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"[T]he remarkable poet Bill Knott is not the type to win 
prizes, become the pet of academic critics or cultivate 
acolytes. But this thorny genius has added to the art of 
poetry." —Robert Pinsky, Washington Post, 2005 
 
"Bill Knott is our contemporary e.e. cummings . . . . Like 
cummings, he is brilliant at both micro and macro."  
—Cindra Halm, Rain Taxi, Fall 2004 
 
"For the past thirty-five years Bill Knott has shown 
himself to be one of our very best poets and perhaps the 
most original. . . . I think he is one of the few poets of my 
generation who will remain with us."   
—Stephen Dobyns, Harvard Review (Spring 2002) 
 
"Bill Knott is a meld between Gerard Manley Hopkins 
and MTV, producing poems with the former's violent 
beauty and the latter's largely ironic postmodern 
presence." —Mary Jo Bang, Lingua Franca (May 2000) 
 
"Knott was an incredibly important poet to me and still is; 
I think Bill Knott is a genius and probably the least known 
great poet in America. It's really kind of pathetic that he's 
not as well known as he was even thirty years ago because 
he's even better now."  
—Thomas Lux, The Cortland Review (August 1999) 
 
“Bill Knott is one of the best poets writing in America.  
Without question, he is the most original.”  
—Kurt Brown, Harvard Review (Spring 1999) 
 
"Bill Knott is a genius."  
—Tom Andrews, Ohio Review (1997) 
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“It is no accident that the major British and American 
poets of the 19th and 20th century were outsiders.  .  .  .  
The most original poet of my generation, Bill Knott, is 
also the greatest outsider.”  
—Stephen Dobyns, AWP Chronicle (1995) 
 
“Bill Knott is the secret hero of a lot of poets. . . . [P]oets 
who differ radically from Knott look to his work for the 
shock of recognizing themselves.”  
—David Kirby, American Book Review (1991) 
 
“Bill Knott’s poems . . . are the poems Beckett’s Gogo 
would write if he were among us.”  
—Sharon Dunn, Massachusetts Review (1990) 
 
“[Knott’s ‘Poems 1963-1988’ is] a powerful and original 
book, a record of one of the most disturbing imaginations 
of our times.  Few people can create a world so completely 
and concisely as Knott does time and time again.”  
—Kevin Hart, Overland (1990) 
 
“Knott is no parlor poet.  His work is the most sharply 
original of any poet in his generation.”  
—Jim Elledge, Booklist (1989) 
 
“Among people who know his work, Bill Knott is 
regarded as one of the most original voices in American 
poetry.” —Charles Simic, blurb for Poems 1963-1988 
(1989) 
 
“Knott sets up principles far outside most of those we 
know, and he always writes up to and beyond those 
standards.”  —Sandra McPherson, blurb for Outremer 
(1989) 
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“Bill Knott is an American original.  No one else could 
have imagined what James Wright once referred to as Bill 
Knott’s ‘indispensable poems.’”   
—Stuart Dischell, Harvard Book Review (1989) 
 
“I think Bill Knott is the best poet in America right now.” 
—Thomas Lux, Emerson Review (1983) 
 
“Bill Knott’s first book, ‘The Naomi Poems,’ published in 
1968, established him instantaneously as one of the finest 
poets in America.  Subsequent publications deepened and 
reinforced that reputation."  
—Andrei Codrescu, The Baltimore Sun (1983) 
 
“[Knott’s poems are] shrouded almost always in the 
glaring and polluted light William Burroughs foresaw 
with such brilliance in ‘Naked Lunch.’  In fact, Knott, 
Poet of Interzone, is the poet Burroughs seemed to call 
for in his seminal novel. . . . Knott is one of a handful of 
original poets working today.  His genius suits the times 
better than any poet I’ve read . . .”   
 —Robert Peters, Los Angeles Times (1983) 
 
“With the death of Berryman, Knott seems to me to be the 
chief embodiment in language today of Mallarmé’s spirit. . 
. " —John Vernon, Western Humanities Review (1976) 
 
“. . . Knott's originality as a poet: he is absurd and 
classical and surrealist all at once.  A marvelously 
impossible animal.”  
—Paul Zweig, Contemporary Poetry in America (1974) 
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“At his best, Knott is a kind of surreal classicist. . . . He is 
already a formidable poet.” 
 —Karl Malkoff, Crowell’s Handbook of Contemporary 
American Poetry (1974) 
 
“[Knott’s] images are astonishing.  Whatever you may 
think of Knott’s poems, they have not been written before 
by anyone else. . . . Poetry such as this strikes me as 
extending our awareness." 
 —Louis Simpson, New York Times Book Review (1969) 
 
“Bill Knott is one of the most remarkable poets to appear 
since James Wright and James Dickey.”   
—Ralph J. Mills, Jr., Poetry (1969) 
  
“I think [Bill Knott] is one of the best poets I know.”  
—James Wright, blurb for The Naomi Poems (1968) 
 
“I think the most significant group of young poets are 
those published in Choice and The Sixties, and the most 
impressive of these is certainly William Knott.”   
—Kenneth Rexroth, Harper’s Magazine (June 1965) 
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                                             THREE PLAYS  
 
                                                   : 
 
                THE SEWING MACHINE 
 
                                   / 
 
PLAYING CHICKEN WITH VAN 
GOGH 
 
                                  / 
 
            WHO'S THERE? (A PLAY FOR 
TWO SENTRIES) 
 
 
                                 / 
 
 
 
                                      BILL KNOTT 
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                                     THE SEWING-MACHINE 
 
                             
 
 
 

                           (a dramatic poem for two voices) 
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The characters are a couple in extremis.  Ages 55-60. 
 
They’re undergoing a severance, though it seems this is a 
script they’ve enacted at least a few times before. 
 
Weariness is the mood throughout. 
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—I’m tired of kissing keyholes 
 
—Try keys 
 
—I can’t get my tongue all the way in 
 
—If you could get it all the way through  
someone on the other side  
would bite it off 
 
—Or kiss it 
 
—If you saw a tongue emerge from your  
keyhole no you wouldn’t even notice it  
you’re too busy groping that  
sewingmachine in the corner 
 
—It frustrates me  
the way it can thread itself  
so effortlessly whereas I 
 
—Whereas you take a lifetime  
to seam yourself 
 
—Did you stress that seem or  
are you a seemstress yourself 
 
—And all your manipulations your  
contorted attempts  
 
—The act requires great patience  
an arena you lack for starters 
 
—Starters enders you end up with what  
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as always another empty fist  
a conflagration of fingers  
that have picked up the habit  
of clawing just now when we were fucking  
claw claw that’s all you were claw claw a bird a 
 
—A phoenix my erection rising  
from the ashes of your disgust 
 
—Don’t bring up history with me 
 
—The ashes go with your gray hair your  
gray skin your venereal  
spotlessness the way you scrub away  
my scruff my scrim you flush  
away all the skin my flesh  
deposited on you  
 
—Yes I was hoping to see your pores  
through that costume of skin  
you littered me with 
 
—The scars maybe the pores never  
I’ve traveled beyond them  
toward a more durable 
 
—I’m tired of kissing pores  
through a camera lens  
 
—My desire to be photogenic at  
the moment of death is 
a valid a valiant request 
can we ask for less from life 
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 —What can we ask for from life less 
 
—You’re the lifeless one me 
I still affect my desires 
 
—Your desire to be scenery you mean 
 
—If by scenery you mean  
pastoral closeups of the clothes  
shed by lovers leaving a trail  
of torn garments that lead up  
the slopes of Golgotha those  
buttonholes those straps  
are the scarp the scree we  
must scale 
 
—Hermit mountaineer wants to meet  
gregarious spelunker 
 
—You’re so mythophobic 
 
—Fuck up just fuck up  
let me get this straight 
you want to climb your clothes 
to ascend your attire 
to mount your mufti 
to oversoar your overcoat 
 
—Everest my everlast 
 
—You want all that go see your owing machine 
 
—See see Singer  
see what yo sewin machine  
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done done 
 
—You are jealous of my prowess 
my success with the ibid needle the way 
I assemble my ensemble 
 
