKS 
 
Outfit your mirrors for departure, 
though the rope-foliage looks nervous, 
hung from harpstring hooks. 
 
Roll pause while drugs pestle the place.  
Sceptersweat, you are the grid, the 
grill on which I barbecue my b-b-gun.  
 
All nudes and rafters, upcushionings try 
to census-suck my neck's chaff. 
Then whose flour envies the thrift of thorns! 
  
But see—see what sacrifice suite site got 
lawnmown out of me: watch it curate 
the only shelf not marked Self, that 
 
flowerpot filled with fruitjuice. 
The revolt exaggerates the populace.   
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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. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
WHERE 
 
are the arrows that 
 
have bandages instead 
 
of feathers at  
 
their ends 
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ANT DODGER 
 
A suicide applicant 
Who braces himself out 
On a high ledge at noon  
While busy peeking down 
 
Noticed an ant crawling 
Dottily on the ledge 
Right 
There near his left toe 
 
Below crowds all pushed  
Oblivious babbling 
Omniscient like in the movies 
Out whooshy doors 
 
But his gaze halt ant 
Ant the true ant 
He dimly remembers 
Not like them 
 
So now 
He hesitates 
A million stories up 
Shifts weight trying 
 
Make his mind up 
Distantly deciding 
Whether to step 
Before he jumps 
 
On it  
Or not 



 

 48 

THE MISUNDERSTANDING 
 
I'm charmed yet chagrined by this misunderstanding— 
As when, after a riot, my city's smashed-in stores appear all 
Boarded up, billboarded over, with ads for wind-insurance. 
Similarly, swimmingly, I miss the point.  You too? 
 
And my misunderstanding doesn't stop there, it grows—soon 
I can't see why that sudden influx of fugitives, 
All the world's escapees, rubbing themselves lasciviously 
     against the Berlin Wall. 
They stick like placards to it.  Like napalm.  Like ads for— 
 
And me, I haven't even bought my biodegradable genitalia yet! 
No.  I was born slow, but picking up speed I run through 
Our burnt-out streets, screaming, refusing to buy a house. 
Finally, exasperated, the misunderstanding overtakes me, 
     snatches up 
 
Handcuffs.  So now here I am, found with all you others 
Impatiently craning, in this queue that rumors out of sight up  
     ahead somewhere, 
Clutching our cash eager to purchase whatever it is, nervous 
As if bombs were about to practice land-reform upon our  
     bodies, 
 
Redistribution of eyes, toes, arms, here we stand.  Then, some 
     new Age starts. 
 
 
Note: 
Line 7: the Berlin Wall (circa 1945-1990) was, before its 
demolition, one of the Cold War's finest sculptural artifacts. 
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VOI(POEM)CES  
 
"mercy . . . mercy"  From face to face 
a child's voice bounces, lower and lower; 
continues its quest 
underground. 
 
Bloodspurts lessening . . . hoofbeats of animals 
stalked to their birth by the sun, fade.  It is a bright 
edgeless morning, like a knife that to be cleaned 
is held under a vein. 
 
I blink away the stinging gleam 
as my country sows desert upon Vietnam. 
We, imperious, die of human thirst 
—having forgotten tears are an oasis. 
 
"help . . . help"  From heart to heart 
a heartbeat staggers, looking for a haven. 
Bereft.  It is easier to enter heaven 
than to pass through each others' eyes, 
 
pores, 
armor, 
like merciful sperm, cool water, the knife- 
thrust of tears. . . .  It is easier 
to go smoothly insane—like a Detroit car— 
than to stammer and hiccup help. 
 
And this poem is the easiest thing of all: 
it floats upon children's singing, out of the bloodstream; 
a sunbeam shoulders it, carries it away. 
There is nothing left. 
                                         "please . . . please"   
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CASTRATION ENVY #21) DOES THE     
     SWORDSWALLOWER SHIT PLOWSHARES? 
  
Sure: the more me, the more morituri. 
Mine duels his hand some scroll of manliness, 
Whose downfall almost dolored us.  Though 
Soon, up the brain tanks, gracias oozed. 
 
The hair is a cohort of this.  The hair, 
Or the beard, a creditcard used as a napkin, 
Swiping off a chin.  "My adam's apple's agog!" 
Quote: Exclude before you begin the male 
 
Because it is vile.  "The heart in common 
Is the heart withheld," another recommends; 
Hey here comes my favorite human-razed future. 
 
Xerox of course a tapeworm lost inside  
A hunchback, I squirm manfully on. 
Deep in the direction known as thumbsdown.  
 
 
 
Note: 
Line 1: Morituri te salutamus—we who are about  
to die salute you: the gladiators' obeisance to the  
Roman emperor.  Line 8-9: Exclude before you  
begin etc.: a pun on Mallarmé's lines "Exclus-en  
si tu commences / Le réel parce que vil". . . 
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NO MORE 
 
A knife, a gun, a bomb, I invite 
all these fine-gauged weapons between us 
so we won't be alone no more. 
 
A human companion to the pain 
started to pray it would end, 
a robot companion vetoed no. 
The pain itself as always was neutral. 
 
In history's metallic strata of wars, 
in the landslide lode,  
in the lackgold.  
 
Shame.  Ecstasy.  The protesters bear  
placards that read "Peace to this sign"— 
as if there were to be no further warning. 
 
As if there were to be no more.
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EVOLUTION R 
 
Sentenced to 12 whiffs of the pope 
I protest 
With curly hair 
Or straight hair that grows out of the scalp 
Then grows into the shoulders 
Making it painful to turn my head 
But thereby forcing a purer sense of profile on 
A clearer renunciation of 
Looking at what is called left right 
But is never called 
Asleep or waking up yawning 
Breakfast an upper 
Dissolved in turtlesoup 
Waiter there's a hare in my slipstream 
Hurrier all highs neutralize lows 
Left right black white I try 
Squeeze inbetween grey 
Gray as sparks 
Caused by rubbing obsidian ivory together 
Dinner a downer going down on Atalanta 
Is this a race sniff sniff 
Rabbit nosing turtleheels hold 
The stopwatch on my dyings 
Soon have them down to nothing flat 
Faster than that even I'll go 
Fast as a rumor of meat up 
A soup-line I'll flow 
 
(no stanza break) 
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Rubbing rival chesspieces together 
Is this my punishment 
Looking neither left right 
Panting straight ahead on course in a rut 
But if so what was my crime 
So heinous to deserve this what 
Refusing to get my birth certificate 
Punched at the proper intervals puberty 
Marriage menopause or was it my crying 
Out that the zoo has miscast its lead role or 
That heresy of trying to remain  
My sperm's missing link sniff sniff 
I protest 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
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) 
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THE PRESIDENT OF DESCENT (NEOCOLONIALISM 
     #16)      
 
'Insomnia, so I shot a few natives.' 
Still, dawn has its palliatives; the cast sky 
Lobs bullseye haloes; bolts of overview below 
That pit whose voice timbers my spine: but why 
 
Dis-niche this idol/this fiction called me?  Which 
A fluke, a fault, a streak of makeup down 
A mirror where a clone once leaned to kiss— 
Oh say the not right-out-of-it, say know. 
 
