


Craig Dworkin composed Legion by rearranging and recontextualizing the true-false 

questions of the 1942 Minnesota Multiphasic Personality Inventory as if they were 

declarative confessional statements from a lyric subject—part of a poetic mono-

logue rather than a forensic instrument. The personality inventory was originally 

published as a set of boxed cards not unlike Robert Grenier’s Sentences (Cambridge,

Mass.: Whale Cloth, 1978)—a work that also explores the uncanny psychology of

the everyday—an association that helped underscore the poetic potential of the 

Inventory beyond the tradition of  the list poem or heroic catalog.

More proximate references might include the thirteenth section of Charles Bern-

stein’s “A Person Is Not an Entity Symbolic but the Divine Incarnate,” subtitled 

“Chorus”:

People should love and approve of me. Making mistakes is terrible. People should

be called on their wrongdoings. It’s horrible when things go wrong. I can’t control 

my emotions. Threatening situations keep me worried. Self-discipline is too hard. 

The bad eff ects of  my childhood still control my life. I can’t stand the way most 

people act: avoiding responsibility, terribly unfair, always late, demanding atten-

tion, physically abusive, putting things off , harshly critical, whiny or crybaby, with-

drawing into themselves for days or weeks, drinking too much, smoking, sleeping 

all the time or not at all, afraid of  their own worthlessness, angry, irritable, bored, 

dull and frustrated, lonely, paralyzed, hopeless. (The Sophist [Los Angeles: Sun 

and Moon, 1987], 159)

Bernstein’s poem draws from a textbook or worksheet for rational emotive therapy 

(see, for instance, the identical catalog “Irrational Ideas or Philosophies” in Albert 

Ellis, Growth Through Reason: Verbatim Cases in Rational Emotive Therapy [Palo Alto: 

Science and Behavior Books, 1971], 183). Other works relevant to Legion include

David Antin’s “A List of  the Delusions of  the Insane / What They Are Afraid Of,” 

Dan Farrell’s “Avail,” and Katie Degentesh’s The Anger Scale (selections from which 

are included in the present anthology).
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 In the tradition of ’pataphysics, Legion is an imaginary solution to very real prob-

lems (both the pain of certain mental conditions and their often far-worse medical 

treatments). As Ursula K. Le Guin wrote, “There are no right answers to wrong 

questions.” Or, as Susan Sontag put it, “The only interesting answers are those that 

destroy the questions.”