—The way you rampanade your raiment 
but can’t you understand 
we are naked here now 
in our need 
and that  
recourse to the machine 
cannot stitch us 
as essentially as  
our hands have 
in days deceit 
whose happen is on us 
whose kaput is crushing us 
 
—I understand all too well 
when my feet hum on the pedals 
when the cataract of cloth 
enters the eye as I 
have entered you too often 
love cannot survive the threadbare years  
we must part clutching what 
we can I the sewnmachine 
you the varicose shades of truth 
 
—Though there is nowhere 
to be anywhere you are 
I want to stay there 
nursing this false desire 
we share  



 13 

—Ms False falls for Mr Fault  
right 
but I remain on the heights 
where Madame X installed me 
via machines whose sewn 
superiorizes the known 
 
—You escape my mimic too 
easily I see 
 
—My head is brain before the end 
 
—How after-parted you are  
all your coffee is halfway to tea  
why does it take 
three of me to lose one of you 
 
—Someday I will remove the weights 
from within the hem 
of this theater-curtain 
and replace them with my body 
so our stage can never 
be risen on 
I will be that heavy 
 
—Your heavy levity leaves me flat 
you crush me from head to footlights 
pressing me into this costume 
of widow this apertureless 
fabrication this mesh you mesh 
to bereft me with 
to uncleave your own 
destiny your  
sanity vanity vérité 
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—The scene a dissecting table 
our hero an embittered umbrella 
the heroine a sewn-it-all  
patchworkmachine who’s 
spun her last baste 
these two down and outers 
their lives in pieces  
meet by chance 
 
—A chance encounter 
on the rag-picker’s counter 
the scavenger’s desk 
the pun’s grotesque 
 
—I know it runs the risk 
but our film begins at once 
starring the allusively handsome 
the quotingly gorgeous 
the citing-edge voomvacious 
boxoffice-alicious 
monopoly 
of beauty 
 
—As if there were anything else 
 
—The zipper the zest that held 
us together has come 
undone in this quest 
for one glimpse  
of what was once 
so seen between us  
 
—You mean that binding  
blindness which 
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we bantered back and forth 
like the Fates’ sole eye  
from mouth to mouth  
orifice to orifice 
until the years’ Perseus 
the stars’ pursesnatcher 
stole it from us 
 
—It was a duo deafness 
a mutual muteness 
each ignoring the other’s 
flaws each pretending 
that no mending 
was needed no  
needle 
 
—Needling each other 
is all we have left 
of that wholecloth  
illusion 
 
—Our half-kerchief  
our broke-brocade 
etcetera why try 
on these embroidery 
metaphors repartee 
can’t keep a war going 
there’s nothing else to say 
 
—Our prenup consisted  
of quotes the divorce  
decree won’t be any more 
original for once hell 
will have heard it all before 
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—The plot cannot 
the soap op is up 
the scene a hasbeen 
the play passé 
 
—The drama is humma humma 
but at the end of this check-off list 
we need a Chekhov because 
if a sewingmachine is shown 
in Act One it must shoot 
somebody before the audience 
resuming its roles butcher baker 
shroudmaker tombtailor loomdigger 
is rung down dead anticlimax 
anti me and you 
 
—Dead me and you 
as if there were anything else 
 
—There is nothing else 
nothing but not 
nothing that is not knit 
 
—Knit knit knot knot I 
can be as multiselfish I can 
act as many parts as you 
 
—All you you’s 
You are whose 
Not mine not mine 
 
—I’m tired of kissing you’s 
 
—Try me’s 
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—Try to concentrate this 
is the finish 
the tapestry says goodbye 
the quilt says quit 
the weave   
leave  
 
 
* 
* 
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* 
 
Interval-Thoughts 
 
After finishing "The Sewing Machine," I wanted to 
attempt a real play, this next piece—but 
 
I lack the gift or the patience for performative narrative, 
actions in a temporal sequence—and the skills for 
character depiction and development. 
 
My failure as a poet has naturally led me to seek another 
genre to write in, but I can't expect to be sucessful as a 
playwright either.  (Even if I had enough life left to try it, 
which I don't.) 
 
Both these pieces are too static for production, but could 
perhaps be done (together) as 'dramatic readings.' 
 
I guess I think of them as companion pieces. 
 
 
* 
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                  PLAYING CHICKEN WITH VAN GOGH  
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The characters are not dissimilar to those in The Sewing 
Machine. 
 
Have they grown too distant-day to speak in linebreaks. 
 
Breakfast banter amidst the maneuvers of tea and 
tableware. 
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—Breakfast 
 
—Table 
 
—Plate 
 
—Knife 
 
—Butter 
 
—Toast 
 
—Can't we cut 
 
—In here 
 
—The linear 
 
—Eisenstein  
 
—What did he call those brief absences those slide segues 
through time 
 
—Montage-tropes 
 
—Interruptions in our webcam-womb 
 
—Interregnums for our inner mums pregnant pauses with 
no Pieta 
 
—A lack of savior in all lenses 
 
—During such interludes of the unseen is when Nativ- 
ity occurs as a respite of the given god the blind god  
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the cupid cue 
 
—Me do you mean 
 
—Breakfast  
 
—Occurs 
 
—Table 
 
—Pregnant 
 
—Knife 
 
—Can't we cut 
 
—It out 
 
—Speaking of which 
 
—Sacrificial of which 
 
—Sacerdotal of which 
 
—Soccer-mom of which 
 
—Bourgeois-discourse of which 
 
—Can't we cut 
 
—Butter 
 
—Toast 
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—Can't we cut the crust off this toast at least as a sort of 
protest against the lust of our rapport 
 
—What an act of desperate décor and downpour  
 
—How knife how naif how nice of you to say   
 
—But I love the way a theater curtain descends don't you it 
comes to cut the interior off from the inferior I mean the 
audience that lowercrust 
 
—Lowercrust is us of course 
 
—The lower crust cannot hope to wed the upper bred 
 
—Au contraire you’re forgetting Olive Custance she 
managed to bag Lord Alfred with her crustance 
 
—Oh what Bosie rose to 
 
—Apres Oscar 
 
—Wilde's got your tongue 
 
—Analingus of which 
 
—Did she love that boy as much as he 
 
—Cue the blind god the montage-trope the curt interstice 
in time the curtain-cupid 
 
—Is that myth or history  
 
—Blink and you miss it 
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—History is biography backwards meaning resurrected 
resur-always bugging us to validate its lazarus passport 
 
—Backwards as in buttocks well thank-arse the risen 
messiah known as Bosie erased from his face all trace of 
his father’s rear ancestry-entry  
 
—His antecedent's incesterior pedopredilections were 
rather eerier than ours ever were 
 
—No doubt his posterior-posies were posing for the 
mighty Marquis his Lordship his nibs we nubs are always 
grubbing around hoping we can somdo the old mite with 
him 
 
—Let's do the somdo all night someday with all our might 
 
—Some do and some don't do the somdo right in fact 
quite a few do it wrong especially if they try to do it solo 
 
—You mean autonecrophilia the theme-song of the 
forsaken long the lietmotif of the alone the lay of the hand 
as it strums the putative guitar of its pudenda with a trance 
of absentia rosa 
 
—Hand or land whichever one the empirical pause we call 
existence chooses will need a borderline to transcend or 
as the man said he was born or so he thought but then he 
died which denied that thought 
 
—Blink and you miss it  
 
—As usual life denied what the diary swore to the autobiog 
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—But weren't they both in belial in hell with no hope of 
soap or salve which reminds me when an angel fucks you 
what kind of gel does it use to facilitate its entry does it 
use an-gel or the-gel 
 
—Well since an AN must always be used when entering a 
vowel I'd say a rancorous thank-cut consonant like you 
would probably get the latter article  
 
—Oh cheer you're the one who's too thwarty and crusty-
pus for that undulant induct that intrusionary ease of an 
an  
 
—You're the one who needs a THE so desperately up 
yours 
 
—Oh jeer think of industrial strength unguents guck muck 
the grease used by a sewer-cleaving crew couldn't screw 
you  
 
—It would take a whole tribe of tubes of that the-do to lube 
the lane into your rusty old the-hole  
 
