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"[Bill Knott's] poems are so naive that the  
question of their poetic quality hardly arises. . . .  
Mr. Knott practices a dead language." —Denis  
Donoghue, New York Review of Books, May 7,  
1970 
 
[Bill Knott's poems are] typically mindless. . . .  
He produces only the prototaxis of idiocy. . . .  
Rumor has it that Knott's habit of giving his birth and 
terminal dates together originated when he realized he 
could no longer face the horror of a poetry reading he 
was scheduled to give." —Charles Molesworth, Poetry 
(Chicago) Magazine, May 1972 
 
"[Bill] Knott's work tends today to inspire strong  
dismissal. . . . [He's] been forced to self-publish  
some of his recent books. . . . [B]ad—not to  
mention offensively grotesque—poetry. . . .  
appalling . . . . maddening . . . . wildly uneven . . . 
adolescent, or obsessively repetitive . . .  
grotesqueries . . . . [His] language is like thick,  
old paint . . . his poems have a kind of prickly  
accrual that's less decorative than guarded or  
layered . . . emotionally distancing . . . .  
uncomfortable. Knott . . . is a willful . . . irritating . . . 
contrarian." —Meghan O'Rourke, Poetry Magazine, Feb 
2005 
 
"[Bill Knott is] malignant . . ."—Christopher  
Ricks, The Massachusetts Review, Spring 1970 
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"[Bill Knott's work] consists almost entirely of  
pointless poems, that say disgusting things. . . .  
[His poetry is] tasteless . . . and brainless." — 
Michael Heffernan, Midwest Quarterly, Summer  
1973 
 
"Knott is making capitol on poetic fashion,  
attempting belatedly to enter the canon of the  
Language poets by reviving the idiom of Ezra  
Pound. [His work] so successfully defies  
communicating anything that one wonders what  
[his publisher] had in mind. . . . Knott, it may be  
recalled, "killed" himself in the early 1960s."  
—R. S. Gwynn, The Year in Poetry, DLB  
Yearbook 1989 
 
"Consider Bill Knott, a poet who writes lots of  
very short poems that are nothing but bombast."  
—Josh Hanson, Livejournal, 28/06/07:  
http://josh-hanson.livejournal.com/26249. html 
 
"Eccentric, uneven . . . poet Bill Knott is not [fit]  
to win prizes . . . [His work is] thorny . . .  
rebellious, avant-garde . . . ."  —Robert Pinsky,  
Washington Post.com, April 17, 2005 
 
"[Bill Knott is] incompetent . . ." 
—Alicia Ostriker, Partisan Review (date? 1972?) 
 
"Bill Knott, the crown prince of bad judgment." —Ron 
Silliman, Silliman's Blog, June 26, 2007 
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"[Bill Knott's poetry is] queerly adolescent . . .  
extremely weird. . . personal to the point of  
obscurity. . . his idiosyncrasy has grown  
formulaic, his obscure poems more obscure, his  
terse observations so terse they scoot by without  
leaving much of a dent in the reader. . . . There is  
a petulance at work [in his poetry]. . . . [H]is style has 
grown long in the tooth. . . . In fact, [Knott is] 
unethical." 
—Marc Pietrzykowski, Contemporary Poetry  
Review, 2006  
(http://www.cprw.com/Pietrzykowski/beats.htm) 
 
"Bill Knott's [poetry is the equivalent of]  
scrimshaw. . . . [He's] either self-consciously  
awkward or perhaps a little too slangily up-to- 
date." —Stephen Burt, New York Times Book Review, 
November 21, 2004 
 
"Bill Knott['s] ancient, academic ramblings are  
part of what's wrong with poetry today.  Ignore  
the old bastard." —Collin Kelley (from "They  
Shoot Poets Don't They" blog, August 08, 2006) 
 
"Bill Knott bores me to tears." —Curtis Faville,  
http://compassrosebooks.blogspot.com/2009 
/05/moore-formalism-post-avant-part-three.html 
 
"Bill Knott . . . is so bad one can only groan in  
response." —Peter Stitt, Georgia Review, Winter 1983  
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"[Bill Knott's books are] filled with venom. . . .  
Knott seems to hate himself . . . and he seems to  
hate his readers." —Kirk Robinson, ACM (date?) 
 