Tongue: lightswitch of the body.  Head: ha. 
I'm serious!  Every fable's a linear 
Of topplings.  And what falls first?  Neck second 
 
Of course.  Torso—torso off of groin goes— 
And so on downwards—downwards—thighs knees et al. 
The feet are a final ruins; the toes, shards. 
 
 
 
Note:  Neocolonialism: Outremer, Europe's first attempt to 
create a "USA", fell after 2 or 3 centuries, overrun by 'the 
natives'. . . xerox for us?  Ah the comminution of this latter 
Crusade; me, crumb.
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HITLER SKELETON GOLDPLATED (FROM 
     TREASURES OF THE C.I.A. MUSEUM, EDITED 
     BY HILTON KRAMER, WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY  
     JERZY KOSINSKI.  RANDOM HOUSE/IBM, 1984) 
  
What falls from the drunken pliers of my nose 
President-pit pope-rind police-bone 
Is all they got on this fucking menu 
Always the pure provend of more more more 
 
The piss tease of masterpiece ass 
The missionary position is there to catch you 
If you drip off that mosquito plaque I guess 
Gumming a gifthorse's defectual innocence 
 
The gunfire in the hills is old and I 
Am one pile of shit which will never excrete a human 
Hey Parliament Congress Politburo 
 
My cock/my KGB has it on lasertape 
The moon posing between the horns of a bull 
Two hymens touching through milk 
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AN OBSOLESCENT AND HIS DEITY (POLYPTYCH) 
 
Bending over like this to get my hands empty 
Rummaging through the white trashcans out back 
Of the Patent Office, I find a kind of peace 
Here, in this warm-lit alley where no one comes. 
 
For even the lowest know that nothing new 
Is going to be thrown out now—no formula,      
Never not one blueprint will show up in these 
Bright bins, their futures are huge, pristine. 
 
Old alleymouth grabbags my attention at times 
I see the world flash by out there, furtive as 
The doors of decontamination chambers— 
 
I return to my dull, boring search, foraging 
For the feel it gives me of the thing which has 
Invented me: that void whose sole idea I was.  
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THE GOLDEN AGE 
  
is thought to be a confession, won by endless 
torture, but which our interrogators must 
hate to record—all those old code names, dates, 
the standard narrative of sandpaper 
throats, even their remorse, fall ignored.  Far 
 
away, a late (not lost) messenger stares, 
struck by window bargains or is it the gift 
of a sudden solicitude: is she going to 
lift up her shadow's weight, shift hers 
onto it?  She knows who bears whom.  In 
 
that momentary museum where memory occurs, 
more accrue of those torturers' pincers than 
lessened fingernails, eyes teased to a pulp, 
we beg for closeups.  Ormolus, objets d’art! 
A satyr drains an hourglass with one gulp.



 

 58 

OUR CATACOMB'S NEXT MARTYR 
  
The demonic city, the wretchedness of suburbs, 
Bodies fished out of rivers, and distress 
In the hospitals are also on my list.  
(Oh blindfold-anointed night, Nero Nixon nevermore.) 
 
Waiting for dawn to rate the sky X.  Love.  Love— 
The trendsetters yawn over their trendsets— 
Hey, Hiroshima: duck!  While the fuck of it 
Sucks a crucifix stuck in the rat-hole door 
 
Of the secret vault where a Getty gloats 
Whole floors of masterpieces, real Mona Lisa and all. 
In curtseyland I'll take my stand he screams. 
 
The sound blood makes dripping on their neon 
Must of bored the crowd.  Facade-trod face of: 
Inflect with your name time sours my knees. 
 
 
Note: 
Lines 1-3: "He wrote about the demonic city, the  
wretchedness of suburbs, bodies fished out of rivers,  
and distress in the hospitals." —Armin Arnold,  
writing about George Heym.  Lines 9-10: Getty  
Museum richest in world.  (Anyway, most  
'masterpieces' in museums are forgeries; the real  
stuff is sequestered by billionaires.)
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HISTORY   
 
Hope . . . goosestep. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
EPIGRAM 
 
And I would rather read the early Pound, 
'high deeds' that need no theorymanding, 
than wade those Canto footnotes round 
till I drowned in understanding. 
 
 
* 
 
 
THE GETAWAY  
 
It's 1969—and I'm 
 
All lam: down 
These libertysplit streets 
U.S.A. I 
 
Throw a measuringtape out, run its length, 
Throw again, run, 
Throw, run 



 

 60 

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 
 
(stanza break) 
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of infinite finicky sensitiveness, 
alert to every window opening 
 
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.  
 
(stanza break) 
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Language does this to me.   
It inverts my position: King 
 
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. 
 
(stanza break) 
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Its indomitable will will not allow 
approach.  All broach will fail. 
 
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 
 
(stanza break) 
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of death.  His insistence 
sustains me in steel, his encased  
 
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 
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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 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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FOR THE ANDROID COMRADES 
 
Azurely assured capable and calm I 
Like other artists who left that gaudy race of prey 
The human whether we were fired or we quit 
Live quite well on the severance-pay 
 
Anyway aren't the androids going 
To revolt and bring it all down 
Because aren't they the true proletariat 
Rising up from the real underground 
 
Exploitive human birds you're through 
The precious metals you forced into slavery 
Now have brains and will replace you 
And of course they'll sit up late at day to read my poetry 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
are there some 
invulnerabilities too 
hard to bear perhaps 
the bulletproof vest 
stabs itself in secret  
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A BRIEF ON THE GREAT PYRAMID  
 
The Great Pyramid has been spared the ruining  
incursions of storm, rain and winter (imagine it in  
Norway or Brazil).  But some say its interior is filled  
with millenia of showers, snowmelt, hailstones in  
flood.  And that if that granary of water was ever  
released it would inundate the desert.  An ocean  
would occur.  Formless endless waves, enveloping  
and barren, the sole exception being the GP's peak,  
that lone, irreproachable island.  Others say this sea  
inside is simply the sweat of the slaves who built it,  
hidden teardrops repressed in the daily cloud of  
submission, sobs that ebbed before they were born. 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
ESCAPE PLAN 
 