—Oh smearjob assuming anyone longed to access yours 
only of course there ain't no such sack-scum slime-trash 
knickerknob wants to spurt his spam to pounce his pud to 
pot his porridge in that jugjug jar  
 
—They'd rather masturblast their pants off than slug a leg 
into yours 
 
—Oh sheerdom the masturbatory act of resurrection 
destroys all precedence all former selves and their 
accountings all those manky memoirs are unbound and 
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cast down into us abyss-wise with no mom to mourn them 
no dad to dolor  
 
—All those autohighhogs of whomer and whater and 
whener 
 
—Lazarus unzips his lap and finds readers everywhere 
 
—I detect a laptop odor of bestseller here can't we 
abscond to a clearing where the fallen logs of existence 
don't crush every path with their litter memories their 
branchgraphic me-meanders must we wander the wood of 
these would-be as-told-to's these revelatory storybores 
must we read all these authorized-yet-unauthored tell-alls  
 
—Lazarus needs his childhood for obvious reasons but the 
rest of us the unresurrected why do we dare lure the 
rebuttal that must follow all such lives 
 
—I agree we can do without dragging a paperback at our 
heels  
 
—Snippysnappy heels the lurid details the turds-and-all 
truth 
 
—But what would we chat with if not the chit that ate the 
bit the crumb that swallowed the thumb don't we need 
those quip-picks those gossip-pricks those garish golly-
barings those gory closeups 
 
—Olive the morning sun on her black chignon is more 
than amok on Lord Alfred's bunbury sword 
 
—Yawn I’m sure Oscar’s bun-berries often clung to it 
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—Cough the wisp-pages of history do cling to our years' 
arrears with tissuey tenacity 
 
—But it all changed in 1910 didn't it toilette 
 
—Yes that Easter Sunday morning Lord Alfred Douglas 
his wife the poetess Olive Custance and Russian 
filmmaker Sergei Eisenstein were cuffing each other off 
when the linear cried Cut 
 
—That cut/that cat'o'nine's got your tongue pulling the 
oxcart 
 
—The old Oscar-tongued oxcart 
 
—Lord Alfred is trying to remember if there is any part of 
his body to which the Master did not press the lily of his 
lips until they were livered with bile and if he can find an 
inch which is undefiled-by-Wilde then Lady O will secure 
that spot with grovel-grease 
 
—Merge Eisenstein with Einstein so the montage-trope 
can elide/ellipse/cut out the boring parts of eternity  
 
—The boring part is the part that's never been kissed so if 
there is a part anywhere on Bosie's body that's boring we 
can zoom in on it 
 
—Boring parts that can't be cut sounds like you and me 
 
—Sounds like another vowel in search of its suitable slot 
another A which needs a Z-hole to poke itself into I mean 
a zero 
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—All vowels lead nowhere but I can take U there 
 
—Beat me with your bestiary of E-I-O/E-I-O 
 
—Bosie obviously had an O fetish first O-scar then O-live 
 
—Cut off the O and that scar will live 
 
—A live scar is better than a dead wound 
 
—Can’t we cut out both of them 
 
—Can't we cut our lines to fit the cue 
 
—My line is queued for a cue from you you Q-tip cock I 
cut off each day with my castrato-Iokanaan  
 
—Salome me some more please 
 
—Better a live hero than a dead Herodias 
 
—What do you see when you look down at my head all 
ensanguinated there on the platter 
 
—What you see when you look at my crotch 
 
— I see a V there the shape of your loins 
 
—When I look down to see my sex I see an inverted V i.e. 
an A but an A without a cross-bar which is why I require 
your tongue down there to complete the letter with which 
I must begin all over to utter myself 
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—First letter of all alphabets which I kiss to create the last 
word of all languages 
 
—Your tongue is just a cross-bar a hyphen to gap the groin 
to lap the lapse in all these letters  
 
—All letters begin with me and end with you  
 
—Careful I could cut out that untapped tongue quick tape 
 
—It would run too long without my A-being my B-ceeing 
my C-deeing my D-eeing my E-effing my F-  
 
—Speaking of run let's run some of that alphabitch you be 
Olive the vowelvirgin and I'll be Bosie the consonaughty 
 
—Darling I didn't hear you come in last night 
 
—I stayed late to toast the fellaheen at the club with a hoist 
or two of ahem 
 
—We need a new maid Martha's gone insane  
 
—Which one was Martha 
 
—The one who suppressed her feelings when we passed 
her on the staircase 
 
—Not the one who paints the lawn with little drownings I 
hope  
 
—Little drowners 
 
—What 
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—You said she paints the lawn with little drowners 
 
—Well I have to punch some lines we can cut out later 
don't I hunh hunchabunny hunh honeydouche 
 
—Let's dialogue back to the maid if my mind may I say her 
perspicuity-integrity-sober-sacredness her P-I-S-S 
succeeds where ours languishes  
 
—Mine never languishes it arcs across the lawn to drown 
the little painters 
 
—But even the little punters out-parry perish us 
 
—Yes but the diff is we're here to languish it's one's duty 
daresay 
 
—It is the one thing our servants can't do for us 
unfortunately  
 
—Sad to say 
 
—Swan to say  
 
—Said to say 
 
—Pad to say  
 
—Pad to say what's said with filler 
 
—But the filler can always be cut like a filet 
 
—You can be fill-laid from head to toe 
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—Cut in two in fact 
 
—Cut to go on amoeba toast 
 
—Breakfast 
 
—No  
 
—Martha can serve it to us in bed 
 
—Martha has gone insane I said 
 
—But wait Martha couldn't have suppressed her feelings 
when we passed her on the staircase because we never use 
the servants' staircase and they would never use ours 
 
—Nevertheless 
 
—Wait are you telling me that she transgressed her post 
and passed us on our staircase our front staircase our 
primary staircase that she for the sake of one second 
abandoned her proper stairs and dared to walk up or down 
our frontal steps the idea is preposterous 
 
—Unless 
 
—Unless she was stained with foreign ways oh by guess 
who Eisenstein the bloody Bolshevik the awful auteurnik  
 
—And to think that we thought he was merely a 
houseguest i.e. an artist 
 
—Merely a layabout pictorial cutaway cutiepuss to puke a 
poke with to menage the old troi with 
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—While we menaging a troi a day with him he was stuffing 
our staff/dosing our domestics with multitransitional 
tropes that severized the shield between our front and 
their back  
 
—Goodlord he was ramming my posterior and simulterior 
cramming the backstairs lot with superior subversive 
frontstairs idears 
 
—He was cunnil-guiling me and riling up the rear element 
to mount above themselves and descend our sacred 
staircase our missionary staircase 
 
—Must have Martha mostly 
 
—But Martha surely Martha of all the maids must be 
immune to his commie montage she would never swerve 
never variegate her slit to his proletariat positions  
 
—If you're stuck in the rear all your life you want to see 
what a front stick is like I imagine 
 
—Our staircase must be their porno 
 
—Well I know I'm tempted by theirs back there at times I 
must confess I fantasize anent their narrow access to the 
vertical their anal stairwell  
 
—Tell me does your clit-sliver really slaver over that 
anterior shaft does your quim swell and shiver its 
compass-quiver toward the south of that suppressed id-
space which skulks so hid back there in the bowels of the 
house  
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—Hid hid it must be held in hind-stance  
 
—Yes its bottom status must stay la bas  
 
—Let's go piggybank it in our big sugarbowl let’s go 
preggypoo it into our cesspool  
 
—Oh keep the bog far hence bar its access to that fair foyer 
which ushers the street to our feet 
 
—Sequester its keester in shade from the façade 
 
—It must be kept in queer from the veneer 
 
—The twain must never meet the en passant 
 
—Yes but dash it the time a chap took once to go from 
back to front is now instantaneous thanks to Eisenstein's 
cutting technique his montage-tropes can have us there in 
a whish 
 
—Eisenstein had us there in a whish the randy Rus he 
toured our toff and had us off in no ruddy time at all the 
jovejumper 
 
