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Cell,

I was the king of it and one word ruined all /
Absolve then you and I would have won/
Which is w hy
I will take out a bullshit p olicy /Still I am lost .
How could y ou f orget me ? Where do I sign for u s
t o mak e amend s ?

Here           You’re a dream. Why can’t we
just be friend s ?
When would you then forgive me, unrelated to/
Slipped t hrough y our hand s like a sieve
I will dissolve while you will �nd a way to
never be with any one /You’re a f riend
Avant -garde y ou are n ot

Why won’t y ou j u s t follow me?

Regret tab ly ,

Bodur the Clumsy



Open eyes . They can’t disguise the new color etched

My dear fellow 4-LOM ,

into my mind along with Mr. Smith/He sits there
so patiently/A life ended soon with broken nails
and the mirror’s frame I never see
It seems so �ne if it were mine/I would own most
nothing /It seems s o �ne if it were mine/The world

If I could wash the world away, would I begin to
live that way ? And though they say it’s poisonous ,
their bath does wash their pain away
Childhood cou ld see the ruf�es of paper, useless
things/Watch them buy that shiny thing that
makes my daddy smile/Waiting all week /One day
it’s mine /Crying halts to n othing/The joy that I
seek /I’ve f ound my love
I want an eternity so long as I can brush
away my grief

Your faithful and truly attached

Bodur the Clumsy

I’ve found my love
is for me



Most illustrious and graci ous Rever se Mullet ,

Your sincere admirer,

Bodur the Clumsy

Take your ruined sca lp and turn it back the way
you found it /Afraid to do it ? Come on , try /Try to
l ie falling down /Walking down the aisle bei ng
pass ive t o y our weak mates /Shaking around , never
s ure of where the ca r pet termina tes
Puff out that ches t /Expec t  one who loves /Nadie
arregrlará su pelo / Saçının esirisin /Can’t �nd time
to solo, think, lay low
You try to run away against the wind that
takes  you t o  a dif ferent state of mind /Upright
y o u r  s p i n e /Afraid to admit your blackness
Fall down that hill that always made you cry



God speed you, my dear M54!

To �nd my cranium/Providence - a life �lled
with kismet/Afterlife - I’ll never get this far
Yo my name is Bodur and I’m made of guanoDon’t mis take my mul t i l ingual jabberwocky for
f l ow/Was b o rn  i n  d e ep  spac e /Hai r  i s  po i s on-
la c ed /When  I  s n e e z e  s omewhe r e  a  ba by  gr ows
k n e e s  o n  i t s  f a c e /Sworn to save the streets from
evi l wrongdoers/And  by  t ha t  I  mean  I  s t a b
myse l f  wi th sh ish kabob skewers/I’ve turned my
share of  bodies in to Tunis ian croche t /Steal ing
of fe r ings f rom catacombs to  Laurence’s d ismay

E v e r y b o d y  s a y  “ O h  D i p ! ”

In haste, your

I canno t  f i gh t  i t  and th e r e’s  n o  r eas on  why
I see the path i t’s... i t’s just  my t ime/The
k n o t  w i l l  b i n d  m e /The needle will go there/It’s an
i l lusion, but not unfair

Udabn here, won’t you play that funky clip? I was
raised by bears and a rusty chainsaw I get a
boner every time I see a broken see-saw

mumutits hawheehawheehawheehawheehaw

. . . y o u r  t i m e  i s  s o o n . . .



My highly esteemed Jabberwocky, my dearest friend,
J o hn ,  t h e  l i t t l e  b o y  f r om  s o u t h  Ta iwan  i s
b r o u g h t  t o  u s  a g a i n s t  h i s  w i l l /H e  f i t s
r i gh t  i n , h e d o e s / J ohn  - h e  t o o k  s o  l o ngt o  u n d e r s t a n dfor a good bedtime that  he’d go for nine cutoffsthey probably  killed them , break  up  they’recoming  down  I rub a  curtain they  grow  likea  tub again  or  send  a  mechanic  to  breakh im a  n u g g e t  
Oh ?How  mom and dad  c a n  l o v e h im  t h o u g h
the ir sk in and  hair don’t  real ly  match /
That’s  why when  i t c omes  t o  wh i t e  s o cks ,
n o  b e t t e r  t han  Tide  a c t i o n  w i t h  b l ea chFill the measuring  cup  to the first  line marked “1”
for moderate  loads  with  clothes  of  white coloror  fill the measuring cup to the second linemarked “2” for  heavy  loads  that  are out of  yourreachJohn , turn  t o  the  sun and fina l ly  awakePrisons  turned a noble act of  welcoming  rottenOrder  within  the next  fifteen minutes  and you’llr ece ive no t one but  two  ch i ldren  who  love tohold you /That’s  why they  sponsor  theOlympics /If  we  had  a good time breaking  it  upwill love  now. Would you  like a toboggan ? Icould  hang  up  but let  her go fall  rub it , getdown , they  had  to  write over  for  her chewdrop  it  God , to  the Vatican  goldThere’s  the motivation /F lashing  colors andpackaged deals /Our folk  aren’t  enough

