Stars above?

something’s not right when the stars hide behind the night

blinded by the street lamps

i wish i could see them.

the manhole spits out steam as

the cars cough by

each street light glows

in the mist that sits on the air

but i still can’t see the stars.

i wander aimlessly

like holden caufield

through a field of houses

there’s your place.

i wish i could see you.

Frat Party!

life’s a clique i’m not invited to join

sorry, i don’t have the 3 bucks at the door to pay for the atmosphere

but that’s ok, why would i want to join in

it probably sucks anyways

i’m sure it’s more fun

to sit in my dorm

maybe if i tell them i wanna pledge

they’ll let me in free

maybe i should pledge

cause then i can feel like i belong

i’ll only have to drink myself smart

and maybe get paddled,

(thank you sir may i have another)

but at least then i’d belong

who cares if i don’t like any of the brothers

i’m part of the group

Chandler Hall- for all your dining needs

a different table

for every person

we’re (i’m) so afraid to let others in

maybe i should go and sit with someone

(instead of just thinking about it)

well, that’s good, 

someone’s sitting with him

and her

and…

oh wait, 

i’m the only one alone

last night was the best night of my life!

it doesn’t get any better than throwing a few (a lot) back with the buds

and going from party to party

meeting people i don’t remember now

captain morgan and calico jack are doing a pirate jig on my head this morning

but it’s worth it

the time i had last night.

i think i had my head in the toilet half the night last night, 

but it was worth it.

i couldn’t talk striaght

and i couldn’t walk righth

but it was all worth it

for the best night of my life

at least, i think it was

i don’t remember too much

but it’s ok

i’ll do the same thing tonight

because it’s worth it

to have a night like i had

at least,

to have a night like i think i had

i’m still alone

sitting across the table from you

                                                                                      no thanks, i don’t eat meat anymore

but you wouldn’t know that

unless you’d talk to me

i’ll talk to you later

i’m sure you’ll call me sometime (ha)

but then again, why should you

                                                                         you only claim i’m a very good close friend

tralfamadore

i don’t think i’ll get out of bed tomorrow

i can’t take everyday anymore

i don’t have any friends in this place

and no one wants to know me anyways

i can’t find a reason to be

and i doubt i ever will

as long as i stay here

i’ll just stay under the covers

and hide from life

and think about a few of the good times

i’ve had

if i do, i can almost smile.

(-smile-)

i think i can get out of bed now

after a smile

sitting in my room

won’t make anything better

i should get out and walk

it’s better than sitting with my loneliness

the birds in the first tree i see remind me

that even after the worst day of your life

the birds still sing the next morning

“Poo-tee-weet?”

tongue tied in a double half-hitch

(infatuations aren’t real people

i can talk to real people)

walk out of a dream to right in front of me

the girl in the weezer shirt

i try to say hi, but it gets (-caught-)

                                                                           across the sea

the world has turned…

and here i stand, 

my chance gone

why bother?

no one else

makes me tongue tied

i’ll talk to you someday

the girl in the weezer shirt

if

only in dreams

The Church of god the Utterly Indifferent

your angel holds an handful of empty promises

which i’ll never find

i’m too lonely too believe in something

that is everywhere

too alone to see

your god in everything

how can something all-merciful

create someone as totally unable to handle everyday

as me

you act like you can’t be wrong

yet you kill 

and hurt everyone

in the name of God

                                                             thou shalt not kill
funny how we forget to 

forgive and forget

and remember an eye for and eye

                                                           let he who is without sin cast the first stone

if i never heard a baby cry

i’d believe in your god

who’s all-merciful

and cares for everyone

                                                          for thine is the kingdom

i’ll listen to your words

but not your following

                                                          and the power

i’d rather be a pillar of salt

                                                           and the glory

then help destroy Sodom and Gomorrah

                                                           forever

amen 

D.W. and the stolen Snowball

i used to Believe in forEVER

until i felt your touch

but now 

i can’t pretend anymore

you said friends forever

but forever doesn’t exist

so just tell me

friends til i find a better way 

to bide my time

then i won’t need you anymore
i hope you never have another 

friend like me

cause i’d feel sorry for him

i won’t spend my life

Chasing Amy

cause there’s no Amy for me tofind

But i’m glad i learned

you’re not the one

so i’ll sit here

and spend my days with

Billy Pilgrim, Malachi Constant, and Kilgore Trout

Tomas & Tereza

Gabriel Oak

and Owen Meany

maybe i’ll find the beginning (or meaning)

in here somewhere

and i’ll spend my nights

throwing whiskey sours d

                                       o

                                       w

                                       n the barrel of a gun

and maybe with this bottle of jacquins

i’ll finish my search for the end

1

you closed my eyes with promises

coming from your lips

to lay down my life broken before you

and let go of all i know

magic flowing from your arms

i fall into you

blinded from the start

and never seeing through

sometimes the blind can see

but now there’s no life left in me

can’t shine without your smile

and when you fall away

i find i’ve been dying all the while

so why now are you coming back

to bring false harmony

with your lost memory

stolen words from my hand

are never good enough

to let me pretend anymore

or ever again

waiting for superman

the air pressure

must be high today

because i can feel the weight 

crushing down on me

the weight of everyday

is more than i can take

is there anyone who can help?

everyday is far too much a load

for one like me

(weaker than you can imagine)

but no one’s here

to help with the burden…

…so i continue to 

wait/weight

and the clichéd light

really does flash

outside my window

and the siren really does

wail in the        distance

                                   splitting the

                                                                                             hollow                               night 

                                                                       the street lights pretend to be the stars*

as broken glass cackles under my feet

the cars are coughing

and the wind 

whips and dances

as it laughs

                                           and the rain cries it’s sorrows          

there’s something just

not right

when the street lights

                                                            blind the stars*

but sometimes

when i look real hard

towards the sky

i can faintly see

                                       a star*

(i think)

Happy Birthday!

(to me)

get up and sweep the floor

do all the work someone else said they’d do

lay around with the dogs

and watch the workmen cut up the tree

that tore the lines down

(it’s ok, no one’s calling anyways)

talk to myself on Aol

and pretend i’m interesting

(etan222: happy birthday yo)

read some Marxist thought

and think

about making a cake

(but that’d require effort)

HAPPY, HAPPY BIRTHDAY!

(to me)

Pretzels Save Lives

(stand back, i’ve got 2 bottles of Mad Dog, and i know how to use them)

i’m sorry, but i can’t love you

no matter what you say

it’s just the way it’s got to be

it doesn’t matter what you do

or where you’re at

cause i can’t love you

no matter what you say

she said

i know it’s over,

just please don’t forget

and tell me what you want to hear

i swear i’ll believe it this time

lying to myself is alright with me

as long as i can still see you

and i’ll wake up each morning 

thinking you’re there

cause i’ll always love you

no matter what you say

if you don’t want to talk tonight

it’s ok

cause i’ll still love you 

i know you’ll need a friend 

since he can’t love you right now

it may kill me

but its alright with me

cause i’ll always love you 

no matter what you do

i said

Courtney Gripling

someone said

the grass is much greener

over there

i’m sure it is

but that’s ok

my crunchy brown grass is good enough

for me

all the worlds a stage

so i’ll just pretend from where i’m at

i kind of like my brown grass 

crackling like glass under my feet 

anyways

reminds me i’m alive