—The time it takes the proletariat to rise up no doubt 
 
—Yes but Olive dear here in 1910 do we really think in 
these rigid binary modes anymore I mean all this front 
back upper lower sort of chiaroscure do we really actually 
tiddlywiddly true 
 
—Why Lord Alfred of course we do 
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—But breakfast 
 
—But toast and tea 
 
—But you and me  
 
—But Martha makes three 
 
—But Martha makes me 
 
—No dear Martha maids me 
 
—She used to et al but dunce-it dunce-my-dander her 
insanity is surely purely a ploy an excuse for the servants 
to rise up en masse and request mental health it's a 
damned demand that's what it is 
 
—What damndemand will they egad us with next my 
sovereignswain my godhubby 
 
 —What'll the scum want next raisins on their orgasms jam 
on their cum 
 
—Eisenstein again the Red Reelist the filthy Filmer 
 
—He was only here once and most of that in a coma sutra 
with us he could have shuntered no bunter with our hinter 
corps 
 
—One glance is all it takes I guess  
 
—One ripe receipt perhaps 
 
—One tilling of the toilet  
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—If one harvest is ever enough 
 
—But if the manure is mature enough  
 
—If the sowing of the stigmata is stabat mater and one 
dogma plops another 
 
—Lie down with that dogma and you'll get up with its 
ideas 
 
—So if socialism is cinema 
 
—If bliss is barter 
 
—If it's getting Gertie's garter 
 
—You mean Martha rather 
 
—That gutter mother cutter 
 
—But why bother 
 
—Pass the butter  
 
—Toast 
 
—Toast yes but why is breakfast always alas so 
sandwichless 
 
—Hmmph the sandwich is not breakfast appropriate not 
even the one with Eisenstein in which you were the 
middle portion the said ingredient the third face of the act 
the part that must be hidden seclude-lidded  
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—The sandwich exists to couch what is within i.e. what is 
disgusting  
 
—We were the outer the fore skin you were naught but the 
conceal-meal the cache-gash the smegma-segment 
 
—I wish I had cut off your crusts 
 
—I often wonder is the crust cut off of the sandwich or is 
the crust cut off to create the sandwich which comes first 
 
—I was the slutmeat twixt your slathered slices  
 
—Which is subsequent to which I ponder 
 
—Your menage a manna  
 
—That whole cause effect quandary quashes me quite 
 
—I was the stiffie in your staff of life 
 
—By george it gulpers me it leaves me aghast at gathers 
end 
 
—The heart of your hungrybun your heapin'-hung hoagie  
 
—No wonder clocks often rhymes with paradox and 
sometimes time even rhymes with rhyme itself and by the 
bye it was me me I was the bungburger in your bleedin’ 
brioche of buggery 
 
—The loser in your loaf of love 
 
—Ah but hunkybunky here we are buttering ours in  
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morn-glorious aftermath of that behemoth hump huzzah 
once more we've survived the Slav and all his perversions 
his worst cuts and quirks are cued for exit who cares 
anymore how his taunts and sneers infected Martha and 
her peers oh dear oh dear it’s no smear on our appearance 
if we stayed clear of that calamitous allegiance I hereby 
swear and declare that overthrown is the reign of 
Eisenstein again we are enthroned the Czars of our chairs 
it's here it’s now it’s brekfy-poo déjà-vu it's me and you 
Bosie-boo 
 
—Here we are in our nook with napkins and nosh and 
enough knives to cut the nestling out of it right heart 
 
—Aware as we are from the start that these nestled teacups  
are traps meant to ensnare our birds in mid-twig song  
 
—But what if we don’t want to birdysee birdysing what if 
all we want to do is to sustain a rigor mortis of logorrhea 
hear hear 
 
—A polymorphous of patter 
 
—An empty intercourse of chatter 
               
—What does it matter head on a platter scitterscattter the 
alternative is too alliterative anyway 
 
—That’s what you get with that ichysaurus Oscar for a 
father  
 
—You get a word posing as a quote  
 
—A quote licked in all the right know-holes 
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—Wit is the art of licking quotes from the right blow-holes  
 
—The lickwit must tongue-rote the quote-slit 
 
—The horror quote the horror how witty 
 
—Witiness is just alliteration with tits  
 
—Tits tuts it's the withness that wants the withheld I mean 
the lacknot can never know the extent to which his hold 
will throw the old hobnob higher than even he can go and 
still maintain his witness to the throne below 
 
—You mean the stone below the name that rots in peace  
 
—No it's the withness that withholds everything we lack 
it's not the lack that holds the with-it unless it wants to be 
without it in which case it would want to be you and me 
 
—But why 
 
—But sophistry but cherry ripe's the cry yond country lass 
was laid for two and when her menses was overdue the 
milkmaid paid the shoe  
 
—But Martha laid our day her stations of the cross were 
the 3 or 4 meals she set us breakfast being the first 
scourge was the sweetest sweet the crucis scissors poised 
to cut her crust in two and when the tosh was toast her 
maidenhead swelled with all the morgue-mold red-road 
that goes to golgotha 
 
—Butter breakfast than toast when you come to that post 
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—But breakfast is the mother of home and doors it's the 
breaklock that heals us safe from all outward forms of 
ourselves those outward alien intruders who would crash 
crash I say the very dash of our hyphen hymens and 
corrupt the sacred sources of our secret sorbets why the 
very crown tomb of our existence depends upon this 
riotous seasoning this condiment we call breakfast 
without breakfast we would be the barest airbound beast 
in the field the grass why the seedling foundling would be 
more fair than we ever were 
 
—And that must be why we find the lawn strewn with fetch 
each dawn and why Martha swept them up and baked them 
in a pie and why she went insane  
 
—A pie packed with fetch a fetch pie but why why 
 
—I saw her hair was unfetched it hung in strays unbalanced 
dangling everywhere 
 
—And yet it must aspire to find itself in half and more 
 
—Her mind has abandoned her to her hair and therefore 
we too can consign her to Eisenstein and his kind 
 
—How slum we are with both him and her how kin 
 
—Oh no we could never sprawl so late so latter-stayed and 
all  
 
—But I must say how numb of us how nugatory of us how 
null beneath the narrow knife of now to stall 
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—How new of us to lie so aligned and calm until the kill 
can come and shank its fill within our own spill-gore 
 
—Oh I'm slime-allure to the fact that we must find our 
future our days of nowhere here 
 
—Heretoprior to our former entente treason entered the 
mouth orificing us as if to say that Martha our Martha is 
pregnant with Raskolnikov’s idiot child because 
Eisenstein has destroyed our supine Anglican lawn our 
prone Eden our sprawl Albion our Baskerville hound-
home our island-down demesne our demi-zone 
  
—Not to mention our essence-past peace prostrate Jack 
the Ripper Dorian Gray's Sherlock Holmes rolling her 
royal highness holiness governess over the counterpane 
bedsprain in the Curious Plot of the Chamberpot the 
plight troth of two poets Fred Douglas and Livvie 
Custance how can they I mean we survive the durance 
confluence insistence how can we last the taste of its 
ichorous linger whenever we kneel to lick up its footprints 
in the endless vast-hell mall the palladium the Victorian 
Walk of Fame its pavement crawl 
 
— But Eisenstein has done more than simply destroy us he 
has dostoy-destroyed us taken our destruction down to 
the most Dostoyevskian of levels he has DOSTOYED us 
 
—Pass Lady Bracknell the cucumber dildo     
 
—But does our descent create another cut of the knife a 
mother cut of the knife Bracknell the modern Madonna 
Ibsen's Nora abandoning her litter in a bedsitter slitter 
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—Announcing a new nude of the knife a nude mode of the 
knife that cuts my plot-twist in half 
 
 —I see her descend to find herself in half like the birth of a 
sever cleaver a serial killer skewer for the televiewer 
 
—The plot-twist must always be a birth clicker-cloned on 
loan from channel to channel it's like the way my prostate 
twists when Agatha Christie fists me you me so childless 
for our lives we must substitute something what is that 
substance we need what do we need 
 
—The asscrack of existence the startled essence the grasp-
intuit the fruit-clust just hanging there in reiterative space 
 
