
 
this is a selection of the few prose poems and song lyrics I've written over the 
years— 
 
it was appended to my Collected Poetry print edition, 
 
but I've removed it from there and am publishing it here as a pdf chapbook— 
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Intro Notes to the prose poems: 
 
When I began writing in the early 1960s the prosepoem was not yet in vogue, but 
during that heady decade it rose in popularity until I too succumbed to its allure 
and wrote a few for my first book published in 1968— 
 
but I have barely done any since then. 
 
* 
Then of late I have been collating various vanity volumes, categorizing myself for 
penitence. 
 
Hence this gathering of "prosepoems"— 
 
which I hate to write.   
 
* 
To me in my writing a prosepoem is a failed poem, a poem which should be in 
verse but isn't, due to my incompetence or stupidity  
 
(gee, if that's true, you'd think I would have written nothing BUT prosepoems!)— 
 
* 
Obviously I speak only of my own personal practice and preference, because— 
 
Needless to say, great poets from Baudelaire to Franz Wright have created literary 
masterpieces in this form. 
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from MORE TIPS FOR TEENS (prosepoem) 
 
 
Another fun date for you and your guy is to go down to the Marriage Licence Bureau at City 
Hall: Get in line, get your application form, then sit at one of the nearby tables with the other 
couples who are busy filling out their applications.  Now comes the fun part of the date: 
looking at the parade of kooky couples who are getting hitched.  They're unbelievable!  
Mismatched is no word for it: short ones with tall ones, fat ones with thin ones, old with 
young, all the weirdest combinations you could think of.  It's the funniest show in town! 
When you and your date's sides ache from laughing and you're ready to go — pretend to have 
an argument.  Scream louder and louder at each other until everyone in the whole Marriage 
Licence Bureau room is looking at you.  Then your guy should stand up, rip up his application 
form, throw it down on the table, and run out "in a huff."  Then you just throw your face 
down on the table and pretend to sob your heart out.  Rejoin your beau outside and you both 
can say you've had a really unique date.  P.S.: This will also let him know where the Marriage 
Bureau is when the time comes for him to pop that certain question to you! 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 4 

MY FAVORITE ANGEL 
 
My favorite angel is the one who has the power to restore sight.  She's about 21 years old and 
has this long glowy hair, and always wears these purewhite clothes.  Rilke described angels as 
"bright souls without any seams" which beats to hell anything I could come up with.  She has 
the power to restore people's sight.  Just by touching their eyelids with her fingertips.  Then 
when they open their eyes, they see her—and are immediately struck blind again, she's such a 
radiance innocence etcetera young angel, about 21 years old . . .  
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VISION (prosepoem) 
 
If I could only blank it out, every bit of it, all the past, all my stupidities my hapless behaviours 
and failures in detail, if I could forget the closeups of those endless humiliations, especially the 
faces of everyone who rightfully reproached me with disgust and contempt, who censured me 
with disdain scorn disapproval, all the people with their glaredowns and gloats, browscolds 
and sneers, the way all those faces looked as they made known to me how shameful, how 
small and inadequate I was and still am. . . .  The fact that they will die too is no consolation, 
because they will not die with me on their minds whereas I will see a montage panorama go-
round of their faces as I lie heaving for a last rale of air: their frowns will fill my eyes with all. 
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HEGEMONY (prosepoem)  
 
In school kids would stand in back of me and stick two fingers up behind my head to make 
the class laugh.  Or so I was told.  I took their word for what had occurred and that it was 
universal.  Due to its process, I could not witness what had really happened or what it meant, 
what made it funny.  And I still don't know, even today: but I can feel them back there, 
forefinger, middlefinger, ready to poke their putdown up for the world to jeer me.  That V 
looms always, that rabbit-ears or peace-sign or whatever scourge stigmata I pledge it to 
represent; but what hurts most is, I know that victorious viciousness only by inference, only 
by report: I can never spin fast enough to catch a glimpse of it.  I've never been able not once 
to see this joke my entire life has suffered the hands of.  That's the worst part of this endless 
humiliation: that I have to take it on trust, that I have to believe in it blindly. 
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HOMICIDAL DOMICILE II: NIGHT OF THE NO-PAR 
     (prosepoem) 
 