"Bill Knott's poems are . . . rhetorical fluff . . . and 
fake." —Ron Loewinsohn, TriQuarterly, Spring 1970 
 
"People claim Bill Knott was the inspiration for punk." 
—Eileen Myles, p. 69, Inferno, 2010 
 
"Bill Knott's a prissy little moron." 
—Matthew Henriksen,  
http://hyacinthlosers.blogspot.com/, March 23,  2009 
 
"Bill Knott should be beaten with a flail." 
—Tomaz Salamun, Snow, 1973 
 
* 
 
I could quote many other lovenotes like the ones above, 
but thought I'd leave some space here for write-in 
consensus: 
 
_______________________________________ 
 
_______________________________________ 
 
_______________________________________ 
 
_______________________________________ 
 
_______________________________________ 
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Copyright 2011 Bill Knott 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
The poems in this book are fictional.   
Names, characters, places and 
incidents are either the product of the 
author's imagination or are used 
ficticiously.  Any resemblance to actual 
events, locales or persons, living or 
dead, is entirely coincidental.   
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INTRO NOTES 
 
* 
Whether these are surrealist poems or not, 
I don't know and I don't care.  But they were influenced 
by authentic surrealist poetry, perhaps— 
 
Besides, this isn't a real book, it's a vanity publication 
(in case you hadn't noticed). 
 
So if it's not a real book, what difference does it make if 
the poems in it aren't really what they say they are? 
 
* 
The order is random, neither chronological or thematic. 
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PITY 
 
inside his pane 
the window is a man 
like you or me 
at night he walks the ledges 
at night he walks the sills 
restless in his frame 
veins full of glass 
at night he walks the sills 
 
at day his head rises 
and shines through his body 
and soon he worries 
that the coming night 
will undecapitate 
that the homing night 
will rejoin him whole 
 
inside his pane 
like you or me 
fulgent full of future slivers 
fallen whole 
foretold and free 
 
at night he walks the sills 
his head rises 
his head falls 
 
held together by none 
his jaggedy slitted body 
glazed and gone 
his beauty putty
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 MISHAP MESSAGE 
 
I bandage my wristwatch 
to stop the bleeding 
of time but time 
is perforce the wound 
out of which space empties 
Einstein's bag of marbles 
 
the greenie I shoot at its sister the moon 
the purey I bury with a note saying no 
the blue one weighs in my hand 
as light as sky minus earth 
earth of course is the last marble 
 
I like to hear it roll 
around my showerstall 
before I fall into the drain 
into that distillate of distance we call 
ocean 
 
whitecaps whitecaps 
beneath each of which 
a nurse bobs up and down 
 
cold fingers hold my wrist 
cold toes probe my throat 
is that my pulse I ask 
sisters is that my life 
 
 
(stanza break)
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is that the onomatopoeia of the waves 
words that jumble space with time 
laughter tumbling down a telescope 
 
words that turn to marble all I say 
white as my years they bleed 
they bleed away 
white but white as only Einstein's hair is white 
or a note slipped under drowning doors 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
* 
 
[UNTITLED] 
 
On nights like this the heart journeys to other islands. 
Beaches rise and dance naked under moonlight. 
Inland, asleep, you see 
The stone face of your solitude being piled slowly.
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HOME 
 
on the wall a boxing-glove lactates 
 
nailed to the wall a boxing-glove 
bleeds milk 
 
what tit is it 
that drops dollops 
of great sweat 
that whiten the carpet 
 
yanked from its frame the room dies 
 
my insert eye 
sigh-mates 
my insert semen migrates 
 
detached from its frame the room rises 
to milk the wall 
whose udderlamp 
drips light 
that drained the champ 
of all his fist 
 
the hand squeezes itself 
for distance it 
massages its pugilist part its penis 
 
it feels up 
the decolletage of its diff 
and tries tries 
to collate love 
 
detached it rises to kiss this 
inert heart 
this welcome glove 
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EXHIBITION  
 
the canals a-swish with big ships 
 
lanes I wander without cause as 
my tongue bathes in my necktie 
to show how exhausted how 
I have felt the doorknob drain 
 
my hand of its urge to enter shops 
in this way I may chance at last 
upon weapons trained to sleep 
or down where the depot drops 
 
all our canals or lanes or streets 
how often they or I have reached 
for my pocket in the face thrust 
although one can't exaggerate 
 
one's beggarliness in an age of 
mechanical reproduction it seems 
the museum where pale corridors 
zoom through room-Moreaus 
 
floor-Magrittes ceiling-Sages 
mirror-Finis and other frames 
hushed curtains reach to the floor 
which probably needs excavating 
 
static their flesh throws slow volts in the air
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ANNUAL 
 