—Space in spades space in speeds plunge-space lung-
space  that's what we need isn't it for the maternal tit to 
hitch its bridge toward t'other shore where you and I are 
running away with Martha and Eisenstein as a kind of 
climax to the cuts that occur in this false partition indeed 
this true parturition but what child could be born from 
that flight that halfless elopement of tropes in motion 
 
—The child born to bear the future where Martha the 
peasant and Eisenstein the moviemaker kiss the kibosh on 
us aristocrats and poets they flourish where we fail 
 
—Tropes in motion those montage-trips across the moon 
in search of what 
 
—If you and I are really as half-pent as that then the 
intrique the olio between us should be curtailed it should 
be cut 
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—How nail how cuticle of us to cut a path in the descent or 
at least to last as long as this toast does in the mouth 
before another oath secures its aftermath encore 
 
—Encore thou sayest it encore   
 
—Run the vid-again so we can memorize the movie in our 
head and pay its apathy galore before the very torrid lash 
of its denouement must put us in mind of our midst  
 
—I mean in midst of our mind 
 
—I mean or else because let's face it Bosiebosh it's 1910  
and Ezra Pound is busy uninventing us  
 
—Since time is the ripening of inversions  
 
—Time for us is doom and thus our breakfast presents its 
daily drollery of dawdledom 
 
—Its dalliance doles out the facile vomit time will omit as 
the century comes to matter and we don't 
 
—Will I have to omit the O's the Oscar-Olive I love 
 
—Don't worry they'll do it for you their anti-androgeny 
will murder millions in order to kill the oneness we share 
 
—Hard that's what they want the priapic the image fixed in 
its seig-heil salute 
 
—All us meltwork Symbolistes had better slither back 
behind the wall of One Nine Oh Oh or else face the worst 
and what is the worst an apropos disposal by the retro-
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tigers abhoring us exclusively as if no other verse 
exercised their reign or thrust their wrath-and-wrought 
high enough 
 
—Exiled lest we spoil their gird word its rigid referent its 
rightness its Imagist lust to be least 
 
—Lust yes but lust for the least among us oh Martha if only 
you hadn't abandoned us amidst our hedges and heaves 
she leaves Livvie she leaves 
 
—Shh Bosie if only the slave-squattles of our all too 
virginal void-a-terre had been blotter enough for her 
sparse-self  
 
—If she could have perched her parse-sob against the past 
we patch with painful angst-parts how stuporous she 
could have been allayed she could have found peace there 
in all 
 
—If she had only allowed us to devolve to her station to 
take on her thankless rank and see-to her attributes of 
unworldliness and safety-match smudges on her cheeks 
a'mornings  
 
—And yet my pet can you blame her defection to film film 
is so tactile so erectile compared to us 
 
—Film is so endless in its quest to be Christ but it can 
never resurrect our wrist-bonds our bracelet-trysts  
 
—If Martha had only foreseen how been-to her debut role 
of screengrind would be and how the marquee feeds 
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would bleed her name in ads fanned with future fads and 
offends 
 
—How thoroughfare her eyes would flare with fame-some  
wonders day each night attends lockdoor previews of 
 
—How stranded the queue of all aisles is how her co-stars 
will pant out of breath in her closeups how her mask will 
gape and drop when the lens strangles her eyelashes 
 
—But actors counteract all such scold threats don't they 
yes isn't that why they hold their profiles up to shield their 
faces 
 
—How her devotees dog her apogee how her audience is 
like every other audience a lynchmob wearing haloes 
 
—How her stardom is payment deferred to her beauty how 
its anomaly revives the thrall with each throe-no 
 
—How it survives the vile swerve of her servile days with us 
 
—How Hollywood survives our heritage of hindermok 
 
—Rome will not follow our downfall example 
 
—There'll be no rip in the stockstrip footage 
 
—No stop in the still 
 
—And all because we lack the camera's imperial focus its 
aimed maneuvers on track to scope each pore's repertoire 
of zoom 
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—Does a zoomshot delay doom 
 
—As we dolly down the days to pandeath 
 
—To us Pan is a god and not a filmshot  
 
—Speaking of gods deistic coups de corps in real life Lord 
Alfred and Lady Douglas did have a child a myth  
to milk themselves dry a bairn to wean their wane with 
 
—Do we know anything about him other than he was 
theirs no doubt of his parentage I suppose 
 
—Well he oozed from Olive and she was rather the tomboy 
type Athena it could have been like father like daughter a 
headlonger  
 
—A browbirth the usual Zeus-accouchement 
 
—The Olympian-ovarian method  
 
—A caesarean haircut  
 
—Speaking of haircut if you cut off your hair 
 
—He cuts off his ear  
 
—If you cut off your nose 
 
—He cuts off his head 
 
—Never play Chicken with Van Gogh you can't win  
 
** 
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                                               WHO'S THERE? 
 
                                 (A PLAY FOR TWO SENTRIES) 
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* 
NOTES: 
 
 
The two sentries should be young, i.e. interchangeable. 
 
The action is extempore, but should include a parody of 
close-order drill, plus other charades of alertness and 
rigidity: or conversely languishings of slumpish 
slackitude; all the posings typical of guard duty. Frequent 
halts for emphasis; circlings in place; foot-shuffles and 
feints. They should use whatever weapons they bear to 
scratch themselves occasionally. 
 
The actors should remember that nightshift are so bored 
normally that sometimes they tend to exaggerate their 
least movements, and to respond to each whisper in the 
distance as if it were an opportunity for heroism. Mostly 
however it's boredom, automaton time, lockstep 
infinitum. 
 
The actors should be armed at all times, but the weapons 
they carry or brandish or wave around or balance on their 
noses should be exchanged at random from an on-stage 
pile of rifles, pistols, swords, bazookas, slingshots, etc. 
These ad lib switches can be snatch-quick or picky-picky 
slow. 
 
_______ 
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(The sentries are guarding a silo: full of harvest it looms in 
back, rising out of sight. Sometimes its half-circle mass 
expands extrudes to push the sentries forward or apart, 
then retracts: these swellings and recedings are random, 
the actors never known when they will occur.) 
 
—There's a certain sound the silo 
makes when it's full 
crammed within an arc of its life 
 
—With an arc of its life it creaks me 
though not a creak really 
more of an exclamatory sigh a 
non-drawn-out sigh 
a short sigh if a sigh can ever be short 
 
—A short sigh would be a broken sigh 
cut-off severed hurt 
a curt sigh 
curtailed by the realization that it may 
go on too long 
and in fact 
a sigh is always too long for its intention 
it exceeds its meaning 
like the silo 
it is both full and overfull 
both sated and devastated-sated 
 
—You mean it exaggerates its status of satedness 
its fate of satisfaction 
the father that settles its heart 
 
—But is it full now 
did it emit the gasp-sound it issues when 



 50 

the last grain that can gain plenitude 
has dropped into the gullet of it is 
the harvest all the way in repletely 
packed 
 
—I don't know 
it's so slight a sound and then 
doing these evening rounds there are all 
the other sounds one never notices 
during the day 
sounds that the evening allows to come near 
day no longer holds them at bay 
their unaccustomedness causes one to suddenly hear 
them 
clearly and more attentively when normally 
during the day 
the waking hours they're never heard at all 
 
—You're saying the waking hours are when 
we hear what's here but 
the sleeping hours we hear what's there 
 
—But of course we're never here to hear 
what's here our tour of duty begins in the latter 
the tour hours of our duty each evening stand guard 
around the silo stand still and listen 
to our hearts beat at the entrance 
and therefore in consequence 
these enter hours are the ones in which our ears 
incur the sounds day 
debars from the dayshift 
the rumble of daily business is a wall 
that holds off all such anomalous sounds 
which we the nightshift might 
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experience as interference if we let ourselves 
 
—You're implying we're more disloyal than the day 
less dutiful 
we're distractable in a way dayshift is not 
we're spellbound else-bound by 
untoward noises that take our mind away 
from what the silo is saying right now if we 
could only hear 
if we could only turn 
our antennae truly 
totally toward 
that murmurous substance 
of subsidence 
 