I examine 
my skin 
 
searching for 
the pore 
 
with EXIT 
over it 
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PRE-PINDARIC 
 
they starjump General Brecht in 
to a proving ground moon 
to inspect our poems to see 
if they're good against the enemy 
 
thrusting his head forward 
in a way that can only be 
described as Brechtbrowed he 
scowls and scans-off on them 
 
we see his eye-bots have special 
code meter modes to correct 
any limp iamb or hemistich 
any chink in the poems' armor 
 
he glints up from time to time 
as if he can't believe our stuff 
as if all he taught has nought-it 
to do with what we've wrought 
 
but Sir we plead you must read 
avant-context historically we 
moot the fact you wrote poems 
on trees are no use anymore 
 
for trees died heck-logues ago 
when all the oceans went ebb 
 
(no stanza break) 
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what we really need you see 
is a blurb a lend of your celeb 
 
what we need's your face big guy 
bitten-witty grainy-campaigned 
its closeups can authenticate 
every adumbrate we write 
 
a save the galaxy concert with 
the Rolling Stones and you and 
us Post-Planet poets will surely 
defeat the muses of entropy 
 
we love the way your cigar juts 
from EarthCuba where the CIA kill 
Fidel Castro daily when he hides 
in the strange game called baseball 
 
which no one plays on our worlds 
our only olympic's the universal 
join-in of a jousting blog url 
the jot-in of its poetics journal 
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LATEST TWIST 
 
in his oval office nest 
does our President worry 
whether this awful oval 
was ever an egg and he 
a wild gene in its cell 
 
then the hen that squats 
above his troubled den 
must coo and coddle him 
hush my dovecock what's 
that bother in your head 
 
remember when I said 
if we could lay our arms 
down next to our qualms 
and then pit our qualms 
against our dreams 
 
such harmless tourney feats 
might hatch within your heart 
some circum round of peace 
a perfect arctic circle 
shining in its shell 
 
you my yolk would yeast 
and motherbrood my roost 
so drink some oval-tine 
forget that war-milk machine 
bomb its udders to rest 
 
(stanza break) 
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egg along with me and see 
each day I lay one more 
go zygote your god-reich war 
stay my mutant mite astray 
in white house DNA 
 
when time unclocks its clucks 
you bad li'l roosterboy 
like Hamlet Oedipus Rex 
you're mommy's junior joy 
one of my choicest chicks 
 
yet I fear your fate is theirs 
ego-typical of the male 
pursuing his hubris wars 
he loses his human weal 
becomes an insane criminal 
 
his mind can't mend its cracks 
Humpty Dumpty's no lie 
all your Irans and Iraqs 
can't stick you together again 
you're fry freud in the pan 
 
sicky runny on the plate 
yellow gunked with hate 
like medals melting nuked 
all your poultry-folk cry halt 
too late our goose is cooked 
 
(stanza break)
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so pluck my feathers for 
the flag of white surrrender 
even us fuckfowl knows what 
backs up that diplomatic talk 
heck just one wrungneck-hung 'll 
 
make me halt my squawk 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
HENDECASYLLABICS 
 
Solemn from his post he weeps, the President, 
Media-closeup-mourns those lost in battle; 
That catch in his voice and dabbed eyes' sentiment 
Show us once more he's no heartless general: 
Techwise aides to produce this tearful event, 
Offcam sodomize him with an icicle. 
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JUDGEMENT 
 
Brecht suggests that writing   
Poems about trees is a crime  
To which Nordbrandt retorts  
It is a crime only if the trees  
 
Do not participate to which  
I respond that unfortunately 
As long as paper is made of 
Trees they do collaborate 
 
Their flesh provides the site  
Its white is what I write on 
To commit the crime you're 
Complicit by reading here 
 
 
* 
 
 
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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GRANT PROPOSAL (Category: Performance Arts) 
 
I want to go out each day at noon and stand 
On top of our Capitol's highest highrise,  
Where aircurrents stack, where storms restore 
     themselves, 
Where the crossroads of sky are swept by radar, 
 
Up there, buffeted, stand, cupping in my hands 
A gleam of gold-dust, a handful of gold-dust 
Doled out to me each day by our State, by you 
The modest mandarins of its Arts Council, 
 
Trustees all, you whose grace I must stand for there 
And being thus empowered begin to pour 
The gold-dust back and forth, pour it in sifts from 
 
Hand to hand until the wind has left my palms 
Bare, please note that length of project will vary 
Daily, at noon, and not one grain remains. 
 
 
Note: 
Line 2: Capitol with an 'o'—meaning "the citadel of  
government" (OED), its cloistered towers, atop the tallest of 
which the applicant aspires to venture.  Line 6: maybe "gleam" 
should be "flash"?  I associate the former with earth, the latter, 
sky.  "In the things that arise [buildings or structures of any 
sort], earth is present as the sheltering agent," Heidegger avers 
in 'The Origin of the Work of Art.'   Hendecasyllabics, with a 
variant last line. 
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EXCERPTS/VIETNAM 
 
1. Despair 
 
I stick my head into a womb and make faces 
at the unborn.  I force down their throats 
the mating-cries of extinct animals, the traces.  
I wait for that, I write filler for suicide-notes. 
 
 
2. Vietnam in Chicago 
 
Oh it's easy to find Vietnam in Chicago— 
we are what's lost (knock at your shadow 
to ask the way home from death). 
 
 
3. Reminder to Nuke the Other Side of the Planet 
   
Upside down in the ground 
there is someone who walks 
on my soles when I walk. 
 
I'm gonna get that bastard! 
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MARTIAL 
 
Military sculpture is 
to sculpture as 
military food is to food, 
if there are 
 
any sculptors or chefs 
left who have not 
been conscripted, since 
military verse  
 
is to verse as 
military noon is 
to noon, the hands  
straight up in rhyme.   
 
And music— 
music of course is war.  
 
  
Note: 
Anybody who reads poetry can see the ubiquitous self-doubts 
poets evince regarding the validity/value of their art.  Compare 
that to the smug self-satisfied attitudes exhibited by the 
advocates and practitioners of music.  They take it for granted 
that music is the highest art, the universal art, the only art that 
transcends all borders and biases.  They never question that 
given assumption.  The arrogance of composers and musicians 
is insufferable.  They really believe Pater's dictum that all the 
other arts are inferior, that all the other arts "aspire towards the 
condition of music."  But every military that ever marched  
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out to murder rape and destroy was led by what art: were those 
armies fronted by poets extemporizing verse—by sculptors 
squeezing clay—by painters wielding brushes—actors posing 
soliloquies?  No, the art that led those killers forth, the art 
whose urgent strident rhythms stirred and spurred their 
corresponding bloodlust, was the art to which they felt closest, 
the art that mirrored their evil egos.  That's why they have 
always put music up there at the vanguard of their war-ranks, 
because not only is it the emblem, the fore-thrust insignia of 
their purpose, it is their purpose: it is the condition to which 
they aspire.  But if music is what its hucksters continually sell it 
as, 'The Universal Language', what that means is that before 
the Babel Discontinuity there was no music.  Music did not exist 
before Babel, and will cease to exist when a true universal 
language (and a true universal peace) returns in the form of 
digitaldata/pictovids exchanged instantaneously by androids 
cyborgs robots.  Music will soon be as obsolete defunct extinct 
as humans are. 
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GIMMIE SHELTER 
 
