Oceans away and porches
I sit here at the only thing I am good at

My keyboard, and type words to you

Words that I could never find on my own,

But I look through the world of words

And can never find the right ones,

To express how I am feeling,

Thought I would love to think of myself

As some kind of a writer

I am just a pain filled

Ex junky with more time and less hope

I listen to songs of other people’s pain

Hoping that an inspired phrase 

Would find its way on this page,

But all I see is my own misgivings,

My own short falls 

Like a junky,

The need never dies to try and do it right

But like any ex junky knows,

You never stop wanting it

That big fix that will make it all right

I use to sit on my porch when I was high

The black tar in my veins

And in a hazy watch the world go by,

And Oceans away, my mind would crash on the beach

Of some forgotten dream 

That even know I hold one to with fingernails

I would smile and nod to myself,

Letting the black tar 

Do the only thing it could do,

Make me feel good,

I have tasted that goodness since,

But only in passing just as shot in the arm

And I found truths,

When I was in love,

I would sit on my porch, 

My mind oceans away,

And love is a drug,

And that drug, is harder to deal with

When it’s taken away,

And when you are pushed away

You bleed more,

And “Jones” more,

And go through the withdraw harder

Than any black tar in my veins

The oceans away,

Always ended the same,

As I started to come down,

A storm would be coming, 

My nose would bleed,

And my body would pull me from the dream

Into the cold faces of the truth,

I was still the same loser,

And the same misfit,

But now I was lower then when

That black tar was in my veins,

And I was on the cold porch

Of my house 

Alone…

Now love leaves me bleeding,
On the floor of my bedroom, 

Throwing up and wishing for death

More like coming clean from black tar,

Yet it’s funny I have tried it,

Over and over I try,

And the highs are the highest,

But coming “clean” leaves me 

Cut up and bleeding,

Yet, you… you my WSOP fan

My friend, I want to try ONCE more,

For one more time with you,

To taste that high and hope

This is that high every junky prays for

The perfect high that lasts 

Will you let me try?

Will you try with me?

Or do I get the taste again

And then end up on the floor

With open wounds?

Are you willing to let me

Be filled by you,

And be addicted to you?

Are you willing to be mine?

Or am I asking too much?

Are you willing to let me take you

Into my veins,

And to sit on my porch

And will you meet me

Oceans away