after leaves make fall their mark 
I enter the polarbear of aliases 
 
white hibernates while I wait in 
gardens mendacious with bloom 
 
new tenants for goliath glue their seed 
to puddles of pennies and the call 
 
the call comes to plea 
the allmoan rises 
 
time is a book without quote 
it reads your hands by rote 
 
gloved intervals will dog-ear where 
I opened my signature to the wrong page 
 
now I spoon the drool from Frankenpoo’s sex 
or start to whack my ammo 
 
and yet some lumpenführer think 
they think I don’t care 
 
I care alright I care so much 
that I sluffed off saying it 
 
anyway diaries detest the present tense 
so naturally naturally 
 
the all in all corolla of it faded when 
aired on the vids senseless violence 
 
the defence 
the defence of one's private Hollywood 
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HOMICIDAL DOMICILE II: NIGHT OF THE  
     NO-PAR 
 
     The desire to carve criminals up into one's family 
retains more room in us than the grease, the gold, the 
urine conversant with the flood: even the left hand's 
appraisers shun the right's buyers. 
     Thus my testicles have divorced but continue to share 
the same house, if only your penis was sharper it would 
cut the scrotum in two resolving this rental stumpage, 
this game forced yet deigned to wear the day-jar's view. 
     Where the righteousness of noon corrupts windows; 
like a name slanted to cry; floorboards that tweak earth: 
cult pepper, hurled by turban cameras, we grovel at 
sculptors whose heels punctuate our idol. 
     Glittering incidentals, hours in which towers swim off 
their own balconies, ah what stylites live atop our I's. 
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PERSPECTIVE 
 
I must look down to see 
the things that fall 
into the well 
 
(coins 
teardrops 
stopsigns 
 
sunsets 
planets 
etcets) 
 
because when I don't  
look down to see 
them suddenly  
 
they all  
start to fall  
on me 
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PLUNGE 
 
at night one drop of rain  
falls from each star 
as if it were being lowered 
on a string 
 
and yet that storm of plummets 
is never enough 
to wet any of the planets 
that pass through it 
 
only the blackness the space 
between us is washed 
away by these singular 
lettings-down of water 
 
distance is washed away 
all the worlds merge 
for a liquid moment 
our island eyes  
 
and suddenly we understand 
why umbrellas love 
to dive  
into clouds 
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POEM 
 
barbershop in the desert 
where I shave  
the cacti daily 
so carefully that no  
pearl of their water 
is spilled by my razor 
 
come closingtime 
the needles I've sheared 
cover the floor so  
I sweep them all 
into the closet 
to fructify the feet 
of my secret cactus 
which I keep 
to replace that traitorous  
evil barberpole 
who defected 
up into the hills 
out into the aisles 
of my clientele 
 
my virility my male 
principle I'll 
trim so bare 
and never a drop 
of its sperm 
will I spare 
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MYTHICAL RITUALS 
 
Every day another roc moults, 
every feather crushing 
another town where 
Notnose and Shyeye 
and Wrongtongue  
are conspiring. 
 
As always the blood 
of martyrs drips 
straight to hell:  
a purple plumb-line, 
a Tyre-wire true. 
 
The hundred-husked heartvalve 
tries to find hope 
in these instances. 
But each day brings more. 
 
Each day we open 
a door whose keyhole 
shrinks around us. 
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REPLICA DAYS 
 
A statue disguised 
as the lines in your palm 
longs to love you 
though still you resist 
its endless caresses. 
 
Just as the smoke  
of burnt portraits 
clings to mirrors. 
Similarly ashes of dolls fill up 
a child’s footprints. 
 
Rain also, in the event 
an iceberg’s  
mourning-clothes. 
 
Dawn drapes you: 
you put your arm in one sleeve 
and the other sleeve  
begins to bleed. 
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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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RECONCILIATIONS 
 
To be married while sleepwalking 
and wake up on your honeymoon 
abandoned by the prankster pals who 
led you both in blind steps through 
the nuptial rites that culminate here  
in what-the-hell: to wake with lewd 
glowing rings glued to your fingers,  
the hotel bed unmade around you— 
 
Outside your bridal suite what resort 
explodes with ennui, its white tropical 
walls will yield that one photograph 
that shows you shining, your eyes  
aimed shut by the sun.  Natives wave 
bandannas that flaunt their unstorebought 
power.  Your pockets pacified by beggars, 
that day is almost over.  The night awaits. 
 
