


 Bob  Hicok
 My porno

 I was fascinated by the remains 
 of the pimple on your nose 
 while you were above me humping. 
 When the ugliest thing is beautiful, 
 I am a dog, alive to scent. We tell each other

 not to pick our zits but do it anyway 
 with Cossack fingers. In the window 
 behind you, your head went in and out 
 of clouds like a balloon 
 that couldn’t make up its mind, a balloon
 with black hair and closed eyes. Mostly 

 my erection stared at your breasts
 as you drove against how happy I am 
 to be in the same life with them. Not then 
 but now, I see in your orgasm face 
 the songs of whales, the ease of speaking 
 through water, as water, to water.
 Peanut butter and jelly sandwiches

 after, cut on the diagonal 
 like when we were children and a storm 
 had passed, somewhere, for all we knew.

 Come hither

 Yet another hole this most electric reaching out 
 I am back after years away from porn I go 
 a googling my fingertips need language to begin 
 I am partial to a natural look not stilettos 
 not lips pursed puckered is that too long a phrase 
 do I put it in quotes one million pages 
 of breasts of asses for the asking easier 
 than magazines my father had them my brother 
 every work place one drawer or ten I’d find them 
 and O my skin on the walk to the bathroom 
 it dilated it drank more air the search 
 for a certain combination of nipple of pout 
 of eyes staring through the page eyes joining 
 my hand looking inside my breath 
 the life span of women is one month 
 I felt murderous was eaten by the need 
 for the next teetered smile the next 
 dark moon areola but here it is like getting off 
 a bike I see now the most common image 
 the sunset of porn is woman on her knees 
 praying to cock with the open womb 
 of her mouth but why the popularity 
 of the cum shot why this artistry of spray why 
 the proof that sperm exists stop me please 
 not again why is sex so briarpatch 
 in the brain why when I am honest would I like 
 my wife to swallow.
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 A “story” of travel

 We had a lot of sex in Europe. My wife and I. 
 “My wife” and “I.” “Quotes are fun to use.” 
 Most of the cities in which we had this sex 
 were long ago walled cities. Of the walls, 
 sometimes sad little portions remained, 
 and once, during the “sex,” I thought 
 of one of these snippets of wall 
 and fantasized we fucked against it, 
 then fantasized German tourists 
 from the cruise ship in the bay 
 fucked against it while English tourists 
 from the other cruise ship in the bay 
 took pictures of them. Eventually 
 there was a third cruise ship, each larger 
 than the last, we measured them
 with our fingers on the veranda after the sex 
 and the “cuddling,” which reminds me 
 of cunnilingus, which reminds me 
 of linguistic, which is true: I want to hold people 
 with my mouth where they open 
 to language. I’ve never told my wife, 
 but sometimes I whisper to her “vagina.” 
 “Knock knock,” I say, and have told it 
 my ultimate fantasy, which is one 
 of the following: to amount to nothing; to understand 
 fog; to interview statistics; to wear a wig 
 of pony hair from a pony that escaped. “Where”
 the pony escapes from is immaterial, as I am
 immaterial, I “fear.” It’s harder than you think
 to distract Mt. Rushmore. This was never 
 a walled city, where we live. So to tear down 
 the walls, we had to build them first. 
 The “people” in the next town, hearing of the walls, 
 attacked us with their football team 
 and strollers. No one wanted to pour 
 boiling oil on cornerbacks, but our reading
 suggested this is how “it” is done when one 
 has walls. A different kind of melancholy 
 ensued: we became “attached” to the walls
 we knew we had to kill. I’ve never “told” me, 
 but sometimes her vagina whispers back. It’s good 
 to keep “secrets” from yourself. I have yet 
 to tell myself how afraid of everything 
 I am. “There there,” it says, “there there.”



 A sense of water poured 
 An erection is a haunting: things need to be said 
 when they ask to be said, not when we tell them: 
 is a feeling that time can be entered, a metaphor 
 for the divining rod, which is a metaphor 
 for an arrow of thirst. But look at it this way: 
 our homes are vaginal, our sky, the dark 
 invites us in, this night-house painted white 
 by the moon. Because I have an ingrown hair, 
 my face is always pregnant: in a certain mood, I press 
 where my jaw is, the right side of speaking, 
 until a plug of oil comes out 
 with a hair in it, I clean it off and this 
 is disgusting, what I’ll do for an element 
 as pure as the hair, as this light at three a.m. 
 making the back of the house and wolf spiders 
 glow. I wanted to be a neurobiologist, 
 an emu, the absence of a book on a shelf 
 or the space into which the forsaken books lean, 
 touching what I’ll call their heads together, 
 since I’m a poor anatomist of the call numbers. 
 But here I am, a sorter of shivers, 
 walking through a house that once was a field 
 and will be again. Come the day I never existed, 
 I’ll still want to hear wolf spiders howl, the bits of me 
 going back to the long haul of being stars 
 if that happens, if one night, someone makes a wish 
 upon me, if we’re lucky to last that long, 
 civilization, I mean, lucky I mean 
 to be remembered, though of course, eventually, 
 that we called half of procreation 
 boner: no, the constellations 
 won’t write that down. Nor that sometimes, 
 when I come back to bed and wake my wife 
 by kissing what I had for a while in the womb, 
 it’s like licking a dream, then like fucking 
 the dream of that dream, then, come morning, 
 like rising with a face that smells of hands 
 that have lived in the Earth. Of bulbs 
 and worms and lightning, where it enters 
 through a tree, where it splits the tree 
 into halves of somehow still leaf, shade.



 Contra “Come hither”   

 I have nothing against 
 the blow job, not a feather or father 
 or Magna Carta against 

 the blow job, but how’s it come 
 (don’t snicker) to be accepted 
 as gospel (according to Paul?) 

 that men want this above 
 all procedures? No one 
 asked and noted my response 

 on a clipboard in a box 
 with a check or an X, depending 
 on style. While I 

 am an X man, the check 
 in its resemblance to a wing 
 makes sense to me, who would fly away. 

 Maybe I’m a freak show
 and don’t know it, 
 but the method of orgasm’s 

 less relevant than the event, 
 the yes or no of it 
 in a digital world. I miss 

 analog, which said right, 
 sounds like a person, Anna Log. 
 I’m trying to understand 

 why the swallow thrills, as in, 
 “she took it all.” Is it the bringing 
 of speech to sex or hush 

 to speech or just the flick 
 and lick of it, mouth 
 as vagina? Anyway. I’ve nothing 

 against the snow job, snow globe, 
 blow dart, flow chart, ox cart, 
 fox trot, crotch rot 

 if it’s yours, but the tongue 
 seems better suited 
 to speech than yumming 

 what I’ve tasted and isn’t 
 yum at all. Mine, 
 if you’re wondering.
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