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Cold Tomb 

 

On a not-so-typical winter’s eve 

Like the countless times before 

The boy did wander 

Venturing out into the cold. 

A gust of winter wind wisps over him 

Like shards of glass, 

The gusts tear deep into his face. 

 

He stops suddenly 

But only for a short while. 

He cups his hands over his eyes 

To serve as a makeshift shield, 

Warding off the impending storm. 

 

With vision now impaired 

The boy ventures on 

Each step 

A labored effort. 

Uncertain of the terrain that lay before him 

The boy wanders out onto thinning ice— 

Without warning, the ice gives way! 

And with the quickness of but one bated breath 

The boy plunges down deep 

Coming to rest 

At the bottom of Lowe’s Creek. 

 

Motionless 

And a bit dazed 

Ignorant of the cold 

The boy sits and gazes about in awe 

Taking in these foreign surroundings. 

So strange and yet so uniquely familiar 

They hold for him a sense of calm and wonderment. 

The scene brings about a feeling 

A home-away-from-home feeling 

But these words escape him 

For they are captured 

Imprisoned within tiny bubbles 

And released from his once-pursed lips. 

 

From the depths of this watery grave 

The boy allowed his body to rise. 

In reaching the surface once again 

He noticed his parents’ home 
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And from the family porch 

He could see his mother 

As she tried to hold herself together 

All her efforts to maintain composure 

Yet she can barely hold on. 

Time after countless time 

And with faintness 

He hears his mother’s cries 

Calling out his name 

But the boy could only faintly hear her 

And he could only barely keep afloat 

He didn’t have the strength to go to her 

Let alone save himself 

He was now sinking, ever so slowly 

And with one last breath 

Or was it a sigh? 

The boy did embrace this 

His cold tomb 

Without saying good-bye. 

 

For They Were the Best of Friends 
 

The two boys were inseparable 

For they were the best of friends 

However, nothing could have prepared them for this fateful day 

A day where friendships came to an end. 

Walking to school one morning 

Routinely as with any other day 

Their journey 

Always an adventure 

It’s no wonder 

Getting to school would take forever. 

 

The two always dawdled 

The two had always played 

Save for this 

The most frightening of days. 

Just then, a rusty old car did pass them by 

Then circled ’round 

Must’ve been lost. 

For reasons unbeknownst to them 

The boys had caught the driver’s attention 

The car seemed to have slowed down 

So much that it matched their pace. 

The driver was an older man, and the car’s passenger 
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Was a woman of equal age. 

The couple claimed to have known the boys’ families 

And offered the boys a ride to school 

The boys were reluctant at first 

But the couple insisted by giving assurances 

Everything would be okay. 

Pausing as if to give it some thought 

Having just watched a movie in school the other day: 

Don’t talk to or take rides from strangers. 

Despite the warnings, despite the potential dangers 

The boys got into the car without further delay. 

 

As they came upon the school 

The car hadn’t stopped; 

Instead, it simply drove on by 

And turned off onto an old dirt road. 

The boys felt their stomachs churn 

And had begun to cry 

They were brought to an old farmhouse. 

Turning the engine off 

The man stepped out of the car 

Taking one of the two boys by the hand. 

Something was amiss. 

This time the man looked different 

He was wearing a long cloak 

And sported a satchel 

That he had secured in his left hand. 

What did it contain? 

 

Could it be a gun? 

Or perhaps it was a guitar? 

The boy who remained in the car 

His mind reeling with worry 

Now thought it senseless 

Nothing was wrong 

His friend would return 

This was nonsense: 

Nothing would ever come of this. 

 

He watched attentively 

The strange man and his best friend 

As they headed toward the barn 

The two friends shared but a single glance 

The boy who accompanied the man 

His face drawn with shock 
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Spawned out of an indescribable fear 

And for the first time 

The other boy who stayed behind 

Had finally come to his senses: 

His worries and fears had returned, the horror now realized. 