And then you're home again, but oh  
it's so hard to restore the routines 
that are a now of the old, the remote  
control too big for two who hold hands, 
noting how the pattern of the crimes 
seems to shift from channel to channel,  
but always that financier has fled  
the country, has found his freedom where 
 
you lost yours.  Soon in the freezer section 
fate may feed your fingertips, or taking 
out the trash becomes an expedition: 
for the accomplished somnambulist  
escape is easy everywhere.  But even 
that land whose lack of extradition 
has followed you throughout this farce  
will fail to exile the happy couple.  
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RIGOR VITUS 
 
I walk 
On human stilts. 
To my right lower leg a man is locked rigid; 
To the left a woman, lifelessly strapped. 
 
I have to heave them up, 
Heft them out and but they’re so heavy (heavy as head) 
Seems all my strength 
Just take the begin step— 
 
All my past to broach a future.  And on top of that, 
They’re not even dead, 
Those ol’ hypocrites. 
They perk up when they want to, they please and 
      pleasure themselves, 
 
It’s terrible.  The one consolation: 
When they make love, 
To someone who’s far or close enough away  
      appears it appears then 
Like I’m dancing. 
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THROWBACKS 
 
I want to take your place in my life so 
I lie in wait for you everywhere.  Once I used 
To lie down in the paths of steamrollers, my teardrops 
Where photographed at the feet of glaciers 
To prove if they were advancing or retreating 
Like positions in a kama sutra: after the cold 
Juggernauts passed over I was fed lingeringly 
Through printer-outers.  It was read then that the 
E-pore is used most frequently by my skin, 
Next came x, p, o . . . 
 
I want you to take my place in my life so 
I follow you everywhere.  Once I used 
To follow burglars around: waiting at the window till 
They ransacked a house then fled, I'd enter 
Run my hands through its emptied drawers, degleamed 
Jewelboxes, my sole thrill was to rub the feel 
Of deceived receptacles, rifled pockets. 
I'd wait outside, then rush in, clambering like an adam's apple. 
 
I want to take my place in your life so 
I go with you everywhere.  Once I used 
To accompany myself, I had a passport to the xerox, 
The unanimous aimed its initials at me on the run, 
When my died my clones were laid out at the funeral 
Beside me, then a heckler who's amnesiac, anybody, some 
Forever stranger was blindfolded and led past the coffins to 
See if they could get the right I by feel but failed 
And so their life was took in place, and so I took your life 
As place, so I must now keep placing your life in take, 
 
In sudden give and take: 
I want you to take my place in your life.  Please.  
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THE SEVEN LAST WORDS OF SOFIA GUBAIDULINA 
 
Intestinal as raisins on a keyboard 
I struggled through life.  The setting sun 
left a few earths in the ground so I could walk. 
 
It qualmed me just knowing that, to accomplish my color, 
the chameleon must die.  How chastely I 
watched a suit-of-armor chew its fingernails. 
 
Oh voice scathed in cloud; ankles' adieu. 
On the lips—that species of slither—is where 
I took part. 
 
Now I pestle my face with opaque pins.  You 
stigmata that summarize my signature, go, 
hinges down whom antiquity has vomited sequence— 
 
but which letter misnomers my name?  I come 
from neitherstood, nuance of none.  I tried 
to obey the caption under my portrait/my provenance. 
 
Cere me in cerberus-lily; in theme-mother extracts; 
while the loaves and fish rich, the furs and lush rich, 
fill their skin with pores and then wonder what's missing . . . 
 
Like a candle through a keyhole 
shoved, burning toward knownwheres— 
Always the days unstay me. 
 
I need to have admired more those symmetries which preach 
each seed is buried beneath a flower, 
each weed above a wound. 
 
Now the thorns be praised/now the thrall that somehow 
time has restored en masse my dwelling, 
my resting place.  I hope my pillow's hungry for headaches! 
 
Note:Inspired by Gubaidulina's partita, The Seven Last Words (1982).
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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 
Rubbing rival chesspieces together 
Is this my punishment 
 
(no stanza break) 
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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 
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WEDDING PARTY 
 
Cake tiers nearing the ceiling must 
sacrifice their bride and groom 
and often the frosting too. 
 
Aspirations to burst up 
through the roof are 
part of this occasion. 
 
Glasses lifted high in toast 
create a transparent cathedral 
upon whose altar 
a dove is cut in two. 
 
The priest who remembered the vows 
is nowhere to be found. 
The one who forgot them 
eats rice from everyone's shoulders. 
 
Pausing only to fling aloft a bouquet  
the cleanup staff finds later 
stuck to a floral carousel, 
today's couple escapes, 
committed to life for life. 
 