     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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THE WOULDBE NONCHALANT (prosepoem) 
 
I try to shrug it off, but when my shoulders poke themselves up to form the shrug they get 
stuck, and I slump down trapped inbetween these shoulder-peaks; so I live in the valley of a 
shrug, in its perpetual shadow. 
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AFTER THE BURIAL (prosepoem) 
 
After the burial I alone stood by till 2 workmen came to shovel the dirt back into the hole.  
There was some left over, the dirt she'd displaced, and they wheelbarrowed it off.  Drawn, not 
knowing why, I followed at a distance.  Coming to a secluded backlot, they dumped it, then 
left.  I walked over.  It made a small mound.  And all around her, similar mounds. Pure cones 
of joy!  First gifts from the dead!  I fell to my knees before it, and fell forward on my hands 
into it . . . to the elbows, like washwater. . . .  For the first time, I became empty enough to cry 
for her. 
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STORY (prosepoem) 
 
I love the books of X, and read them immediately they're published, and re-read them 
constantly—you might say I live for the written works of X—I've never met X, never wrote a 
fan letter, never lined up for a signed copy, I'm just one more nameless faceless faraway 
idolizer of X— 
 
Then, fetish-fantasizing, I realize that X, being younger than me, will probably write and 
publish at least one or two books after I've died—the thought of which is unbearable. I can't 
countenance it. It drives me crazy: 
 
Me, the ideal reader of X! I am the one for whom X wrote those books, etc . . . 
 
Ergo, the only solution is for me to murder X, thereby ensuring that the final [posthumous] 
books of X will appear while I'm still alive—! how I'll relish those last pages of X, there in my 
Death Row cell. 
 
And now through the years my public defender exhausts court appeals or wrangles another 
stay of execution, I linger here in the long luxury of reading and re-reading the Complete 
Works of X. 
 
Note: 
I refute the accusation of the Prosecution that X doesn't exist, that in fact I am the one who 
wrote those books using the pseudonym of X, and that my unfortunate victim (whose body 
was never found) was indeed an innocent attendee at that Adult Illiteracy Education class the 
night of the so-called fatal incident, and not, as I claimed (and still believe), X, X the guilty 
one, X the culprit, X who escaped after cleverly planting all that false circumstantial evidence 
which led the jury to wrongly convict me! I know you're alive, X, in secret hiding, fake ID'd, 
assuming yourself—you're out there right now reading this, aren't you, gloating, plotting to 
publish your next book under the pen-name of 'Bill Knott'! Well, you won't get away with it. 
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VACATION DESTINATION (prosepoem) 
 
   They were cabinets in secret, the trees—they kept their contents hidden, often—except in 
winter and even then to some degree what occurs in trees is often hidden; leaves cover the 
birds and squirrels in season, not to mention the ants and grubs and other creatures inhabiting 
and traversing trunks and branches; and all the agonizingly slow activity of budding and 
blooming and then decaying their leaves is not strictly visible to the eye . . . cabinets are often 
made of wood, of trees' flesh.  Also paper that produces the poem whose contents are also 
often hidden even or especially to the person who writes it—is a list necessary. Not knowing 
is what, enough?  But is not knowing what you're writing and acknowledging your inability to 
list its contents in any coherent or manageable progression of language thoughts, is that 
enough, or is it only a simulacrum, a "nuff" of the enough that should accompany the poem 
or indeed compose the poem— 
 
   They wept openly as the coffin was rotisseried on the hour.  Coffins are (or were, mostly) 
made of wood; are in that sense a forest product; but weeping?  the funeral pyre cremation 
occurs (death occurs) not randomly but regularly, relentlessly as the annual withering of 
deciduous verse. 
 
