
 

Mugged Into Writing a Poem About Your Own Death 
(After CA Conrad) 

CA Conrad is one of the most inventive poets alive. That they’re gender-ambiguous 
adds to the importance of hearing their story in our queer-phobic time. (They once 
said their pronoun was “Power Sissy.” Never mind that’s technically not a pronoun.) 
Conrad’s duende and courage in the face of the AIDS epidemic and the torture and 
murder of their lover Earth are examples for all humans. To write about death is hard 
and one’s own death is even more difficult. My mentor Sam Hamill taught poetry in 
Alaskan prisons with Gary Snyder. He told participants to write as if tomorrow they 
were going to die and they understood the gravity Sam was after. So does Conrad. In 
his chapbook Mugged Into Poetry, he writes: 



Here is the chapbook’s first poem: 
 



Perhaps it is gallow’s humor that Conrad is dipping into here and you 
need not try to compete with him in the humor department, but can you 
predict your own death, as he does and be specific about the cause? 
Maybe your death will be heroic, as in this Conrad poem: 
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