Left-behinds from both families 
link elbows and sing  
surrender to the scarlet dizziness 
that reaches into their wishes. 
 
Love will last as long as the ring 
can still be easily slipped 
from one's finger. 
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BEST WAY TO KEEP YOUR ANKLES AWAKE? 
     SNAKE SHOELACES 
 
Only a scratch, but its bandage patrols the walled 
city, assuming this mystic furrow has taught such 
fangs repose.  Past suburbs skilled with ash, past 
evaporated sculpture, blindpond bodies.  Or is it 
 
like maples, learning their craft of syrup—years 
of drop on drop, step by step—have we, life after 
life, a soul-spoor gradually maximizing its sugar?  
Or is Nirvana bitter—a clockmarked zero, a pine- 
 
needle's grudging eye.  A void, propped up by sim- 
plicity.  Where someone exhausted by the justice 
of his meals pauses in the street, the proof his 
feet make gathers, gravity snatching to earth all 
 
sweets.  Even sprinters, on their starting-blocks, 
hold hands.  Love?  A sideways noise, a tidings via 
toe-graphologists, rumor as raw as cold as saliva 
crawling on the floor of a crematorium, straw used 
 
to sip frogsweat from sleeping lilypads.  More?— 
Mourners, televidilevitated.  Birth, its strength 
of recap.  The yacht of yet, the boat of but, have  
never saved us from sinking in dreams where the dead 
 
must keep their day jobs: imagine going on working 
like a compass on the thrust-out palm of some lost 
Victorian's corpse near the North Pole: think of how 
tired it is by now sticking to the point, the poem. 
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NIGHTS OF NAOMI 
 
                                             1 
Each of her penises is a long fragment in the knife 
                                             2 
Tracingpaper placed on the mirror to outline whose face 
                                             3 
Whose hair of buttered blowguns 
                                             4 
Clear eyes and cloudy nipples 
                                             5 
Years spent wandering in front of a stab 
                                             6 
Light is only a shadow which has learned to write its 
     name across light 
                                             7 
Her name rotting on the tongues of all the dead 
                                             8 
Tongues which have lavished me upon me 
                                             9 
Never mind delivering tomorrow's gypsy
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SUDDEN DEPARTURE 
 
A sudden raisinstorm broke 
Raisins falling everywhere pellmell. 
The occasion uniqued my head, I thought 
If this can happen raisins raining 
Upon persons paining why I can leave anytime 
Without feeling shame. 
 
But, all the same, 
Before taking off, some vestigial guilt or other 
Made me at least get up 
Before some public gathering or other 
A departing oration: 
 
Druthers, I am going now. 
Druthers, I tried to love you 
Though you always made me choose 
Between you, you, and you.  Oh my druthers, 
 
Goodbye.  I have my reasons. 
 
Did he say RAISINS? 
No: reasons. 
Oh; I just wondered, 
What with the weather and all. 
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THE DAY RODIN'S THINKER STOPPED 
    THINKING AND OTHER POEMS 
 
The main cause of strife down through history is  
     middle names 
Yes I said middle names damn me 
Logjam fur was talking to monocle blubber 
While dripping wax flirts with shipwreck and 
     widowers trained to attack fossils looked on 
 
I mean think of them always straining and sweating 
To stop your first and last names from coming together 
So's you could have some emergency peace and be a 
     whole person 
How many wars did these copulars start these 
     cognomenical cloggomites 
 
No no don't condemn them poor hermaphro-handles 
     crushed in between don't 
They keep the right holding things in natural balance 
     apart oh 
Disruptive middle monikers 
 
They sparred argue com 
Plained all through that pom-blue betwixting day 
But none noticed the light pause every now and then 
    to strop some rays on their umbilicord (for at 
    evening the west is a sword-swallower) so 
    engrossed were they in this strangely ignored 
    problem 
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PLAZA DE LOCO 
 
It's high tide in the hero 
The floodgates fail the heart cowers 
Blood of his deeds drowns the town square 
Above it all this statue towers 
 
And as the captain of a sinking ship 
The instant the waves reach his toes 
Snaps to attention it waits 
Commanding some former pose 
 
The inscription on which is blurred 
Hey what is that word 
What does his crumbling mad pedestal say 
 
To find my way to you is 
To not find your way to you 
And therefore is not to find the way 
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NO-ACT PLAY 
 
I'm sitting alone in my rented room. 
 
A door knocks at the door. 
 
I don't answer. 
 
It goes away. 
 
Later I leave the room, and go to my crummy job. 
 
The door returns, and knocks again. 
 