    I began to pour white paint on the spots the mime missed.  This is my response to the 
secret which is "openly" lamented, ie the inevitability of decay and death, and how hidden the 
contents of life are so often kept by all of us, even poets who are supposed to be able to 
unleash the opposite, my response is conceal them even more, to whitewash them all, to 
"paint everything over on its mouth" as I phrased it elsewhere, to pour paint over those spots 
the silent artist (mime) has portrayed his or her face with in the traditional costume of 
blankness; the "spots" are the first signs of decay, the spottedness that appears on a leaf or on 
human skin to show its termination commencing— 
 
   My ardour woke no mirror like a mobile of stabs into light.  Meaning that my indecorous 
haste to hide the decay didn't impress my mirror much; it just hung there like a droopy mobile 
no wind can awake, nor stab of sun— 
 
   How cryptically hostile I fly de Milo high over your emaciated eiffels, towers where lambs 
shower the multibaa you mistake for bells.  More whitewash: marble de Milo, lambs; 
'cryptically hostile' must be in wake of the stabbing image, as if violence or hatred could 
reverse the hidden decay and resurrect it into "light" ie life, rejuvenate one's decline; the 
imagery is confusing: flying, marble statues, a classical epitome of Beauty (armless so she can't 
defend herself against my knife-thrusting ardour), emaciated eiffel towers (phallic failures no 
viagral intervention can re-erect); what about the multibaa you (?) mistake for bells: what's that 
getting at?  Baa versus bells: the poet's choice of language; harsh sounds vs. mellifluous?  but 
belltowers= churches.  The church peals its lamb its christ out in seemingly beautiful tolling 
tones but really its message is a vicious bleating of goats and satyrs raping murdering every 
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Venus we can shower ourselves on . . . the chief purpose of every religion is to intellectually 
justify the subjugation of women— 
 
   Each rose powdered with tint of touché, or swagtails parks evacuate when gelded highrise-
ranks panic and sleep.  They oracle us down there.  Each rose, ie each beauty, each Venus 
powdered and painted over is more sexist degrading oppression of women; gelded highrise 
panic, male sex hysteria nonvirility; they oracle us: literally the vegetation presages our demise: 
all flesh is grass etc, the usual cliché. 
    
   If one without diff speaks of his same, who will, obscurest in their nearness, echo minty all 
his words: one without diff speaks of his same: the pretentious bard who claims he is 
representative of everyone, he speaks for all of us, like that arrogant snob Whitman; obscurest 
in their nearness are the people he should be addressing, his associates if he has any in his 
shell of despair, will anyone echo as if they were minting them anew his words, especially 
when they are as obscure as this ridiculous poem endears them—if dazed by the 
circumference of this sheer niquity long tainted in the cease, the gravitational caress on the 
soles of a corpse, who— 
 
   And yet origin needs nothing to bitself itself.  The poem's low point (sole of its feet); origin 
needs nothing other than itself because numerals on a digital take an exact bytetime to appear, 
to etch themselves anon, sweet enemies of our ether.  Contrast them with your old ticktock 
clock, the one you wind up and stick in a sulk so you can't hear it, how clumsical its numbers 
seem compared to these. It's like that flash of green when the brake is going down and the sky 
anchorscents your rave and sane. 
 
   Rags bathed in bull, more tenant with void than breeze, we parade Pompeii in blank 
laundry.  Don't pout at the Marquis de Sade please.  Don't pet the snake he likes to spice his 
enemas up with, either.  Snake: Eden; tree of knowledge, hidden contents of the Tree, secrets 
known only to God, ie the Elect, the aristocracy, Donald Trump or the Marquis de Sade; 
snake circular biting its tail, let us return to the (hidden behind snake metaphor) tree which 
began this mis-. 
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THE VINDICATION (prosepoem)  
 