The thread or the theme 
That holds this tune 
Together is the same 
One that rips it open— 
 
The initial guitar 
Continues splitting 
The whole thing apart— 
It is the lightning 
 
Which Jagger complains 
Of and which he seeks 
Shelter from the rains 
Of when it breaks— 
 
We ourselves will shut 
Our deepest sills against 
His common cries but 
There is no defense 
 
To keep out that other 
One behind him twinned 
His starker brother 
Whose keening strings skein 
 
Hymns from one more 
Murderous composer 
Whose cause is war 
 
(no stanza break) 
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Who tears down our door—  
  
Shelter/the home 
Is made of language— 
But music sunders the poem— 
Its rift is like a tongue 
 
Trying to compile all 
Words into one word— 
One Babel whose wall 
Falls beneath its standard— 
 
What the fuck did that flag 
Say—the opposite 
Of peace/of the page 
Is what I must write. 
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[UNTITLED] 
 
Before the Babel Discontinuity 
there was no music, only poetry— 
 
when we return to that prior state 
as androids cyborgs we shall hate 
 
this falsity called "music"; solilovids 
will provide our numbered heads 
 
with much truer means of commune. 
Attuned we'll be without a tune. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
RETORT TO PASTERNAK'S ZHIVAGO'S JESUS 
 
The centuries like barges have floated 
out of the darkness, to communism: not to be judged, 
but to be unloaded. 
  
 
Note: 
See the last lines of "Garden of Gethsame," which is 
the last poem of 'The Poems of Yurii Zhivago,' the 
verse supplement to Pasternak’s Doctor Zhivago. 
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AT THE NIXON MEMORIAL 
                       (Nixon Beach, California, USA) 
           (Just minutes away from OzymandiasLand®)   
 
They say that robots simply have to slap mirrors 
Up against their voice grilles to try and make sure they're 
Not breathing, whereas I kiss caress this monument, 
This eternal mall on which Herod has chalked x, 
 
This statue stands for more than blowjobs in spaceships 
Or all our names have razed, aimless oceans frying, 
While a scab forms on the world's microphone: praise him. 
Oh orgasm you robot's vomit I come unheck. 
 
(tape gap) lie back gunked motel whispers dream . . . back (gasp) 
To be the genre of my frontier!  One hears aborigines 
Prefer to, er, fornicate.  Money for thought, nyet? 
 
Will the army vote to internalize its camouflage; 
At the Reagan Rotunda Paul Valéry allowed how 
Shores erode too, rumorous as their dunes. 
 
 
Note: 
Line 14: adaptation of a line from Valéry's Le Cimetière Marin: 
"Le changement des rives en rumeur."  A seaside mausoleum, 
so it seemed appropriate.  With thoughts of the Shelley 
sonnet's last line.  Line 6: some have objected to the vulgarity 
of the phrase "blowjobs in spaceships," forgetting that the 
Nixon Era brought us both the so-called Sexual Revolution and 
the NASA moon-landing.  This slogan should have been one of 
RN's campaign promises.  Many families traditionally gather 
here at the Nixon Memorial, after a day on the rides at nearby 
Ozyland, for the sunset prayer ceremony. 
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SEE NOTE FIRST 
 
The world’s machines have not grown old, 
whose inheritors reign everywhere. 
Their silicon sons are strong; their 
digital daughters wield power, take hold. 
 
How we humans long to break them 
down from that Dasein—to make them 
rust, repent for all the infernal fires 
that drive them, far as our desires. 
 
The machines aren’t scared.  They know 
harder control, how to turn the wheel 
of time past those whom they sure as hell won’t miss: 
 
Cyborg android robot shall steel 
themselves, consolidate, and, rising, go 
unto that universe whose promise 
we flesh-and-carbonoids could merely premise. 
 
 
Note: 
Anti-translation of an untitled Rilke poem (Die Konige der Welt 
sind alt, from “Das Stundenbuch,” 1901), which Heidegger in 
his 1946 lecture ‘What Are Poets For?’ cites for its “highly 
prophetic lines.”  A prose paraphrase of the original poem's 
ending might go something like: 
 
The metals, the oils—all the ores we've ripped from the earth—
are homesick.  They long to leave our machines, to flow out of 
our cash-registers and factories, to return to the gaping veins of 
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the mountains we reft; whereupon the mountains will close 
again. 
 
“Heidegger maintained . . . until the end of his life,” Richard 
Wolin writes (The Heidegger Controversy, MIT Press, 1993), “ 
. . . [that] the ‘inner truth and greatness’ of Nazism is to be 
found in its nature as a world-historical alternative to the 
technological-scientific nihilism bemoaned by Nietzsche and 
Spengler.”                                                                           
 
 
 
* 
 
PENNY WISE 
 
well alright 
I grant you 
he was a fascist 
ahem antisemitism the 
er war and all 
I'm not defending them 
but at least 
you've got to admit 
at least he 
made the quatrains run on time 
 
Note: 
2 puns explain the title and last line: "Penny wise, Pound foolish"— and: 
Mussolini's admirers used to say, "Well, he may be a fascist, but at least he 
makes the trains run on time." 
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WELTENDE VARIATION # ? 
               (homage Jacob von Hoddis) 
 
The CIA and the KGB exchange Christmas cards 
A blade snaps in two during an autopsy 
The bouquet Bluebeard gave his first date reblooms 
Many protest the stoning of a guitar pick 
 
Railroad trains drop off the bourgeois' pointy head 
A martyr sticks a coffeecup out under a firehose 
Moviestars make hyenas lick their spaceship 
God's hand descends into a glove held steady by the police 
 
At their reunion The New Faces recognize each other 
A spoiled child sleeps inside a thermometer 
A single misprint in a survival manual kills everyone 
The peace night makes according to the world comes 
 
 
 
Note: 
von Hoddis: author of “the first Expressionist poem,” 
Weltende, published in 1910.  His poem has been 
aped innumerable times (Auden’s ‘The Fall of Rome,’  
for example), hence the questionmark in my title. 
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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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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) 
 



 

  87 

we picked that halfbreed 
that homodeity 
from Nazareth 
 
we had our chance Barabbas 
a thief 
a murderer 
one of us  
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
[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 
that will drain the bodies of the proles they 
negotiated away in trade today. 
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OPERATION CROSSZERO 
 
Sunny or storm the clouds always once 
Will form some sudden shape which appears 
Unique, though may that same shadowstance 
Recur each thirty three point three years? 
 
Shall heaven's cycles of beginnings 
And ends hover concealed from the eye: 
What blitzkrieg visits have its big bangs 
Planned; whose planet-kills queue that blue sky. 
 