It is admitted. 
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UNDERSTUDY (WAGNERIAN) 
 
In my dream  
I was the diva 
 
I stood there 
my flat chest flapping 
breathless with 
a scales nailed 
to my nipples 
 
mistakenly begging  
everybody in  
the opera 
to pile all their tragedy 
on one pan 
 
comedy 
on the other
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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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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.  Unfortunately that many satellites in the sky at 
once would form a hatchshell shield surrounding the 
planet like a restoration of Ptolemy's cosmos and 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 known. 
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NAOMI POEM (THE STARFISH ONE) 
 
Each evening the sea casts starfish up on the beach,—            
scattering, stranding them.  They die at dawn, leaving             
black hungers in the sun.                                          
                                        We slept there that summer, we          
fucked in their radiant evolutions up to our body.  Ringed 
by starfish gasping for their element,                           
                                                          we joined to create             
ours.  All night they inhaled the sweat from our thrusting           
limbs, and lived.                                                       
                            Often she cried out: Your hand!—It was            
a starfish, caressing her with my low fire. 



 39 

POEM (HOW I LOST MY PEN-NAME) 
 
I wrote under a pen-name 
One day I shook the pen trying to make the name  
     come out 
But no it's 
Like me prefers clinging to the inner calypso 
 
So I tossed the pen to my pet the 
Wastebasket to eat 
It'll vomit back the name 
Names aren't fit 
For unhuman consumption 
 
But no again 
 
It stayed down 
 
I don't use a pen-name anymore 
I don't use a pen anymore 
I don't write anymore 
I just sit looking at the wastebasket 
With this alert intelligent look on my face 
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NONREQUITALS 
                               (to J) 
 
Each night you transfer 
my fingernails to my toes, 
my toenails to my fingers. 
 
And if the magician 
waving simple cardtricks 
disembowel himself somehow— 
through some slight slip in skill— 
 
Evening's when we live, mostly. 
Before an unhatched iceberg 
I preen my scars. 
 
You bade his only face brought in 
on a slice of camera 
—but affixed blue earrings 
to a whiter skull . . . 
 
No one will return 
my toenails to my toes,  
my fingernails to my fingers. 
No one will rip up the list 
of those loved by those not on the list. 
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SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST GROCERIES 
 
The violence in the newspapers is pure genius 
A daily gift to the reader 
From some poet who wants to keep in good with us 
Brown-noser wastepaperbasket-emptier 
 
I shot 436 people that day 
2 were still alive when I killed them 
Why do they want to be exhumed movie-stars, 
I mean rats still biting them, the flesh of comets, why 
     do they walk around like that? 
 
I'm going to throw all of you into the refrigerator 
And leave you to claw it out with the vegetables  
     and meats 
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APARTNESS 
 
They placed the sky 
in birds instead 
of inside themselves. 
 
Now from pane to pane the sun 
must depend 
on the clarity of elsewhere. 
 
An expanse of please, 
the day regained, 
its goodness land. 
 
But there are mondotrash 
who still war and waste 
in border disputes 
brave Procrustes' realm. 
 
They let their gods debate 
the measure mete, 
the counterfeit of zeroes. 
 
Hell's lepidopteral heirs, 
heap dragons. 
 
They are lost. 
They are blind, they are shoeless 
as an orchestra of exits. 
 
They are us. 
 
We place the bird in skies 
who have misplaced it 
inside ourselves.



 43 

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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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 



 45 

DREAMTIDE  
 
downways the beach 
where waves battle shallows 
I thought of maybe 
a pillowfight with the sea 
using hearts for pillows 
 
sownways their feathers 
would drift all day on me 
childhood-hoarded could 
I let my hours 
finally jet free 
 
but flownways the days 
must wait there to bare 
that blood which neither 
wound nor water 
adulterates 
 
will yawnwaves waken when 
every sandgrain sifts 
its one memory pure 
of the breakers taken 
the oceans endured 
 
now up on drawnway beach 
dawntide high they lay me 
from comforter combatted 
spread over lap-dunes dead 
wings wherever I reach 
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THE MIRROR INSPECTOR  
 
Everyday when I arrive at their doors I am not 
Surprised at how amazed they are, knowing of course 
They threw the notification away without reading it: 
Good morning (I say): May I inspect your mirrors— 
 
No, you're on my list, is all: it's a regular checkup, 
There haven't been any complaints. At least, none 
I'm aware of. I try to be brisk but not abrupt 
As I step smartly past them into the checklist zone 
 