If it were only possible to launch enough satellites up, one apiece for each of us down here on 
earth, billions of spysats programmed to monitor us all individually, that's the important thing: 
that each one of us would have his or her own personal private skysat; and then, when our 
(our!) specially-designated sole-focused fetish-trained mysat was finally and totally locked onto 
us, what secrets could we exchange with it, how confide its include codes would grow, how 
large its zoom would contain us: each unique DNA traced and zeroed in on to find us, to 
separate us out, tell us apart from all the space trash next door.  Inevitably that many satellites 
in the sky at once would form a hatchshell shield surrounding the planet and soon, like a 
triumphant resurrrection and vindication of Ptolemy's idealist theory of the cosmos, would cut 
off all solar energy resulting in the pandeath of vegetation and terrestial life itself, a small price 
to pay, a minor consequence aftermath of having satisfied if only for one brief interval the 
universal desire to go recognized, singled out and beamed upon; of having appeased our 
deepest need, to be seen, to be shown. 
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: some song lyrics 
 
 
this edition 09/21/13 
 
______________________________________________ 
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THE ALONE TONIGHT 
 
I don't want to live with the alone tonight 
Stay lost at home on my own tonight 
But if I leave and go down to the street 
The roads all throw their crosses at my feet 
And words out loud the crowds all yell me 
I don't want to die I hear them all tell me 
And when their throats fall quotably quiet 
Can I stand out dope and hope my own don't deny it 
All songs are the same they show my shame in kind  
The words are plain the pain finds its name in mine 
It's no mistake I lie awake so straight and still 
The maze I cannot penetrate waits at my doorsill 
I could build bridges that make the sea blink 
But there's no bank to build them from here on this nearside I think 
They told me sold me how to live I had to buy it  
But then they made me give up my seat in the riot 
I don't want to live with the alone tonight 
I'd love to reign on this throne tonight 
I'm the empire at home on my own tonight 
Habitat zone in my headphones tonight 
The poems I wrote are afraid to quote me 
Out loud that shroud of yowls won't save me 
I don't want to live I hear them say daily 
I don't want to die so please won't you say me 
I don't want to stay please won't you play me 
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YANK IT 
 
remember your young loves  
in case you forget the old 
and lie there night after night 
complaining it's so cold 
 
remember your old loves 
in case you're young 
and you lie there believing 
that they have just begun 
 
then try to forget them both 
in case they remember you 
lie right there in the middle 
and hope that one was true 
 
lie down in between them 
in case they're feeling cold 
young loves old loves  
won't let go their hold 
 
no matter how hard you try 
to turn away they stay they 
yank it your blanket night 
and steal your pillow day 
 
they pull the covers off you 
and leave you in the cold 
just like when you were new 
just like when you were old 
 
so lie down in between them 
in case you remember their name 
in case you have forgotten 
just pray it's not the same 
 
I hope they remember too 
and when this song is through 
they lie down dead beside you 
and that one of you will still be true
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GOLLY MOUNTAIN BLUES 
 
Up on Golly Mountain all the lovers are parked 
Wish we could be up there enjoyin the dark 
But you don't wanna I'm sorry I come along 
Cause you won't stop the car hon all night long 
 
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside 
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide 
          I know you ain't to blame but 
          Our love's about to flame out 
          Can't you smell the rubber burn 
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns 
 
When you told me you loved danger I said then I'm your guy [girl] 
I been dangerous since I first learned to kiss 
Let's go up on Golly and give it a try [whirl] 
But when I said I loved it I sure didn't mean this 
 
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside 
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide 
          I can't remember your name but 
          Our love's about to flame out 
          Can't you feel the floorboards burn 
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns 
 
I heard about some funny ways that people get their kicks 
From runnin round upon the town to gettin hit with whips 
But you take the cake my friend you're oddball number one 
I admire your nerves but I got some curves where you  
      could have more fun than these here 
 
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside 
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide 
          I guess it's all the same but 
          Our love's about to flame out 
          Can't you taste the seat of my bluejeans burn 
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns 
 
(stanza break) 
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Poor baby I know it ain't your fault it was your mama daddy musta dropped you on your 
brake when you was born cause if you don't know that lovin is the deadliest thrill there is you 
don't know nothin I shoulda known somethin when you picked me up inside the movie-show 
the way your windshield wiper kept gettin into my popcorn here let me take these hairpins 
outa my hair and let it fall down into your lap don't that make you want to love me and cuddle 
and lay your head on my soft soft shoulder . . . Soft Shoulder?  Hey!  Look out! 
 