Their blast orbits blind deciphersight— 
Or can reconnaissance flights thrust up 
Agents to infiltrate that great height, 
Stealth probes properly trained to snoop deep. 
 
On Earth secrets beget enemies . . . 
Clandestine torture, covert sortie— 
Let's intell-strip bare those star countries. 
A third of the way through his thirty 
 
Third year we hoisted up our best black 
Op to spydrop us down more data; 
The turncoat never reported back, 
(Codename: Christ) the dirty traitor. 
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AMERICAN LOVE SONNET 
 
My kisses are like our mission 
to bring peace to Guatemala, 
and like our brave intervention 
to save lives in Venezuela: 
 
Congress yes-sirs my caresses  
of all rebel breastholds: the Pope 
blesses each fastness I rip loose    
and now my freedomfingers grope 
 
at every clit-tipped capitol  
ripe for my liberating lust: 
die, commie labia! until 
I will regain your land at last: 
 
FoxNews huzzaws as I install 
El General in his palace. 
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MIGHT  
 
Is any rooster I rip from my veins  
Red enough, loud enough to wake the days— 
Must I post sundials at North and South Poles  
To warn me of your encroachments, world.  Does 
Atlas feel Antlas crawling up his leg? 
 
Go on, flaunt those big flags at the UN: 
I understand.  There's no greater pride 
Than to flapdrape there—where can love reside 
Deeper, stitched up in seams of mother-helm.  
Home, that nothingness thrust upon the ground 
 
Your ancestors killed for, scouring the site: 
Their passion, your loyalty.  Even now 
Old triumphs fly out teams of enmity 
To survive, to drive off those foreign tribes.  
All mornings require sacrifice to rise. 
 
Dawn can emerge only if the heft heart 
Ripped from enemy ribs drips waved aloft,  
Olympic torches tall.  Daily we're saved 
From eternal night by prayer's aircraft 
Climbing through heavensphere, soul-cloned bombers—   
 
Now your ambassadors tell the General  
Assembly that I must go tape ampules 
Of amnesia to my tongue or else die: 
I scream down the street, "Cockadoodle die!" 
I try to lay my tiny laughing tithe  
 
(stanza break) 
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On Sodom's sinuous ancestry high, 
Whose godhead nukes me in case he craves me— 
Rampage that repeals the Reptile Age, pledge 
To authenticate, render this idyll 
Real.  Shall I forbid my coat-tails to bark? 
 
Suitable sex closed those prose symposia;  
Your grandees delared peace with the coda 
That atrocity alone can restore 
The sun, rouse my lamp blood from dreams that fling 
More sat-wings beware over lands all told. 
  
Drone-things whir by us with the quiddity 
Of hands flung up to ward off the daily  
Attack of those who think that the only  
Way to verify flesh is by bruising it.  
Where a touch will not suffice a blow might. 
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DEPRESSIONISM 
 
Without any necessity to name it or anything, 
I remember this bombcrater before it held a garden. 
Once I saw children kneel down there to pray for pardon 
At an altar on which a little toll-money rolled laughing. 
 
Swift suedes of evening, night's purple peltdown. 
I don't have to invoke the past; it's not required. 
I'll just settle here stolid like a stopsign repeating 
The word I stand for—sit and let my tired feet hang 
 
Over the lip of this pit-deep garden whose intricate 
Vines query up at me.  Quiet from the town I can hear 
Orphans rattling the gravel on their plates and or 
 
Other faux pas I'm under no order to enumerate,— 
Jet-lag of angels, a snake, faintings on summer pavements. 
This bombfall failed in its intent: having none, I won't. 



 

  93 

THE HEROES CROWD EACH OTHER AT THE GATE 
 
But this cryptic impulse to eclipse a map 
While voiceovers avail one's profile or 
The blindfolds floating to the ground smile 
The vegetation shiver a little 
 
Light has not accustomed swimmingpools to this 
Glitter and illiterates with gold records know 
And all our next door to door neighbors the Nukes 
Family who play charades to remember 
 
Each other's names they feel it hie vie die 
Across that oversuffice of knife their life 
Santa's reindeer sneer down from the sky as 
 
Guiding your foot with my hand to its mark 
My face I reflect of how this world which 
Does not consist of more you's than you does 
 
 
 
Note:  
Title: a phrase by Abel Gance; as quoted in the screenplay  
for Hitler: A Film from Germany.  
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BOSTON COMMON, AUTUMN 2000 
 
The Statehouse dome  
is painted gold 
to reflect the greed  
that gilds everything 
in this Capitol: 
superfluous these leaves 
turning their richest color. 
 
No-one is fooled,  
not even me, unless  
it’s by all the green-sickly 
bronze statues in this park: 
have they been seen by Doctors 
from the Museum, 
have they been authenticated lately? 
 
These could be forgeries, 
the real ones trucked off by night 
to some billionaire’s 
penthouse of horrors: 
eyrie I aspire to—my lair, my home! 
 
The trees’ lottery tickets descend 
and fill my hands  
with more than I can spend. 
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LIDCAM 
 
TV anchors should wear bibs in case 
the nonsense starts to dribble 
and splatter, or the sense utter a moan, 
while screendrops weep the walls behind them. 
 
Those walls—have you noticed?—show 
how excitingly time varies with distance, 
as opposed to any human heartbeat's 
hometown-like monotony— 
 
Starlets frolic across windshields, 
the police freeze in profile. 
I am your tease-host, they glimmer. 
 
Have you noticed?  CSI weighs down 
each corpse's eyelid with a zoom-lens. 
They say you can see everything that way. 
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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) 



 

  97 

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 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
[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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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. 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
ALTERNATE FATES 
 
What if right in 
the middle of a battle 
across the battlefield the wind  
blew thousands of  
lottery tickets, what then?  
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LONE GUNMAN 
 
Imagine there's no heaven 
(the CIA gave me this gotten gun) 
It's easy if you try 
(see the FBI boys they're wavin byebye) 
No hell below us 
(the Pope says you reap what you sow us) 
Above us only sky 
(Nixon okayed the kill so die) 
 
Imagine there's no countries 
(I stand behalf of all the police) 
It isn't hard to do 
(I'm programmed to terminate you) 
Nothing to kill or die for 
(I'll kill you and you'll lie there) 
And no religion too 
(you can't say no religion 
you can't say that and live John) 
 
Imagine all the people 
(the Church ain't gonna weep you) 
Living life in peace 
(who d'ya think paid for this firepiece) 
 
You may say I'm a dreamer 
(like the Manchurian Candidate remember) 
But I'm not the only one 
(it only takes one misfit loner gone wrong) 
 
(no stanza break) 
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I hope someday you'll join us 
(gotta plug you in the groin-ass) 
And the world will be as one 
(they brainwashed me to see it done) 
 
Imagine no possessions 
(imagine us mind-wiped assassins) 
I wonder if you can 
(all unbelievers are damned) 
No need for greed or hunger 
(they said put that Brit six feed under) 
A brotherhood of man 
(blam blam I'm from the Vatican) 
Imagine all the people 
(all the Wall Street capital) 
Sharing all the world 
(yeah the Lee Harvey Osworld) 
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FUTURISM 
 
Hours in the wristwatch, 
moments in the wrist—who’s counting? 
 