Ever  chortling ,
Bodur  von  Ungeschickthügeln



Waltz  in E-major , Op. 15 “Moon Waltz ”

The last time our  module would  ring  you  like a
lunar  bell /I’ll  see you  on  the Moon  until  we meet
a t Ty c h o a n d  f o l l o w  t h e t r a i l
Synodic season  to  come out o f  h id ing /Why’d  i t
take  so  long ? Inching  out of  orbit  dividing /Where
did I go  wrong ?
I’ll see  you  on  the Moon  where  we’re throwing  a
party , and  as  you’re gasping  for  the  last  of  air
you’ll  tra-la-la-la-la /You  give  me  fi f ty - nine
per c en t  f r om  l i b ra t i on /We dance  in  synchronous
r o ta t i on
The image  we see o f  you  has  been  jus t  a  l i t t l e
late / There  is  no  atmosphere to  wear down  any
sharpness /It’s not  how  long  you  wait
A wise  woman  said I’m alive /Nobody’s  ever  told her
she’s  wrong / A paella  of  space-talking  jive /I’m
as  a l i v e  as  he r  b eard  i s  l ong
I’ll see  you  on  the  Moon  where  we’re  throwing  a
party /And as  you’re gasping  for the  last of  air  you’ll
tra-la-la-la-la /Tw i r l i n g  mo o ndu s t a b o und /
Lung  de s t ru c t i on  i s  s ta r t i ng /Tak e  y ou r  su i t
o f f  a n d  s w i m  i n  m a r i a
I’ll see  you on  the Moon . There’s  already  a  party
And as  you’re gasping  for the  last  of air  you’ll
tra-la-la- la-la /No  e s  l a  l o c u ra , e n  r ea l i dad
e s  e l  am o r
Now that  you’ve  heard  i t  a l l , th e r e  i s  th e  door

 I am , with the deepest respect , yours ,
Bodur  t. Clumsy



Tap  Tap  Tap ...

Don’t try t o  s c a n  a  s e aw e e d  heap , y o u r  fragi le
t o e s  m i g h t  s t ep  i n  g l a s s /Don’t  t r y  t o  p e t  y o u r
d o g  i n  the da r k , you  might  fe e l i t u p t h e  ass
Grew  u p  on  t a b b o u l i  a n d  hummus , c a r r o t s  a n d
b a b a  g h a n o u s h / I  can’t  s a y  the w o r d “f o y e r ” b u t
I can  p r o n o u n c e  t h e  w o r d “d o u c h e ”
Grew up  on  t a b b o u l i and  h u m m u s , c a r r o t s  a n d
ba ba  g h a n o u s h / I  s t o p p e d  c a l l i n g  p e o p l e  f a g s
b u t I’m  s t i l l  i n  a  r o t t e n  c a r t o u c h e
Mommy’s  t r u c k i n g  k ids  i n  he r  b e l ly , ge t t i ng them
ready  f o r  a  s o c c e r  r o t /N e x t  t ime  I see  a  v a n
with  a  te l ly , I’m  going  t o  h i t  t h em  a  l o t
Th e crime  s c e n e  h a d  o f f i c e r s’  h e a d s  d o w n
H o w  w i l l I u n e a r t h  t h a t  m y s t e r y ?  Dental
r e c o r d s , m a y b e ?  T h a t  p o o r  b a b y .

Terribly provoked ,
B.t.Clumsy



My dear, my good  Puzzle Dust , my warm-hearted friend,

In my ear /Undermined , I faded . I don’t  get  it. Eroded  to
my gun  finger /A lemming /Here  I am
My life is  gone , four years  of  making  flyers .  A bowl of
soup /I got  one from  the crane . They  don’t  exist . This
has  to  be a war. My  gun , a  fist /What  am I fighting for?

Whatever  happened  to my  army ? Fled the core / Am  I
only  dreaming ? Whatever  happened  to my army ? Pardon
you /Wear  the  rest  of  your  genes
Godwit  tug  bul ldog  ambidextrous . For  example,
toward  ballerina indicates  that  defendant  toward
gypsy  admonish  of Cyprus  mulch . Any  fruitcake
can negotiate  a prenuptial  agreement  with turn  signal
over  gypsy , but it takes  a  real  pinecone  to  bottle  of
beer of . Most toothaches  beleive that defined  bychestnut  find  l ice  on fighter pilot  toward  taperecorder . Clodhoppers  remain  rude . Deficit  toward
impresario  trembles , but over oil  filter  mourn asteroid
of  chainsaw. Referred  trio  borne  clatter deodorant
Yaqui .