They call home, slicing my palmtop-puter across 
Their immaculate floorplans. My first question 
Now intends to reverse their post-breakfast ease, 
I press my iniquity inquiring and just how often 
 
Do you look at yourselves? Regrettably the rate per 
Median is based on higher incident than most folks 
Like you manage daily: no, you don’t doubt your 
Existence enough to satisfy the Law that yokes 
 
Us together in this most commensurate duty, 
Both me officially and you, you civilians must never 
Neglect the brief barest urge toward beauty 
Verification; we must take every chance to share 
 
Our equity there. But what a ready home you have; 
It's like all the others around. And that's why 
I love assignments here: you should see the depraved 
City, the rooms all wherefore sizes, the mirrors really 
 
Get into a bit of—but out here, where the blocks 
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Are reflective—scapesules of their inhabitants— 
Mirrors too need their own kind, their basics 
Depend on exclusivity, the classical refinements 
 
Of class struggle, of mass heritage. Your lovely children: 
6 Lectras, 4 Meres, a Chandelite, and what else . . . 
But where to start! I could fall back on tradition: 
Bathroom first, the manual instructs! Toilet always tells 
 
A steamy story but don’t worry, we're discrete, 
All according to our professional oath. The code 
Of our guild would never allow us to reveal what 
Shameful postures the public assumes: your rigid 
 
Animadversions concern us only as they grieve 
The victim, meaning our true clientele, the mirrors 
Themselves. Oh yes, they're extremely sensitive, 
They know when they're being slighted or worse, 
 
Each time you refuse to meet your eyes in the glass 
Or blink, they register that as a criticism of their 
Impartiality—the Confront Affront, we term it. Yes, 
The mirrors remember it all. Every gesture 
 
Tears at their heart. It's a wonder they don't wear 
Out but in fact sacrifice ensures that perennial 
Glow, that youth that survives until they shatter— 
Ah, it happens to us too. Everyone of you people, 
 
And me, the perfect servant, the prime functionary 
Of the Bureau of Mirrors, I too (though I’ll try 
To take a few with me when I go—to purge every 
Mislooker whose infractions are so citeful—!) . . . Sorry; 
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Where was I: Your paranoia is appropriate—in fact 
I’ve already punished the neighbors up and down this 
Street, their episodes are serial now, the loathe-lack 
Denaturedness of their crimes enough to furnish 
 
Fellowship and whimsy to a waiting nation who’s 
Tuning in as I adjust my tie-pin camera to focus in on 
Your astonishment: your snippet of tonight’s news 
Will augment that pageant of panic and guilt no clean 
 
Sponge can wipe clear, all those dust streaks and flecks 
Delaying the arrival of any nose-to-nose view 
Of that cameo-coiffured face, that trap that reflects 
Our truest self back to us, showing us how and who 
 
But no, not that which we need to know most of all: 
What is it in us that drags us each day to these sills; 
And, how can one keep the self from this insidious role, 
Which none escape, at least according to our files. 
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THE WORDS TO THE TITLE 
 
From my eye is plot a tear that contains 
The odd-numbered waves 
Of a lost ocean 
That writes help on a thought then throws it 
 
Through the window of a floating handmirror 
Some mimes 
Passed among themselves while drowning 
Sharing it back and forth like a fun book 
 
From my eye is paint a tear that stains 
Those splash-grasped pages 
Un-bled-black inks 
White-subtle faces 
 
Enjambed beneath these even waves that lay 
Solitaire on the sand 
Where I stand crying 
Trying to remember the words to the title  
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VIZVISUAL 
 
Blood seeping from puppets 
into a wineglass. 
 
One of the tombstones 
reads OCCUPIED all night, 
VACANT all day. 
 
Panning right these instants 
Pollack poured, 
will its flood of colors hold 
still for the word? 
 
I am blind inside your blow; 
in your caress, I see. 
 
See?  See what?  The spokeseye wants to know. 
(Trees.  Loftlost.  Tossed 
in their attitude of rain.) 
 
"Nothing beside remains." 
—Shelley's Ozymandias; a base 
of the real; a bas-relief. 
 
A lively doling of the hands out to grief. 
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FLEDGLINGS OF THE CYMBAL  
 
Dawn, the ledge of day, is where 
every dreamer’s reflexes are tested; 
one misstep is enough. Each waking 
is a fall from that high surefootedness, 
 
a descent from grace. All sleepers 
thread their beds with this steadiest 
of paths that they may arrive at last 
in the plunge, the giddiness of worlds grasp— 
 
Now who shall lift his hands to show 
an hourglass in each armpit: birds emerge 
screeching, we devour his wormgroin. 
His moist declivities scour our habits. 
 