—Subsidence is a word 
invented by silence 
that is to say by silo 
 
—The sift-sounds of its slightly shifting essence 
the sibilance of its grains trickling 
ever-so-seepingly downward inward 
the sub-audible vortexing of its volume 
shouldn't we be indexing those 
minuscule upheavals and reversals 
 
—But why heed those chaff-seeds 
I disagree 
aren't we focus facing what 
we're supposed to train 
our eyes and ears on 
the appalling incursion of the unknown 
the possible attack that can occur only 
from that direction with which the wind 
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will approach us bearing realities 
not drafts of drift of mind-rift 
not stray straws not 
detritus upswept aloft 
in uncaught thought 
 
—Our back to its hull 
our back to intact it 
protect with our inch of life this fragile 
pubile silo 
 
—The one inch their bayonets and bullets 
will never penetrate 
the final inch of our resolution 
 
—The inch we call spine will tall repel all invaders 
our spine will climb and intertwine with 
the vertical slats and ribs of this 
quintessential silo until 
the dayshift relieving us finds 
our boots yawning 
backboneless below 
 
—Our genuflecting boots will nod 
up at us from down there where we are now 
they little know how soar we'll grow 
how stronghold our steel 
how high our achilles soul 
how the coup of our resistance 
can grope upward upward to shield 
to shed this apex cupola opus tall 
to hide our assigned topthrall 
 
—Glory over all 
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but they do say sounds 
travel further at night 
 
—But you can see further in day 
 
—What about taste and touch and smell 
why don't they have a spell 
when they are further 
it's not fair that sound and sight have 
interregnums that augment their reach 
shouldn't each 
of the five senses have their own 
spree of freedom from the 
limitations that hem us in and 
limn us so endlessly 
so unenduringly 
is there no respite space 
no alleviationspan 
 
—No interval 
to withal the usual 
shortfall glory over all 
 
—Let's have a leave for each sense 
a release clause from the nausea 
of commonfate fortuity 
each of the senses should be 
allowed to roam wild or 
better yet better yet they 
should be given a rest they 
should be allowed to sleep on 
a predetermined schedule while 
the others keep watch and so 
the ears patrol the eyes snooze as 
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the skin stands up on-call 
on-parade prick-alert 
look tastebuds sink in hibernate till 
the nasal receptors prepare their snare 
allow each sense sway to lay its tripwires 
secure all perimeters 
surveil and fold the others in its squad 
the other organs of gorge 
its sister outlets of intake 
 
—Sensory stations switching off and on 
their sensor lights ablink in sequence 
fallow fallow is the lullaby they cry 
as they follow one another's abeyance 
into the dwindle distance 
 
—The body is tuned down low now 
no tremor wakes the dog of time 
no rousers growl engarde today 
there is no enemy 
 
—And yet we stay glory over all 
 
—We stagnate stall and let all the wheat rot 
why not 
 
—The people cry for food 
not beautiful sounds 
and we 
we hide inside this kaleidoscope we call our rounds 
 
—Guards are their rounds 
the sentrified eye is always 
ready I mean already 
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already beyond what it sees 
 
—Already around the corner 
already round the bend we 
elongate the warp of our sight 
we seek to vise our vision there 
to stretch the stare that cannot share its end 
 
—Wrangled in those tangles 
thwart-intent 
at last we're welterbent we're sent we're shot 
into obscene fractured shapes 
look the apparitions of our weaving 
marchhalt our heilhalt 
the cornerqueue we enter 
constantly broken on the wake 
of our tracks look our footprints splay 
they scatter like party favors 
a birthday party hacked to riches by 
our sabers 
 
—The candles on the cake 
riot and rake 
their flames across 
our strobessence 
our youth in years is weaned away by this 
bad annual ritual 
 
—Our scabbards flare 
as neighbors raise high 
the overstalking cry 
they scream the infant high 
in whose wake we die 
his solitary slice is crumbling by 
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he is why we shoot holes into the silo each hour 
so the flour 
can flow out and fill his birthday bake 
 
—The cornhole that makes him whole 
is born from this corncrake 
 
—That cram-it jelly he spit- 
fellates until it 
spills its pit 
puts its plate down here oh glory over all 
 
—The wheat that beats his meat the mash 
the grain contained in this silo all of it 
is it tumescent tits enough 
is it hymeneal meal enough to raise 
this little birthbugger up 
 
—I guess it's ass and gash enough to guzzle our guts with 
 
—Its trifle tripe is what we stuff our rifles with 
 
(Pause. The sentries' rounds may take them behind the 
silo, out of sight; some of the dialogue may have to be 
shouted around its oval sidecurves. They stop 
occasionally to fire their weapons into the silo, or slash at 
it with their bayonets. Their uniforms seem generic, 
wheatcolored.) 
 
—So here we are again 
bound to these rounds 
servile to the silo 
subserviant to our service 
duty calls the bugle reveille and 
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we attend 
 
—Ah where 
it's like those bonfires in the dark out there 
they're lit to let the harvest continue 
constantly day and night to extract its yield 
before the first frost 
they garner all that's there for our silo here 
 
—Ah where 
but are they bonfires for harvest sake 
or the aftermath of rock-a-tomic missiles 
that rose up red from other silos 
 
—And who's to say our silo is not a similar 
wielder of scimitars 
another provider of those homestead wars 
 
—Nonsense you can see the corn-ears 
poking their shucks their callingcard husks 
out through the slats and bars and ricks 
of our crib-cage silo 
 
—Camouflage camouflage 
do you imagine they are unable 
to disguise 
their WMDs 
 
—How could they disguise their wombs 
 
—Not wombs babe 
I said bombs 
 
—I thought you said WMBs wombs 
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—Wombs 
bombs 
we're helpless against either 
 
—Fate has filled our pocket with rockets 
bazookas shoot their boners at us 
their dice dissect the sky 
they vanish into the toss-play the heaven-arching odds 
of gods if gods could count 
 
—But when the coin is crossed the longshot staked 
everything the silo looks like could be fake 
all its resemblances could be 
false displays 
 
—The Commander warned us against wombs 
 
—The Commander warned us against everything 
 
—Let's not blame him if everything 
conceals itself as everything else 
just because every grid of the silo is packed 
with what looks like growth doesn't mean 
that it's not growth but death we're guarding 
with the rest of our lives 
 
—Death is all the rest of our life has left to guard 
 
—Death is the rest our left of life guards itself for 
 
—Left to itself glory over all 
death is the life glory over all 
all guards rest against in the end 
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—Death is the end 
against our guard 
unless its rest 
its leftover is life 
 
—But is death the one out there 
the one whose names we know 
back-attack Jack 
go-throat Joe 
sic-him Jim 
 
—Or is he the calm invader who always 
waits too long before the door 
is he the shy tie-twirler or 
the lunge lover the silent caller or 
is he the serenader whose sidle-song 
belightbulbs our sight and since 
nightshift extends the restive sense 
of its endlessness we feel its distance 
more closely than day does 
we suffer more than they 
 
—But day does in its way its 
outerfuge of brightness lets 
it suffer sub suffer sigh suffer so 
inwardly with no night it dies 
without a word to signify to dignify its loss 
 
—Dayshift is so mysterious 
do you think they speak of us 
as often as we conjure them 
probably not 
one projects them as busier somehow 
less time on their hands to speculate and fantasize 
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to notice how the creases in their uniforms 
are more painful than sleep 
 
—Nightshift is conducive to dreaming 
marching back and forth to test 
ourselves against 
the silo leaves 
us susceptible 
mesmerize dreamstate unaware 
ungeared 
ungrounded we're 
in a fog against this place 
any enemy any ersatz ergot any 
fugue of fungus and rot that wants 
to seep in at us can do it 
 
—Offguard against the age 
the forgotten plague 
forgotten how in vain 
how obliviously how obligingly we 
practice aim our spiffy weapons 
even if we nonchalant the event even if 
we proclaim its exit in the end 
night bears itself less rigid than day does 
less parade 
less stiff 
 
—The day guys are probably combing 
their hair out of their eyes right now 
we did didn't we before saluting salaaming 
into our slot 
 
—We must assume that they like us 
comb the hair  
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out of their eyes prior 
to duty since 
it always seems to be in the way 
preventing us from gaining the vantageview 
attaining our vigil renewal 
 