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside 
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide 
          It's a hurty shame but 
          Our love's about to flame out 
          Can't you tell my poor heart yearns       
          But you just keep on riding them hairpin turns 
          Yes you just keep on riding them 
                                                                 hair- 
                                                                          pin— 
 
Get your tongue off that gaspedal baby 
You tryin to love this thing or drive it well then drive it drive it           
Just cause you ain't got nothin to live for . . . heck, come to think of it I ain't got 
     nothin neither 
Hey you know somethin?  I'm beginning to like it 
           
          Hairpin turns up and down the mountainside 
          Hairpin turns drivin like a suicide 
          I know you ain't to blame but 
          Our love's about to flame out 
          Can't you smell the rubber burn 
          As you keep riding them hairpin turns 
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INVITATIONS 
 
Invitations will be sent out next year 
Some of them might seem a little unclear 
Yours in particular may say I won't be here 
Won't be here for your New Year's Eve 
Won't be here I do believe 
That I'll be gone away from here 
Please forgive me but I probably 
Can't make it to your anniversary 
Can't come visit your new vision by the sea 
Yes the view is beautiful can you see me 
Invitations will be sent out today 
Or tomorrow I can't say just when 
But you'll probably know by then 
That I can't stay that I've gone again 
The view is beautiful that's all I'll say 
The view is beautiful on my final day 
Though I won't be there   
Voltaire  
Said that everything you can sing 
Is too stupid to say 
Like the view is beautiful 
It's too beautiful to stay 
Invitations invitations are on their way  
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RUBBERNECK 
 
Hey Rubberneck 
'S what they call me 
Rubberneck 
In all the streets and alleys 
 
Rubberneckin 
I'm just checkin 
Diggin everything like a quicksand parade 
Ridin herd 
On the curbs 
Copying down 
All the stopsigns in town 
Erasing all the ones for walkin 
 
Anywhere a crowd 
Is leashed out loud 
I'm on the nod to prowl 
That's me 
You see out stalkin my gawkin 
 
Hey Rubberneck 
'S what they call me 
Rubberneck 
In all the streets and alleys 
Rubberneck 
But I don't care 
Hey what's that goin on over there 
 
Rubberneckin 
Inspectin 
Where the sirens' screech 
Directs my feets 
I’m takin a butcher at 
Everymeat I meet 
Gonna glue my shoes 
To the avenues 
And my eyelashes to my cheeks 
 
(stanza break) 
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Anywhere a group 
Has got into a grope 
Hangin on the ropes 
I’ll poke my periscope 
Cause you're my only hope 
For some lovin 
So step to one side please 
Quit shovin 
I am a witness for my enemies 
I am a witness for my enemies 
 
Hey baby what you 
Got to show there 
What's shakin down around 
Your corners 
Let me sneak a peek 
I can't be any bolder 
I'll watch it all 
Right up across your shoulder 
 
Hey Rubberneck 
'S what they call me 
Rubberneck 
On all the mountains 
Don’t forgeck the valleys 
Rubberneck 
Hey what's that I see 
Everybody's standin round 
And they're lookin down 
They're lookin down at me 
 
Rubberneckin 
I'm just checkin 
Rubberneckin 
Hey wait a second 
Rubberneck  
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TCM BLUES  
 
I can't go far 
I can't go free 
although I am a star 
everywhere I move is 
right there (see me?) 
on Turner Classic Movies 
 