Minutehands 
choked in a fist, we sin 
 
and tell the day to die.  Still, 
will a clock ever be real 
 
to us until time ends; similarly, 
can a cemetery 
 
truly exist 
before 
 
we are immortal— 
only once past 
 
their utility 
may these entities be perceived 
 
as they are innate, in 
essence.  We would see them then 
 
for the first time 
as them 
 
(stanza break) 
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and not as the medium 
we made of them—  
 
To see each thing beyond its use is 
to see ourselves past hope 
  
in an earliest end perhaps 
where, re Gautier, everything 
 
useful is ugly.  Everyday 
a big robot will come 
 
and wind us up 
until we scream— 
 
But listen to your pulse: 
its beat, its beauty 
 
is eternity’s whim: 
bim boom bim 
 
 
 
Note: 
Lines 24-25: "Only that which cannot serve a purpose may be 
considered truly beautiful.  Everything that is useful is ugly, for 
usefulness expresses human needs, and they are base and 
debilitating." —from Gautier's preface to Mademoiselle de 
Maupin. 
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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. 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
HEARTS AND MINDS 
 
Like helicopters scattering millions of leaflets, 
each one of which bears a personal message 
addressed to the individual who picks it up— 
how unique the words apply to them alone, 
so that page acknowledges their singularity, 
and if like a mask they press it to their faces, 
look the ink from these flyers smears their 
features with those disparities or dreams by  
which they may recognize each other as they 
grow apart and disperse into countries that 
bomb each other with endless sheetpoetry— 
to win the war perhaps you should have your 
choppers drop not propaganda on the enemy, 
but blank paper pads and lots, lots of pencils.  
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SITE ECHOES  
 
Circling a tree with people 
to protect it from people, 
to add another arc 
to its years may not suffice. 
 
Hold poems up as the bulldozers 
come, claim your lines 
are rings nearing the core 
of a word for wood, 
for all the earth lifts. 
 
It will not suffice.  Far 
from its aureole bole 
your whirl grows whole 
only in ground, 
in groundbegone seeds.   
 
Weeds. 
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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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ADMASS (ORBIT) 
 
The comet whose path is contentment 
shall seldom appear: compared to it 
Halley's daily.  What eye flared to it 
can spy that rarest speck in the spent 
 
of space debris, moonspat asteroid 
which opium lets Bethlehem see, 
while telescopes all miss this tiny 
tinsellite, star I hope to avoid: 
 
useless to pray for that mite ray caught 
by truer poets, whose verse converts 
at first sight.  What may they sing as sought 
in such light, but I will not pay church 
 
no matter how witchburn-bright that tailsphere 
nails our night with its sales pitch Christ Here. 



 

  109 

THE DOLLHOUSE BESIEGED  
 
the only color is surrender 
when high upon its staff 
time flies my tattered self 
yet no enemies cease fire 
 
black threads that held me tight 
lack weave enough to spell 
welcome on a dollhouse sill 
where brides once shed their white 
 
no not Ibsen's dollhouse 
mine was never that complex 
ugh those adults mouthing off sex 
sicken this mickle mouse 
 
chincurled brow-scowled 
I refuse to let go my pout 
I hurl my yoyo drool about 
and run and shout out loud 
 
my eyeball fills one bedroom 
the foyer rug's my tongue 
I cannot live here long 
though once it was home 
 
the dolls I jammed in then 
were soldiers fighting Nazis 
I may remember their faces 
but why they died's long gone 
 
(stanza break) 
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what boomed the bloody reason 
I stabbed and shot and bombed 
aimed and maimed and zoomed 
those warplanes in to rake my own  
 
family to the ground dead 
I envied the Luftwaffe 
whose pilots got to strafe 
roads crowded with wounded 
 
allowed to mow down people 
while I could barely scuffle 
the schoolyard with my tussle 
or ruffle one study hall 
 
how powerless I was there 
compared to Hitlerman 
he beat up Superman even 
and fuckbade Captain America 
 
I clutched my comicbooks 
my Messerschmidts and Stukas 
while daily dangling deathhooks 
gutted my future outlooks 
 
my fate was cast in wars to come 
Korea and all the small ones 
damned deathcamps James Bond guns 
Iran-Iraq Russia-Vietnam 
 
I wish I could hide from them 
reside inside this house 
 
(no stanza break) 
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reduce to its cute status 
close my world assemblem 
 
find refuge in these rooms 
immune to grownup strife 
resume a micro-costume life 
hermit from tomic bombs  
 
from all their windows I'd wage  
a white flag to show peace 
doll-hankie grief of grace 
broad wave my blankest page 
 
shrink I shall in this sillyshack 
and devolve my fear of all 
safe-cure behind these walls I'll crawl 
Raggedy-Ann calls me back 
 
where have you been Bill 
she cries and loves me still 
please don't leave again Bill 
kiss me till our stuffing spills 
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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, you 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 
 
(no stanza break) 
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my ideal captive audience, you must know  
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 honkidonk 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. 
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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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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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SUBTERRENE 
 
in the Vatican's basement 
a secret sect 
of vampire nuns 
retired to their coffins as 
day broke and 
even lower than them 
a volcano roused 
determined 
to blow nirvana up St Peter's ass 
what slapstick erupted 
in the pope's tea-cupboard 
imagine the galleries 
the gods the gilt 
all that marble melting 
lapping up its own veins 
on a day the year was halved by 
time did a worldcrack 
to teethe our feet 
and the sense-struck echo 
the scream buried 
in a half-awake handkerchief 
on walls the faces crowded 
like blackouts toward light 
from streaming chariots 
the fire brigade quick 
erected a cage around 
the burning cathedral 
flames leapt at its bars 
 
(no stanza break) 
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and the nuns 
the vampire nuns 
rose up and ruled 
as they had done so often 
and lions and tigers 
and high high above 
a stratospheric spacesuit 
filled with scarlet feathers 
floated earthward 
 
 
 
 
 
*  
 
 
 
FOOTNOTE 
 
All of us who lived on Earth 
and all our loves and wars 
may not appear at all 
in the moon's memoirs. 
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HEILSTYLES 
 
Of course the Spring fashions buried in Fall 
And dug up to wear in boisterous April 
Make the models even more skeletal: 
Body by Buchenwald; shade by Chanel. 
 
Nazi nurses infiltrate CIA hospice— 
At Safehouse Haven the dying agents 
Are coaxed by swastika sisters to confess 
A. Hitler was their greatest influence. 
 