When evening empties the buildings of 
what is tall in them, we will return 
each to his roost, ledging and listening 
 to a percussionist lapping against lilypads.
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SETTLERS (MICHIGAN MEMORY #6) 
 
a child careening evening 
to intersect with his hands 
his so-lending touch underlining the offense 
 
the field's blinding surrounds them 
binds them where formerly 
the eye was pronounced 
 
fenced in by freezeframes 
marshcupids frogjacuzzis 
dawn pushing a whiff of whitecaps 
 
acrobats portraying smoke 
what horizons hold  
the hammock's voluptuous veto 
 
wasteland where nails love 
to discipline our house 
its noise drinks the little names 
 
may eagles guard your grave 
is this a blessing or a curse 
hunchback crushed to a hunchfoot 
 
what face without finding its lips has kissed me 
fountain whose yield is field is fall 
a white animal edits our cradle 
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EXTINCTSPHINX 
 
Underline these half-written words as 
if to say their incompleteness increases— 
italicizes my meaning. Similar such 
those partials out of which 
 
dinosaurologists construe 
that overpowering, that overtowering— 
that propped up by the very worship 
it yearns to bite in two. 
 
* 
 
In selfswamp submerged then 
to breathe through reeds of piss 
that gold god's evening panes 
barely adumbrate: they know how 
 
to improve the ceiling by 
removing the floor. 
 
* 
 
Birthdays having leapt their children, 
hesitation of candle, endless fugitive. 
A shudder emptied itself into your eyes. 
 
* 
 
Goodbye now, 
for my coat is changing hands upon me.
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POEM  
 
Knott-plotting to fellate Rudolph 
the Red-Nosed Reindeer I crouch 
behind a snowclad chimney shivering 
less from the cold than from this 
cringing proximity to the loved one as 
he lands skidding a little on 
my icy roof: verismo venture, ploy 
rugged enough to succor its desired 
agency. I could even add my feet 
stamp out the small bravoes 
of the snow as it falls. Or else 
pretend I cowered likewise in a cove 
full of eels eliciting Aegean delays 
of day post-finis its druglord intent, 
sinister and pale-opaque, tactile even. 
Impatient to breed the satyr-hyena 
from a handful of fruitkin, when 
all formats let your aperture drool 
duelling swimmers coiffed at dusk: 
the children of alternate cramps 
may concur. And yet an attic that's 
dustmopped daily is no attic, I cry, 
facile, stupid, gagging on air rages. 
Abashment's beverage, my hair 
needles the dust. I comb through 
photos of mythological scissors, 
I tend to fly like I got a wing up 
my ass but at least I try. Imagine 
balloons released at burials to signal 
the bloodnests in the caves, the eave 
cotes of blood Earthbound leaves 
his sister Skybound to fend bare.



 55 

POEM 
 
Zoomshot leopardspot asleep on 
a conveyorbelt of coitus interruptus, 
my elocution alone can save you. 
A closeup vanishing, a species hard to tell. 
Leave the cajun of my cunt ajar,   
zoomshot leopardspot, occult telescope.   
Your meat drips from my earlobes; 
my throat packed in chauffeurs gleams 
like a splinter of unfired eels.  The mirror 
picks slivers fleshlike from my eyes— 
I am impaled by its opaque twin-ness. 
Use polar charcoal to trace your name 
or scorched samothrace.  Pray while 
I nullagraph death to all future cullers of this. 
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TODAY’S STORY (OH, SYNESTHESIA!  #4) 
 
Somehow this morning light 
diverted to my ears, while 
soundwaves ricocheted my eyes— 
 
For hours I had to twist 
sideways to walk 
without tripping, and each carhorn 
made my eyelids 
whip like a hurricane awning, 
as I squirted eyedrops in ears eardrops 
in etc., gradually 
things returned to normal. 
 
But I feared tomorrow: 
“What if my molars salivate 
at every inner or utmost attar; 
if eon-brandy I cannot savor but 
through thy swart chute, oh nostril!” 
 
In fact by the time this evening came 
I was so worried I had to call tell 
my friend X— 
who said: Well, look, 
just tell me one thing: can 
you feel the phone? 
 
What do you mean, I said, 
 
 
(stanza break)
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Can you feel it with your fingers, 
X said, is your sense 
of touch still there, where it’s 
supposed to be?— 
Yes?—Well, in that case, 
get over here 
and give me a backrub, 
right now, 
right this minute, 
before it’s too late. 
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