
 

     1 

 



 

2 

copyright art/text 2009 
 
by Bill Knott 



 

     3 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                         nine new sonnets and eleven old paintings 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                                            Bill Knott 



 

4 



 

     5 

POEM IN MOTIFS 
 
The window's clarity reflects upon 
the windowsill's clutter too brightly 
to be believed.  Each pane pleads show, 
don't tell.  Beyond this, what else exists— 
 
wishing the sun would set on his wrists, 
exsanguinate day with one fine slash 
like horizons married to shy bottles of wine 
whose red has not bled drybed as mine— 
 
As butterflies would appreciate slower 
yoyoes, so I wait draped to uncurt my span; 
I pay the fares of long forgotten trains. 
 
Peaks plunge, cloaked in precious parachutes; 
the soprano's single hairstrand stands on end. 
My words erase their typist's fingerprints. 
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SALOME SALAD 
 
these veils you shed 
make any eye 
weep their beauty 
even Herod cried 
 
striptease finished 
those whorls can spice 
like pearls of pubis 
the headiest dish 
 
every sainted john  
would love to sate 
his tongue in castrate 
communion on 
 
your bitter plate 
sweet onion 
 



 

8 



 

     9 

EMIGRATIQUE 
 
The Eskimos have 26 words for 
snow but none it seems for why 
the fuck are we freezing our ass 
off let's pack up and move south— 
 
Language presents its dislocations 
in the guise of placement where 
or there don't care, you're born to 
bear its limits its circumlocutions 
 
of impasse: am I less thwartitude  
than those furclad icebounders if 
I lack the discriminouns to name 
 
each hellflurry I see; numberless 
the environmentals of despair 
whose slim glaciers pen me here. 
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LIDCAM 
 
TV anchors should wear bibs in case 
the nonsense starts to dribble 
and splatter, or the sense utter a moan, 
while zodiacs weep on the clocks behind them. 
 
Those clocks—have you noticed?—show 
how excitingly time varies with distance, 
as opposed to any human heartbeat's 
hometown-like monotony— 
 
Starlets loll across windshields, 
the police freeze in profile. 
I am your tease-host, they glimmer. 
 
Have you noticed? CSI props down 
each corpse's eyelid with a zoom-lens. 
They say you can see everything that way. 
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ADMASS (enneasyllabics) 
 
The comet whose path is contentment 
can seldom appear: compared to it 
Halley's daily. What eye flared to it 
espies that rarest speck in the spent 
 
of space debris, moonspat asteroid 
magi orbit-site Bethlehem by, 
bauble the Hubble holds in gem-high 
illumination. What vocation void 
 
I have to pray for that view ray caught 
by two poets I admire, new converts 
Karr and Wright. Well may they sing as sought 
in such light, but I will not pay church 
 
however witchburn-bright that tailsphere 
nails our night with its sales pitch Christ Here. 
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MOON AND HUE  
 
The ancients leave us linear— 
those immolation angels wear 
their serenity Eden: my eyelid 
cannot shake off the lassitude 
 
of longitudes all gone, some 
semaphore one called home, 
map scrawled on white butterflies 
impaled by antlers.  Paradise. 
 
Write more that I may pursue 
your Hermes’-sperm and spend 
its message both-forth the send 
 
way that sign-language is hand- 
tinted; as I am tinged by you in 
sun and shade, or moon and hue. 
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BURIAL SCENE 
 
On this shoveled open edge 
On this lip of all our dreads 
 
Earth seems almost at balance 
With its contending elements 
 
The sun the cloud the wind the soil 
All four exert an equal pull 
 
So when the coffin enters 
It presents no dissenters 
 
Dressed in empty suitclothes 
All mourners are scarecrows 
 
Too far apart each one stands 
So when they reach out hands 
 
They can barely brush their 
Limp glovetips against each other 
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EN PASSANT 
 
above our toes is where 
we like to be below our hair 
but are we really there 
the occasions rare 
 
I keep my whatstabs in the air 
hoping that others might 
agree with me despite 
the whywounds they bear 
 
on every chance we meet 
our lives dispersed as days 
I keep hoping the street 
will kindly go with us a ways 
 
before resuming its maintenance 
of the distance 
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LAST ON EVERY LIST 
 
Each schoolroom tells them who they are, 
But rollcall always goes too far 
 
So what boy listens any more 
Beyond his own responsive roar— 
 
If names get lost in roster blur 
The zed lad's shout may not occur: 
 
Throughout that endless classmate choir 
His final voice will still aspire. 
 
Like him the poet waits aware 
He'll harken heed all others there 
 
While he of course remains obscure, 
His word ignored and ergo pure: 
 
Unheard it screams in every ear 
Its absent claim of being "Here!" 
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note: 
 
the sonnets are all new, finished within the last year or so— 
 
(earlier versions of a couple may have appeared elsewhere, but these 
are (hopefully) finals—) 
 
* 
 
the "paintings" are older—  
 
mixed media all of them, primarily gouache— 
 
* 
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