Once in a while I think of things too bad to talk about. Bad words, often 
terrible words, come into my mind and I cannot get rid of them. I am 
bothered by acid stomach several times a week. I am likely not to speak 
to people until they speak to me. Often I cross the street in order not to 
meet someone else. I am often sorry because I am so cross and grouchy. 
I can’t understand why I have been so cross and grouchy. I frequently ask 
people for advice. I am liked by most people who know me. I commonly 
wonder what hidden reason another person may have for doing something 
nice for me. I believe in the second coming of Christ. I fi nd it hard to keep 
my mind on a task or a job. I am not afraid of mice. I am not usually self-
conscious. I used to keep a diary. I cannot understand what I read as well as 
I used to. My daily life is full of things that keep me interested. At times it 
has been impossible for me to keep from stealing or shoplifting something. 
I don’t blame anyone for trying to grab everything he can get in this world. 
I would rather win than lose in a game. Sometimes I’m strongly attracted 
by other’s personal eff ects, shoes, gloves, etc., so that I want to handle or 
steal them though I have no use for them. I have been disappointed in love. 
I have no dread of going into a room by myself where other people have 
already gathered and are talking. My family does not like the work I have 
chosen (or the work I intend to choose for my life work). I am more sensi-
tive than most other people. At times I hear so well it bothers me. I have no 
fear of water. I have periods in which I feel unusually cheerful without any 
special reason. At times I feel that I can make up my mind with unusually 
great ease. I am afraid of using a knife or anything very sharp or pointed. 
My feelings are not easily hurt. I have not lived the right kind of life. Dirt 
frightens or disgusts me. It is safer to trust nobody. At parties I am more 
likely to sit by myself or with just one other person than to join in with the 
crowd. I must admit that I have at times been worried beyond reason over 
something that really did not matter. I worry over money and business. 
When someone does me a wrong I feel I should pay him back if I can, just 
for the principle of the thing. People say insulting and vulgar things about 
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me. I am against giving money to beggars. I readily become one hundred 
percent sold on a good idea. I am very careful about my manner of dress. 
I would like to be a soldier. At times I feel like picking a fi st fi ght with
someone. I would like to be a journalist. My memory seems to be all right. 
I frequently have to fight against showing that I am bashful. My hardest 
battles are with myself. At times I feel like smashing things. I have very few 
headaches. It is all right to get around the law if you don’t actually break it. 
When I leave home I do not worry about whether the door is locked and 
the windows closed. I like repairing a door latch. At times I have a strong 
urge to do something harmful or shocking. I would like to wear expensive 
clothes. Someone has been trying to rob me. Th ere are persons who are 
trying to steal my thoughts and ideas. I often feel as though things were 
not real. No one cares much what happens to you. Most of the time I feel 
blue. I am not afraid of picking up a disease or germs from door knobs. I 
do not dread seeing a doctor about a sickness or injury. I sometimes keep 
on at a thing until others lose their patience with me. When I get bored I 
like to stir up some excitement. I am sure I am being talked about. I have 
never had any breaking out on my skin that has worried me. It makes me 
angry to have people hurry me. I wish I were not so shy. When I was a 
child, I didn’t care to be a member of a crowd or gang. Except by a doctor’s 
orders I never take drugs or sleeping powders. I usually work things out 
for myself rather than get someone to show me how. I seldom worry about 
my health. During the past few years I have been well most of the time. 
I have never had a fi t or convulsion. Several times I have been the last to 
give up trying to do a thing. Most people make friends because friends are 
likely to be useful to them. I have reason for feeling jealous of one or more 
members of my family. Th ere is something wrong with my sex organs. I do 
many things which I regret afterwards (I regret things more or more often 
than others seem to). I have often felt guilty because I have pretended to 
feel more sorry about something than I really was. Th ere is very little love 
and companionship in my family as compared to other homes. At one or 
more times in my life I felt that someone was making me do things by hyp-
notizing me. I think most people would lie in order to get ahead. Much of 
the time my head seems to hurt all over. I am certainly lacking in self con-
fi dence. If given the chance I could do some things that would be of great 
benefi t to the world. I have diffi  culty in starting to do things. If I were an 
artist I would like to draw fl owers. I have never been in trouble with the 
law. I believe I am being plotted against. I like collecting fl owers or growing 
house plants. I would like to be a fl orist. At times I have very much wanted 
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to leave home. My plans have frequently seemed so full of difficulties that 
I have had to give them up. I feel like giving up quickly when things go 
wrong. Horses that don’t pull should be beaten or kicked. Th e sight of
blood neither frightens me nor makes me sick. Peculiar odors come to me 
at times. I feel uneasy indoors. I do not try to cover up my poor opinion 
or pity of a person so that he won’t know how I feel. I am troubled by dis-
comfort in the pit of my stomach every few days or oftener. Some of my 
family have habits that bother and annoy me very much. I never attend a 
sexy show if I can avoid it. I like poetry. I have several times given up doing 
a thing because I thought too little of my ability. Most people inwardly dis-
like putting themselves out to help people. I resent having anyone take me 
in so cleverly that I have to admit that it was one on me. I believe that my 
home life is as pleasant as that of most people I know. My people treat me 
more like a child than a grown up. In school I was sometimes sent to the 
principal for cutting up. As a youngster I was suspended from school one 
or more times for cutting up. I don’t seem to care what happens to me. I 
am a good mixer. I have never been in trouble because of my sex behav-
ior. Sometimes I am sure that other people can tell what I am thinking. I 
believe that a person should never taste an alcoholic drink. I wish I could 
get over worrying about things I have said that may have injured other 
people’s feelings. It makes me feel like a failure when I hear of the success 
of someone I know well. I am worried about sex matters. I have had blank 
spells in which my activities were interrupted and I did not know what was 
going on around me. It is always a good thing to be frank. I used to like 
drop-the-handkerchief. I have often felt badly over being misunderstood 
when trying to keep someone from making a mistake. I feel weak all over 
much of the time. I pray several times a week. I am about as able to work 
as I ever was. I cannot do anything well. Sometimes when I am not feel-
ing well I am cross. Criticism or scolding hurts me terribly. Sometimes my 
voice leaves me or changes even though I have no cold. My hands and feet 
are usually warm enough. Th ese days I fi nd it hard not to give up hope of 
amounting to something. Once a week or oftener I feel suddenly hot all 
over, without apparent cause. I sweat very easily even on cool days. Some-
times, when embarrassed, I break out in a sweat which annoys me greatly. 
At times I feel like swearing. I am embarrassed by dirty stories. My way of 
doing things is apt to be misunderstood by others.