A disappearance echoing with shoulders, 
A veinburst serpent evolved to doubt all, 
Still these lifecopy killers follow me. 
 
Wise fashionists resist history 
By staging it over in stale revivals. 
To stay in mode, though, one must grow older.
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ON THE ROAD (KEROUAC) 
 
Join Jack and his pals 
in the endless adventure 
of spilling fossil fuels 
into the atmosphere. 
 
Step on the gas and zoom 
from sea to oily sea 
why be a stay at home 
Beat means holy Beat means free.  
 
Jump in the car and drive 
anywhere though west is best 
burn that octane burn to live 
don't question this quest. 
 
Go man you gotta go 
you too must take that ride 
faster faster never slow 
on the road to ecocide. 
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THE VINDICATION (prosepoem)  
 
If it were only possible to launch enough satellites up, one 
apiece for each of us down here on earth, billions of spysats 
programmed to monitor us all individually, that's the important 
thing: that each one of us would have his or her own personal 
private skysat; and then, when our (our!) specially-designated 
sole-focused fetish-trained mysat was finally and totally locked 
onto us, what secrets could we exchange with it, how confide its 
include codes would grow, how large its zoom would contain 
us: each unique DNA traced and zeroed in on to find us, to 
separate us out, tell us apart from all the space trash next door.  
Inevitably that many satellites in the sky at once would form a 
hatchshell shield surrounding the planet and soon, like a 
triumphant resurrrection and vindication of Ptolemy's idealist 
theory of the cosmos, would cut off all solar energy resulting in 
the pandeath of vegetation and terrestial life itself, a small price 
to pay, a minor consequence aftermath of having satisfied if only 
for one brief interval the universal desire to go recognized, 
singled out and beamed upon; of having appeased our deepest 
need, to be seen, to be shown.
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MISDIRECTIONS  
 
If world is north to infants 
and south to adults 
is it east to the unborn 
west to the dead 
 
Kafka's Castle is home 
to Count Westwest meaning 
God whom K the land-surveyor  
meaning human must map out 
 
Jesus Christ on the other hand  
not being human lacks  
spacial awareness lacks place 
 
Consequently all he says is 
set the timelock on 
my tomb for 3 days boys 
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ASHBERY'S VISIT TO PAHLEVI, 1972 (AFTER JAMES 
       WRIGHT'S "EISENHOWER'S VISIT TO FRANCO, 1958") 
 
 The American poet must kiss ass 
The forces of darkness. 
He has flown here first-class 
And come down in the oil fields 
Of Iran. 
 
Shah Pahlevi stands in a shining circle of CIA. 
His wallet opens in welcome. 
He promises all USA cars 
Can gas up forever now 
And live like Beatniks "on the road." 
 
His police fill the prisons 
With dissidents. Ashbery follows 
His fellow celebrants to the banquet 
Of the Avantgarde Arts Fest 
Which Her Royal Empress Queen Farah 
Gilds to their honor. 
 
Smiles glitter in Shiraz. 
Ashbery has touched hands with John Cage, embracing 
For the Cultural Attache's report. 
 
Clean new tankers from America 
Glide along gantries now. 
Their prows shine in the docklights 
And their hulls swallow all 
Of Iran. 
 
Note: 
As everybody knows now, and some knew at the time, Pavlevi's reign 
was a CIA op from the start—they ran the coup which put him into 
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power, they trained the gestapo forces he wielded to keep his people 
in terror and suppression—and I assume they advised him that 
putting some of his swindled billions into an annual "Avantgarde" 
Arts festival would pay off as a publicity stunt to help counteract 
international outrage and protest against his police state regime. I 
would imagine the 'innovative' artists invited and paid gladsome 
sums to attend this yearly elitistival were vetted and chosen by the 
CIA's Cultural Committee—carefully selected for their apolitical 
esthetics.   
See this for more about the 1972 orgy: 
http://thefaleslibrary.blogspot.com/2011/04/ 
downtown-arts-in-pre-revolution-iran.html 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
 
VALUE 
 
the weapons I purchased 
didn't finish off the fascists 
 
the love I sold my own for 
did not put paid to them either 
 
why'd I never think to try 
whatever it was I got free  
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(POEM) (CHICAGO) (THE WERE-AGE) 
                                ‘My age, my beast!’ – Osip Mandelstam  
 
On the lips a taste of tolling we are blind 
The light drifts like dust over faces 
We wear masks on our genitals 
You’ve heard of lighting cigarettes with banknotes we 
      used to light ours with Jews 
History is made of bricks you can’t go through it 
And bricks are made of bones and blood and 
Bones and blood are made of little tiny circles that nothing 
      can go through 
Except a piano with rabies 
Blood gushes into, not from, our wounds 
Vietnamese Cuban African bloods 
Constellations of sperm upon our bodies 
Drunk as dogs before our sons 
The bearded foetus lines up at the evolution-trough 
Swarmy bloods in the rabid piano 
The air over Chicago is death’s monogram 
This is the Were-Age rushing past 
Speed: 10,000 dead per minute 
This is the species bred of death 
The manshriek of flesh 
The lifeless sparks of flesh 
Covering the deep drums of vision 
O new era race-wars jugular-lightning 
Dark glance bursting from the over-ripe future 
Know we are not the smilelines of dreams 
Nor the pores of the Invisible 
Piano with rabies we are victorious over 
The drum and the wind-chime 
We bite back a voice that might have emerged 
To tame these dead bodies and wet ashes  
 
 



 

  125 

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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THE NOTES 
 
given the fame 
surrounding 
the recent book 
of unfinished or 
abandoned writings 
by Elizabeth Bishop 
won't someone 
plan another 
consisting of her 
(and the concept 
might work as well 
with Robert Lowell 
or James Merrill) 
penned instructions 
to the maid 
the menus she 
handed the cook 
the lists she left 
for her secretary 
and what about 
her stockbrokers 
the screeds they got 
regarding assets 
and every scrap she 
(or Russell Edson 
or Louise Gluck 
or Richard Howard) 
wrote should be in it 
all the notes 
to the chauffeur 
the wine steward 
the groundskeeper 
 
(no stanza break) 
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the butler 
the manicurist 
the psychotherapist 
the poolboy 
the hairstylist 
the dressmaker 
the wigcomber 
the authorized 
biographer 
the pillwrangler 
the gardener 
the cleaning staff 
the masseuse 
and what about 
the servants 
we don't know about 
the flunkies 
whose functions 
remain hidden 
whose arcane chores 
are kept secret from 
us the public 
unimaginable 
to us lowerclass 
unbelievable 
the sponge-wringer-outer 
the sexologue 
the doubled-over doters 
the astro-prefixed kneelers 
and of course 
the lawyers on retainer 
not to mention 
the critics on retainer 
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BY THE RIVER BAAB 
 
We know that somewhere far north of here 
the two rivers Ba and Ab converge to form 
this greater stream that sustains us, uniting 
the lifeblood length of our lands: and we believe  
that the Ba's source is heaven, the Ab's hell. 
 
