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dostoevsky

tears for another
tears for myself

hollow as ice with sheer perspiration

start the car 

grab my books

and brave cold wintry death by starvation


i dream of better ways to spend my day as the heater kicks in

not really giving too much thought

to the windows fogging

biting the back of her neck
then chest to chest
buzzing like bees and taking deep breaths


but this season is different, 

decreed by meditation:

no romance and no libation!
this diseased brain afflicted
with what enervation?!
cold wintry death by starvation
renewal

i pit empty stomach
with vows that break their own 
with truth that can't be told
with lies so bright and bold

i 

i dance on the rim of oblivion
i taste from the cup of Chiron
i object
i collect
i inform

i

i  reborn 

prom queen

a blunted knife
of doubt aloud
severs hope
for all things


direly aware
that it's all my fault
when the cellphone doesn't ring

scrap the vision
of her on high
and the things 
we'd do all night

throw away these shattered dreams
until the cellphone rings

another night spent
cursing life
writing misogynous
spiteful tripe

present sucks
and futures bleak
unless that cellphone rings

Why Not?

there once was a man from Manhattan

his hero was General Patton

he'd wear his war gear

once every year

but on, underneath, he'd wear satin
The Kiss
subtle and soft

the walk, curves

biting lower lip

eyes looking up with want

the smile, eyes twinkle

stands on tip toes

closes eyes

presses forward, arms locking around

lips press and dance

gives way to tongues,

fluttering and writhing

over each

other

passionate marathon

moan with pleasure

hands caress gentle curves

lips part, back down

eyes stare back

lips smile now,

loving eyes stare back

look up, a giggle

giggle turns to moan

embrace burns tighter

held for all to see

the vision of visages encased in

purity
everything i needed to know i learned in quantum mechanics

blue sky above  ::  hard wind ahead  ::  blue sea below

everything i needed to know i learned in quantum mechanics

when i kissed her, she kissed me, and we kissed

the sky, so blue to me

the grass so green, thanks to the master that makes the grass green

thank you, master. it's your birthday

go out and play

you're twenty-one today

i have a special gift

consciousness

i play another riff

consciousness

did not rehearse

consciousness is not a curse

dark night above  ::  bright light ahead  ::  dark street below

everyone i needed to know i met by campaigning for president

when i saw the idea of me, it stuck out its tongue, and we laughed

a pain so deep, thanks to the master that makes me feel pain

thank you, master. you kicked my ass

what a hard way

to learn the way

but how fitting

grandmotherly kindness

not fitting to the ass

grandmotherly kindness

give me a chance to duck her cane

and i won't complain

everything i needed to know i learned about the hard way

and you don't see me complaining

i'm just fucking glad i fucking learned

in the first fucking place
The Apple
I hung up the phone
after knowing
your heart was poisoned by my words

like an adder
with careless venom,
restraint is something I'm made to learn.

I felt the numbness
flowing oceans
emotionless, not knowing where to turn

Faustian

just like love
finds itself squandered
amidst a sea of questioning 'why?'

just like hope
becomes embittered
if given up and left to die


because truth

breeds compassion

i have no need for seeing eye to eye

just a notice
that your soul is
seeing me is all I need

even if I'm
not exactly
as honest as I ought to be

~~~LAKE MICHIGAN~~~


just like a woman
endlessly waving 'goodbye'
beneath the surface

Fall to the Floor

IF I COULD STRIP THE DOUBTS LIKE CLOTHES
I'D NEVER BE ALONE
I'D WALK UP TO YOU 
AND SMILE
AND SAY WHAT WAS ON MY MIND

we'd spend our hours never doubting
OR questioning what it is to be alone
we'd spend all our lives in the wonderment
that we've barely ever known
Ode to Coming Clean

For tigers
and lilies
and the sun undressing in plain view
I think of you

With earnest
and joyful cries
and the most caring I ever knew
I think of you

Without duplicity
where would I be?
Without cheating..
what would you have seen?

Expose every inch
till the soul slithers to the floor
tripping passers-by
just like my soul
I'm a whore

 

toss and turn
Hands thrown up
to please the gods
should they be near
Sister sun
and brother moon
cannot ease this ache
I fear


She waits behind the shadows
She feels what she can't hear
She feels my wasted longing
and tastes my bitter tears

I.

an empty crystal vase

I.

am so crystal fucking clear

FILL ME
NEED ME
TAKE ME
FEED ME
BREAK ME
BREED ME
HOLD ME dear

 


No Nothing

Melted insincerity

left a waxy buildup

in the brain of a teenage drone.

This world is haunted by the ghosts

of everyone 

anyone 

has ever done wrong.

and here I am,

so rebellious, such balls

a block away they're selling prison uniforms in the mall

for kids to get into, 

think they're original, 

right until the moment that

they get in their dad's BMW

Seats four comfortable

Look at me, my plate is full

Collectors and receptors

are gonna pick up on trends

spit em out, hope you buy into it

before it dead-ends

like your first highschool girl sayin'

"Lets Just Be Friends"

Don't hate me cuz I'm angry

Hate me cuz I hate at all

Feel that brain-deadening Demerol

course through your veins

just like the one

your president takes

before he goes up to the cameras

and consciously fakes 

that sincerity 

that his face betrays.

To me, at least.

but what does it all mean?

you may ask with a wave

Life's whatever you make it

so go outside and play.

Digital Age

So here we are in the Digital Age

I think I'm alive 

but where is my rage?

I feel able-bodied 

but somehow still caged

Must be that I haven't been out in days

Monkeys with heads too big for our brains,

life ain't so bad 

if you can smile through the pain

Freedom and enlightenment

aren't all that I need now

If my hopes were much better spent

I wouldn't be so poor

I can't see much hope in the Digital Age

not unless I squint real hard

All's not lost, just hiding away

behind the veil of a network card

So here we are in the Digital Age

hanging on tight to this subliminal haze

Cuz nothing's real in a monitor's blaze,

just the promise that reality never gave