—They're combing the hair 
out of their eyes and they're here 
 
—They're not here yet glory over all 
 
—Let's grant them a lull a wish to get the last 
strands the stubborn wisps and wasps the stings out 
of their eyes but then imagine 
the crowning touch 
the way they sort of whisk their combs 
back into the blouse pocket 
think of that brisk disposal 
that doffing of the comb 
the way they shed it from the hand 
a model of economy 
a gesture that says disdain to gesture 
an effortless gesture that says my comb 
is returning home 
in it goes 
just a simple thrust 
no flick flicking about 
a quick in-insert 
the comb is home and I'm ready to assume 
 
—Assume the post 
port-arms 
at-ease 
attent-hut 
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but they're not here yet 
we still have the gap 
the grave of the night 
to navigate 
 
—We still have to still our nerves to shield close 
the harvest 
the womb we defend from hungry hordes 
who hush their horns in these small 
hours before dawn 
pale silence reigns for once 
even the hale harvesters out there 
are seen not heard 
for harvest time is hurry time 
there's a bare interim for the crops to be reaped 
all else is second 
children stay home from school to help 
they thrash they thresh the hellish heathen fields 
all night roving fires move 
through the dark like cursors on a corpse 
whose calendar is 
constrained to end when winter rears 
when time buries the plush patterns 
these seeds were thrust in 
so long-ago fore-dusted 
their youth their huskhood 
can you believe the becould 
these seeds have their own end 
even if humans weren't 
their propagation would 
blind path force path pathstood 
past any rows and lines 
we carve continue bare 
ground on ground blade 
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—Can't we likewise trace a grace 
period I want 
an interim like them 
I want a barely bit 
a short assert 
one brief scuffle in the dirt 
and time for sure 
time to bring our harvest to heaptime 
keeptime cup 
to gestate our dead 
deeptime up 
their mindless cycle 
sleeptime erupt 
to reap their wreak their reap-reward 
 
—Reap 
reap glory over all 
keep the balers combing 
the thatch-sheaved fields 
go skim the shears from the old 
mark your engines hold 
their gnawprows through 
those gold-tasseled rows 
 
—The stalks all keep 
their kernals queued for 
the reaper's inscoop maw 
 
—Watch them chomp the crumbs they comb 
 
—The comb of course is a male 
utensil 
men alone comb 
women don't comb their hair 
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in fact they leave combs 
in their hair 
as if the comb were 
a mere ornament 
and not an instrument 
of power 
because the comb is meant 
to comb to commit 
the active verb of combing 
that's why the tines the teeth 
are there 
to separate the hair 
to cleave it 
unclump it cleft it 
to clear it of the clutter 
to clean the head up there for thought 
 
—Only where the combplow 
goes can thought grow 
only where the comb cuts swath 
can thought find its path 
 
—Wield that blade let it wade 
keep it poking 
through the pomade 
 
—The comb is a male mode I mean 
it's nature isn't it 
coxscombs 
roosters 
it's natural men with their combs 
women have wombs we 
have combs 
finetoothed combs we bear 
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fine 
toothed 
forget your vagina dentata 
we gape with upper teeth 
top teeth 
each time we feel the tine truth slide over 
our skulls we're calmed 
 
—Because the comb claims our hand 
and trains our mind we can 
commit the crimes we must as males 
perform 
 
—We accessorize these 
atrocities 
with simply a common comb 
 
—With a comb in our name 
we're never to blame glory over all 
 
—What is the first thing we're taught to do 
after a rape after we run a rape-light what 
did dad warn us to do first thing what 
that's right to comb our hair it's normal 
it's like yoga breathing the combing 
calms you down unsnarls your chokeholds 
I mean your chokras culminate don't they 
in that topknot-twirl atop your head 
 
—That's why soldiers are culled from the young 
old means bald 
we're recruited while 
we still have hair 
hair is de rigeur 
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—You're right there 
the combing clamps us down and preps us 
before the mirror we're 
poised boyish for the next spruce act 
of sporticide 
ready to bide-obey 
to ride away to go 
murderslaughterrape 
motherdaughterfoe  
 
—The comb can lend 
a hand to our offend 
it has its way it holds its own 
it makes its mock amend glory over all 
 
—Combessence is the marrow 
of a man 
the mark of his mack 
I comb my crack 
with a lit fuse 
the demolitionist shouts 
 
—My rambo comb can ram me home 
the assassin hums 
to his ingrown gun 
 
—The bombadier combs his bombs 
 
—The rifleman rifles his hair with shells 
 
—The saboteur stabs his coif 
with knife-time teeth 
knife-teen twenty teeth 
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—Armed with a comb 
we are immune 
to all the rumors of whom 
it is our medium our home 
the shelter shield between us 
and our consciences 
 
—Listen in the prisoncamp 
the detention torture rooms 
the jailors enjoy 
a fresh comb-caf after 
they punish the scum 
whose screams come 
to the rhythm of 
the comb 
 
—We cum 
each time we comb 
the jism from 
their jaws 
 
—The ream runs home 
the rapers reapers roam 
in heaves of harvest hair 
our torture tongs are there 
among those tongues of trim 
 
—The combs are there 
to console our dread 
to hank us from the brink 
they leave the head 
no thanks to think 
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(Pause. The sentries stop at times to kiss or hug the silo. 
They ejaculate on it, urinate, rub themselves against it. 
They hit it, they kick it. Gnaw at its protruding tubers. ) 
 
—The silo is a hole filled with half 
the whole is a fragment of us 
if we were whole it would be half 
 
—The enormous pasture that 
comes to graze on us the stubble 
that rests its growth in the midst 
of instances 
 
—And yet it can impose its glut 
it can rut its ruminant space 
its dirt rigged purpose 
its footless trail on us 
 
—Us who are its saviors glory over all 
 
—Doesn't it realize that we 
secure its essence immure 
its immortalities 
 
—We are its saviors true as always 
but who are we 
and which of us which individ-of-us 
today at dawn 
will be 
sacrificed to the hungry sun 
the granary sun 
the grating grinding sun 
whose turn will come 
I am afraid 
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that one of us must die 
his blood must seep beneath 
the silo soil to ensure 
its roots of continual 
communal 
renewal 
 
—Who's 
destined to die you or me 
but who are we anyway 
have we ever been here before 
 
—As the night goes on 
less and less is clear 
why are we posted here 
ostensibly we're 
the ones chosen to occupy 
this identity but why 
 
—I can remember less and less as 
the night progresses 
forgetfulness unseats the mind 
unsures the known 
what is the reason for 
this eye-all this endless espial of 
the grounds around us this pacing parade 
this hoisting of the rifle on 
the shoulder why this quest to see 
the enemy 
everywhere glory over all 
 
—Everywhere around us and in us too 
he crouches waiting for 
our stance to sag and stoop 
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our lance to slacken droop 
his chance to stage his coup 
 
—The enemy hungers our hunt 
he starves our stalk 
he famishes our feet 
he eats away our eyes 
 
—How we peer at everywhere 
for the peepholes of our gun-ward gaze 
how we steer the sleep of our lashes mire 
toward him and all his incursive choir 
his invasive baits that wait 
just beyond our scan our pan-sweep 
hear the scurve of his scorn as 
he takes a bead as 
he threads the crosshairs' head he 
aims his scissors thorns and scythes 
his arrow forms of life at us 
us who defend the within 
the shining crux of peace 
us who are all that stands 
between him and empire him 
and the sustenance that seethes 
behind us the crossroads held 
containment of the silo's gold 
the sustainments the aliments 
all of it's dependent on us it bends on us 
to sustain its virgo intacta fold its own 
its waist delicate as the corset 
of steel strands and coils the spiral 
girdlegirth that holds its stalks intact 
in earth 
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—Stalks nothing but stalks 
 
—A hunter stalks glory over all 
a sentry stalks too 
but a sentry is not a hunter 
a sentry is more a prey 
a prey that stalks 
 
—A sentry stalks himself 
he stalks his previous footsteps 
he seeks the pattern of his pace 
the purity of his place 
ours is a perfection performed 
second by second 
time upon time 
a metronome of sticklerism 
a schedule held to the breast 
the beating breast in stride 
our feet repeat their scheme 
patiently patiently we wait 
 