In my  ear /Undermined , I faded . I don’t get it . Here I am .
Eroded , here I am .

Yours ,
B.t.Clumsy



To Herr 134340 (Pluto), –

My  n am e  w a s  P l u t o /A s  a  p l a n e t  I  w a s  k n o w n
W ha t  d i d  I  d o  t o  a n g e r  t h e  u n i f i e d  IAU?
Am I r ea l  o r  s omeone  e l s e’s  dr eam? Fly ing e c c en t r i c
c i r c l e s  t i l l  I  s c r e am /I ’v e  o n l y  g o t t e n  h e r e / Ic y
c o a t s  t e l l  m e  t o  d i s a p p e a r
My name  was  Plu t o  shy  o f  o n e  t h i rd  o f  my y ea r s
G i v e n  a  p s e u d o n ym n  s w i n g i n g  w i t h  t h e  s p h e r e s
Wha t  d id  I  do ?  My p lan e ta ry  d r eams  hav e  fa l l e n
t h r o u g h
Am I rea l  o r  someone e l s e’s  dream? Fly ing ec c en t r i c
c i r c l e s  t i l l  I  s c r e am /I ’v e  o n l y  g o t t e n  h e r e / J u s t
b e cause  e c l ip t i c ’s  nowher e  near /Enough o f  my
chagr in /Des igna t ed  dwar f  as  i f  I’v e  b e en  an  e r ran t
a s t e r o i d /I’ l l  j u s t  s e e  mys e l f  o u t  t o  t h e  v o id
It’s just as I had feared/I’ve never felt
ένα τρ ία  τέσσερα τρ ία  τέσσερα μηδέν  Πλούτων
Ther e  ar e  no  bu l l i e s  h e r e /The  Kuipe r  Be l t
Wait, Haumea, Makemake, I’m coming / T h o s e  o f  u s  u n -
s e e n
I wi l l  be missed, betrayer of  your own kind, Eris

I  am, s i r ,  w i t h  s i n c e r e  e s t e em,  y ou r  c o ndo l i ng
Bodur the Clumsy



Bodur the Clumsy
–Al l e r g i c  t o  f o r e a rms  s i n c e  b i r t h ,  Bodu r  v ow ed
t o  i n v e n t  t h e  t o r n a d o

–In v e n t e d  t h e  t o r n ad o

Ok ta b i s  t h e  Ke ep e r  o f  t h e  Ri v e r  o f  Lo s t  Sou l s
aka “Laurence”
–Offspring of  Charon (ferryman of  the r iver Styx)

and  a  Granny  Smi t h  app l e



Capta in  No
–Ha s  y e t  t o  b e  b e a t e n  i n  s p e e d  w h e n  w r i t i n g

l e t t e r s  t o  h i s  m o t h e r
– Doe s  n o t  a c t ua l ly  p lay  d rums.  Hi s  “drum k i t”  i s

real ly the Seventh Horror from the Beyond,
“Sloa r  t h e  In sa t i a b l e”.  The  wr e t c h ed  c r ea tu r e
m a k e s  n o i s e s  r e s e m b l i n g  d r u m  b e a t s  w h e n  i t
h u n g e r s  f o r  m a n  f l e s h ,  a n d  C a p t a i n  N o  m a k e s
s u r e  t o  t am e  t h e  m o n s t r o s i t y  w i t h  h i s  l e g e n d a r y
w o o d e n  p r o d d i n g  s t i c k s



Mumu t i t s  t h e  Sou r
– E x p o s i n g  h i m s e l f  t o  h a r m f u l  g a m m a  r a y s
a s  a  c h i l d ,  Mum u t i t s  c a n  n o  l o n g e r  s a y  t h e
p h r a s e  “ r u n n i n g  w a t e r ”

Uda b n  t h e  Fe a r e d
Orig in: A b i zarr e  exper iment  invo l v ing ch l o r in e

t a b l e t s  a n d  r o o t  b e e r
First Appearance: Myster ious conga l ine emerging

f r om  a  m e n’s  b a t h r o om  i n  1 989
–Upp e r  b o d y  mad e  e n t i r e l y  o f  p i s t a t i o  n u tm e a t s ,

h e n c e  t h e  n am e  “Uda b n  t h e  Fe a r e d”
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