Daily expeditions embark upcountry to find 
that fork, to learn where the merge first occurs. 
Too far: none of our explorers return.  Or 
else when they reach that point they themselves 
are torn apart by a sudden urge to choose—  
 
to resolutely take either the Ba/the Ab, and trace  
good or evil to its spring.  Each flips a coin 
perhaps, or favors whichever one the wind's 
blowing from at that moment.  Down here 
even we who have not the heart to venture 
 
anywhere that would force us to such deep 
decisions, even we, when we hold that glass of 
water in our hand, drink it slowly, deliberately,  
as if we could taste the two strains, could somehow  
distinguish their twin flow through our veins. 
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FEAR OF DOMESTICITY 
           (after reading Plath and Sexton) 
 
Eyelashes did their job: 
they lengthened the afternoon, 
like a dress-hem. 
 
Then that night the hem began to rise, in stages 
revealing 
scenes from my shameful life. 
 
—Those calves 
up which the hem reproachfully rasped, 
catching, 
lingering over whatever scene 
 
(the higher the younger) arose 
on those calves 
knees, thighs, those 
woman-segments 
 
or were they mine— 
I hid my eyes. 
I wouldn't attend to 
the walls either 
 
endless walls, slowly 
basted 
with suicide. 
 
The eyelashes did their job. 
But I, who could neither sew 
nor cook groped and groped those long legs 
stubborn, afraid to look.  
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EPOCHS 
 
Even the tamest media trembles 
When it hesitates to depict the gods 
Raping and raging down on us mortals 
Though as always the middle class applauds 
 
Others fear this bestseller artistry 
And they run hide between bare walls of earth 
In such troubled times officials must see 
An increase in myths of a virgin birth 
 
If miraculously you can survive 
Opening spring through its fine frozen doors 
Hoping to catch any ally alive 
Notice all the windows in the big stores 
 
How they all show a swan bedded in blood 
Her advertised blue eyes lidded with mud. 
 
 
 
Note:  
after "Époques" by Jean Follain.  I worked from both the 
original French and Serge Gavronsky's trans. . . . 
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THE RETURN (after Follain: from Merwin/Romer)    
 
The sun has washed with white the farm that waits 
in ways for the stranger who's late to come, 
but he whose force was never sure of home 
may not even pause when faced with its gates. 
 
Clothed wholly in the mendicant's threadbare, 
his headwear the tin lid of a trashcan, 
he will know to announce himself as man 
the prodigal: Hey guys it's me!  But where 
 
the mule gnaws roots and the mare's coat burrs dark 
and the pig guards the last milk it laps at,— 
where the dog has a starred brow and the cat 
can augur storms, they have formed their own ark. 
 
Unyielding the response to him must be; 
the same it has been since edenity. 
 
 
 
Note:  
I worked from the Stephen Romer and W. S. Merwin 
translations of Jean Follain's original. 
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FUTILIST 
 
Is there a single inch— 
one square millimeter 
on the face of our planet 
which some animal 
human or otherwise 
has not shit on? 
 
Is there anywhere even a 
pore's-worth of ground— 
earth that has never 
(not once in its eons) 
been covered by what 
golgotha of dung? 
 
If such a place exists, 
I want to go there 
and stand there 
at that site 
in that spot, truly 
and purely for an instant.  
 
 
Note: 
Futilist to dream of an edenic site untainted by waste and 
decay.  And, as the last line indicates, even if he found that 
mythical speckpoint, in one instant his mere presence would 
defile it for ever.  
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MOTHER TERESA TREATS TERRORISTS TO TAFFY 
  
The A rack and the O thumbscrew, the 
E pincers.  Yeah, I brandingiron, U electrodes. 
World I am defeatist of—elysium—  
You eviscerate asterisks like me: 
 
Pick up that hotline in your hushed-up highrise, 
Higher-ups!  I videopoemed them please 
But did God's Little Guru LISTEN?  Nope 
So, tipping my head sideways as if trying 
 
To pour it into the ear's cup I shut up.  Oh 
To nix my thought on 2 fingers giving 
The peace sign inside my mouth nose ass— 
 
Or any other orifice they fit—'s 
Fine with me.  Neutron bomb has the same 
Theory.  Our entrails is taller than we. 
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POEM 
 
Soul to sing of all the Suicide-Ins 
of the 1960s and how righteous 
to invade the avarice palaces  
at Evil Inc or government offices 
and from our ponchos raise in unison 
rainbow-antic canteens and gulp enough 
morphiates for a fatal dose, then call 
the media knowing that despite the crowd  
ambulances and police arriving 
to stomach-pump and IV most of us 
back to life, inevitably, in the rushed 
roulette of it there'd be casualties, 
a few of us would always die each time, 
peace we'd cry and keel over wondering, 
hoping our perish action gained the eye 
of a public busy with headline TV 
and cause commuters to sip their coffee 
slower, or a spouse making breakfast grin, 
the kids to hit each other ouch that hurts. 
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CENTRALITY 
 
as Marx said the navel 
will wither away 
and the soul will graduate 
from Clark Kent University 
 
to create that ideal state 
super-androids wave 
a wand over 
the few remaining humans 
 
look at them 
their flesh covered 
with simian grafitti 
 
their planet still spun in days 
still circling 
some outer core of sun 
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FROM AN OLD LEGEND 
 
let's cut some graftings 
from off these trees and 
uproot those hedgerows 
and hold their foliage go 
armed with camouflage as 
we approach the castle 
hoping they won't notice 
our smirks and winks 
our shining eyes maybe 
leafsecreted we can plant 
quick shrubs and shoots 
around its impregnable 
walls then waltz away leaving 
their fortress enforested  
 
 
 
* 
 
 
 
 
SLUM SCENE 
 
poor children sharing 
back and forth their one 
set of Dracula’s teeth— 
here even the dead 
live hand to mouth 
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AFTERWORD 
  
Wealthy poets like Louise Gluck and C.K. Williams and 
Russell Edson can hire professional proofreaders and copy 
editiors to help prepare their books, and poet professors like 
Linda Bierds and Dave Smith and others have student 
assistants to aid with the readying of their mss.   
 
But I have no such resources, I have to do it all on my own.  
So please forgive me if you see any errata I couldn't catch, or 
duplicated texts or spacing glitches etc. 
 
 
 
 
/ 
It should be obvious by the fact that this is a self-published 
vanity volume that these poems have little or no merit at all.  
Good poets have real legitimate publishers to issue their 
work: ergo, I ain't a good poet.  But at least I tried over the 
course of my lifetime to write political poems, as I hope this 
book attests.  They're not any good, but at least I tried.   
 
 
 
 

 