—A hunter waits 
but a sentry does not wait 
or if we wait we wait 
for nothing I mean the nothing we want 
to have happen on our watch 
if nothing happens then 
our stint was taskful our thrashful 
ruminations were true 
even the Commander must salute 
our roaming rank our 
forging file our 
questing queue 
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—If nothing happens on our shift 
after all that is its pursuit 
its purpose and nightshift of course 
nightshift less happens 
boredom is poured out steadily 
it is the spoil the goal we hold to 
 
—Our stroll our trek our track and back 
how our circling resists 
the arc of achievement it 
rebuffs climax 
climax is what a sentry prevents 
 
—Climax denouement 
and all the other clean-deaths 
that only happen upon 
the cliffs of resolution where 
the right fight is finished and 
lean actors of innocence learn 
its causative factor events 
but such occurances such accuracies 
are meant for film 
and not for us 
the movie finales the arc we start 
the bridge 
of sequence burns each frame 
cinema is the scorched earth 
policy the linear 
withdrawal of forces before 
the enemy time 
time parades way out past its future 
its ta ra boom de ay waits and waits 
for the provenance the holy 
deeds of its robo-killers its smart-bombs 
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it precedes its scenes 
 
—Drone cyborg or droid 
with nothing left to let us 
free of duty 
our silo could be empty 
for all we know 
 
—If we 
had names maybe 
maybe they would 'low us 
allow us to be glory over all 
 
—We need no names 
names are a burden 
if the enemy captured us 
our names would betray us 
better the numbers we wear 
bear up to that torture 
 
—If we had names we 
would have to give them to 
the enemy but 
anything that we can give 
the enemy is our enemy ergo 
our names are our enemy 
 
—We must sacrifice surrender 
and yet better 
our birthright namesake 
grants lucidity than we 
be without the elevation 
of the demon we call our name 
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—The cameraderie 
necessary for 
the nihilism we must summon 
from within our women 
to supplement our will 
the male nihil 
usually lacks enough elan 
though the cannonball's velocity stuns 
and the sharpshooter's eye evades 
the unknown always 
such nihilism needs 
nicknames not names 
names are impediments 
to the act we contemplate 
but nicknames are its aid 
 
—So true 
if I were to say to you 
Gerald Thompson 
kill that enemy infant 
you might hesitate but 
when I say hey Gutso off 
that brat you hop to it glory over all 
 
—Assuming my name was 
Gerald Thompson would stump me 
saddlehalt me in mid-strike 
but Gutso could complete that club 
execute that command 
impunity lack of complicity 
Gutso Gutso cues that kill 
Gutso wields that wound 
because the kill must be colloquial 
monosyllabical 
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—But even nicknames would end 
in empathy in effusion of 
our aims even they 
would drain us of purpose 
their jocularity would breed 
the inertia of high spirits 
bleed us of resolution 
even they 
would remind us of history 
etymology the root 
of names naming 
coinage cognomens 
the cupidity of the dictionary 
even they would betray us 
 
—Yes yes 
it's better if we're anonymous 
when the time comes 
 
—When the time comes 
it's better 
minus names glory over all 
 
—In fact the time comes 
with its own names 
to which ours 
would be barriers 
 
—Ours 
if they existed 
would only confuse us 
the orders must emerge from the mouth 
untainted by 
identity 
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—Each spoke-evoke of the mouth 
must bear the curse of its most recent kiss 
because the kiss is a prostitute 
it lures us 
like a silo full of sibilance 
when the wind blows 
and the unhusked saliva flows 
that's when the kiss grows to a hiss 
like a lisp of cornsilk gowns 
brushing the floor as 
those antique hoary Queens emerge 
from the door of the silo's tyrant tower 
 
—The highrise silo why do they build 
the silo like a pillar a phallic hill 
why such fraternizing 
should be forbidden don't 
you agree because because 
the kiss is like the kill 
colloquial nonverbal a mouthless 
monosyllable 
 
—If we 
could free 
ourselves from these gender 
these surrender roles 
 
—Which are we 
male or no 
creates the who 
we are 
our genes alone 
our chromosomes 
create these identities 
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but who are we 
who's there in here 
who's there 
even Hamlet 
begins with the sentry's 
cry who's there 
who's there echoes 
throughout Shakespeare 
every prayer 
Jesus in the garden on 
the cross cried 
who's there 
every entreaty of our 
existence bears 
its cry of who's there 
 
—If we could see the animal 
in our guts curse itself and die 
to absolve its enemies 
to nourish its heresies 
 
—Accomplishment is the ghoul 
with its goals manifestos and schools 
the Isms and Us'ns 
beneath whose flags 
we die 
in the name of They 
and I and We 
 
—Namelessness is the only 
unity we need between 
the hand and its weapon 
the sword and its hand 
the hand and its wield of old 
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the wield of old 
is all we hold 
 
—Can you shout the code the slogan bold 
I want to be 
a sentry like my father 
 
—Can you emit with exclamatory volume 
and vehemence 
I want to be 
a sentry like 
my father 
 
—Can I hit you mate 
 
—Can I bleed comrade 
 
—Forget our names 
we come with combs 
to kill the wombs 
that breed us feed us 
 
—Think of our barracks how 
it lies in sheath beneath the silo 
how we lie asleep in our bunks ranks 
as the tubes descend 
from the ceiling to feed us sieve love 
those snakelike rubber straws that dangle from 
above 
we feed on force 
we suck the dugs that dig 
our mugs our mouths 
our glugs of lungs 
how they plunge the pole 
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and drunge apart the hole 
that opens our pan 
 
—Dribbledown infusions of longstream go 
scattergrain rain the kibble 
in which we wallow shelter 
all day until the reveille-roll 
the clarion-call 
the roster-rooster has us up 
steady to stand the strains of our staunch stretch 
 
—I swear allegience to the Silo 
fealty to what feeds me 
its shield I'll be 
it shall vanquish all I know 
 
—Shall I let it languish no no 
 
—Its vegetating vigil is all the flag I need 
 
—It obviates my stead 
inundates my bread 
corresponds to 
my exactitude glory over all 
 
—Ubiquity ubiquity how praise thy thrall 
gunnysacks 
full of flayed seeds the goddess 
Ceres the mall of her spill 
the span of her rain 
 
—To be a silo hero 
when we know 
proximity to its still 
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is harmful for a male 
that's why it must be 
guarded so heavily 
because its nearness 
undoes us 
 
—Destroys us glory over all 
 
—It's not just 
because nightshift is quiet 
and therefore more dangerous 
than day no 
it's always it's all the shifts all the sentinal ranks 
must pay 
the ultimate fate 
each dawn the firingsquad waits 
to undo our duty 
to unwind our rounds 
 
—The circular the cyclical is 
the circumvention of the linear 
it takes root at a core 
to which all come 
commerce a clearing 
in the mass a marketplace or worse 
 
—Does this pile of food we guard 
deserve our ward 
 
—Does its remorseless 
retaliation 
recoil 
our mandate 
its special 
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envoy 
ceasefire 
our ceaseless 
—If we could desert our posts 
if we could quit this questless 
emergent march if we could rest if 
 
—Ultimate-uttermost most-worse 
this 
goddess goddess 
thy divagating entrances to the hall of 
all of thy glory over all  
 
—Thus the silo soliloquizes 
and say what it speaks is us 
and pray its monologue 
monopolizes our song 
our monotonous long 
our military slog 
this endless 
march 
 
—in the Iliad 
sentries are called mules 
as Aristotle notes 
in his Poetics without 
protest at the phrase 
mules 
mindless jackasses 
beasts with no will but pull 
and push 
subject to the donkeyish 
the crush 
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—Without protest 
without 
us 
 
(Pause. Throughout the play the sentries are shot at 
randomly by offstage forces. The unfortunate actors never 
know when such fusillades will occur. Bulletholes enter 
their bodies to release not blood, but spills of grain. They 
take no notice of these wounds: no halts in the dialogue, 
please.) 
 
 
 
 
________________ 
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