Mad scene cued for Oscar 
my head looms closeup size 
gosh I feel so lost there 
trapped in celluloid  
I collide inside with eyes 
I can't escape them 
on TCM 
 
No one under eightyfive 
remembers my name 
that's the forget-its the fuck-its of fame 
the goodies and the groovies 
why am I still alive 
on Turner Classic Movies 
 
I wish they'd forget me 
and let me rot in peace 
why the hell they have to show 
all the B's that Louis B made me 
get on my knees for I don't know 
 
Silents mute me 
Garbo suits me 
Bogie shoots me 
Bette boots me 
out the door 
then comes the War 
Coop salutes me 
Film Noir 
convolutes me 
I'm ready for more     
but time and TV executes me 
 
(stanza break) 
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My birthday they unvault me 
popcorn butter and salt me 
their experts all exalt me 
for each posthumous premiere 
of the pics I wish would disappear 
once a year like Dracula I up and rear 
from my mausoleum here 
at lovely Forest Lawn      
my death goes on and on and on 
like boring Norma Shearer 
even though I look so young 
I just hate how they approve me 
on Turner Classic Movies 
 
I should have stayed on the Stage 
my Chekov Ibsen defined the Age 
I was the rage nothing but Page One raves 
all Hollywood ever saw was my Beauty 
I told Jack Warner Go ahead Sue me 
I don't need the movies 
screw you you studio enslavers 
I'm off to Hedda Gabler's 
 
The gangsters and the crooners 
the roughies and the smoothies 
the dames who came from nowhere 
in their furs and rubies 
it's Turner Classic Movies 
 
The chippies from the chorus 
do their Queens and Madame Bovarys 
the hams who knew their Hamlet 
are clowns and falldown boobies 
the teens who grew up meanies 
the Garlands and the Rooneys 
come join the ingenues and juvies 
on Turner Classic Movies 
 
(stanza break) 
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Producers used me  
directors abused me 
my co-stars co-screwed me so 
please don't behoove me 
don't Catherine Deneuve me 
all you S-O-B's just leave me let me go 
all you Mickeys and you Goofys 
you hasbeens and newbies 
12-step friends and floozies   
don't try to sob-and-soothe me 
don't emote and quote you love me 
you really really love me 
no all you love to do is view me 
on Turner Classic Movies 
 
(fadeout:) 
My flicks all used to slay em 
in the big towns and the boonies 
but now they only play em 
on Turner Classic Movies 
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SONG TO CHER 
 
you've got too many feathers 
on what you're wearing 
but you're just sharing what 
you're carrying inside 
to help you hide 
our dying eyes 
 
you've got too few letters 
there in your name to show 
but like every brevity you 
help us live help us give 
our day a little stay 
before we go 
 
there's too many young 
boyfriends in your bio 
but that's just jealous jive 
and we all know oh 
we were never old enough 
to be the one you love 
 
there's too much agelessness 
in your face and every dress 
you wear is less and less 
but nothing can replace 
what's barely there as 
you stride on stage on high 
 
(all you one-name wonders 
sing your numbers 
everywhere 
you've no discretion in your 
expression of the air) 
 
now there's too much cher in 
spangled hanging there in 
that fixture picture HER 
our eyes have all died 
our days have gone inside 
to find out who you always were 
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FIRST SECOND SONG 
 
I first loved you 
second to 
the light you cast 
into my eyes 
first and last 
first and last 
the light you cast 
into my eyes 
where the shadow 
thrown by you 
still shines on 
to see me through 
first and second 
where do you wish to be placed 
second or first 
what is your wish 
day night day  
my shadow strives to stay 
in the light 
your eyes displayed 
under their lids 
what lives only 
only to be  
to be obeyed 
I first loved you 
second to 
the light you cast 
into my eyes 
first and last 
first and last 
the light you cast 
into my eyes 
where the shadow 
that you threw 
still shines on 
when it shows me you  
 
 
 