Just then, the woman had turned ’round 

Gazing at the lone boy 

Her crooked smile, her rotten teeth 

The foul stench that permeated her: 

Day-old alcohol 

Her face was worn and riddled with scars 

A lit cigarette dangled from her cracked lips 

Smoke rose and fell 

Coiling round her head 

Filling the car 

Causing the boy to gasp and choke 

The woman cackled like a witch 

Before turning her attention back to the front 

So as to open the passenger window some. 

This allowed the cigarette smoke to escape 

Only to be replaced by a pang of cold air 

The boy sat frozen and in silence 

Waiting and wondering: 

Would his friend ever return? 

Answers had all but escaped him 

Feeling like forever, time seemed to stand still. 

How long must he wait here? 

When were they coming back? 

A single thought: 

Gonna be late for school. 

Nervously, the boy checked his watch 

Five minutes to go 

He panicked some 

Just then, shots were heard. 

A tree once home to a family of black crows 

Now emptied and chorused throughout the air 

So orchestrated, so in sync with the gunfire 

The boy in the car froze 

He could feel the lump 

As it swelled in his throat 

Finally, the man had returned 

But alone. 
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And with quickness 

The strange man bolted to the car 

Turned the engine over and put it into reverse 

Speeding as the car exited the drive 

The couple paid no mind to the lone child in the backseat 

As they took off once more 

The farmhouse at their backs 

Leaving a trail of dust 

Their destination 

Unknown. 

 

Fear had taken its toll on this frightened little boy 

So overwhelming was this feeling 

Having lost his best friend 

That he lost all hope of survival 

Surrendering to the darkness: 

The boy lost consciousness. 

 

In coming to 

Light seemed to have blinded the boy 

Dazed and disoriented 

He found himself alone 

Where am I? He asked himself 

Looking about, the boy let out a sigh of relief 

Shaking his head in disbelief 

He was at the school, just outside the doors 

But how could this be? He thought 

Perhaps it was just a bad dream 

But what of his best friend? 

Just then 

A flicker of red, then a flicker of white 

Pulsing back and forth 

Then it hit him: 

They were the lights of a police car 

Thus dispelling the dream 

And resounding the harsh reality. 

His best friend of six years 

Six wondrous years so full of life 

And fond memories now gone 

A crowd had slowly gathered about the boy 

Including his parents 

And the parents of his former best friend 
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A community so torn 

From such a horrific event as this 

Banded together to aid this boy 

With a rally of support 

And in doing so 

They healed one another 

So it was said 

That from that day forward 

A promise they would keep 

Never allowing anything like this 

May it never happen again 

Much like the severing of these two 

For they were once the best of friends. 

 

The Final Act 
 

just as the circus clown  

paints on his face 

be it a smile or frown 

what lies behind the applique  

this temporary mask 

deep down 

underneath the surface 

no one ever knows for certain 

eyes of many pay little mind 

the audience simply waits 

so eager and attentive 

for they are here 

lined up  

front and center  

on the ready  

to see the show  

the clown clings  

ever so tightly  

to hold his own  

careful not to slip  

he mustn’t break  

should he crack  

peel back  

but one layer  

it’ll pave the way …   

ruin for him  

doom  

at long last  
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the show commences  

and in that brief moment  

monetary relief  

in reaching Zen  

yesterday, much like today  

and so it will be  

the same thing for tomorrow  

until his dying day, forever cursed  

ostracized  

his one-and-only wish  

to be rid of this godforsaken curse  

freedom has taken a backseat  

animosity  

much like any other of  

his myriad emotions  

though constantly maintained  

remain invisible  

to the onlooker  

how long must he endure?  

pointless question  

if memory serves him correctly  

reeling over in his mind  

to that a simpler time  

youth  

oh how he craves release  

at long last 

realization cannot turn back time 

and then ... 

he manipulates the final act 

not knowing the outcome 

it could be harmful 

even fatal 

it could be curtains for all 

in a desperate attempt  

he decides to challenge fate 

the audience is awake now 

having been stirred from its slumber 

by some invisible force 

he reaches for the makeshift gun 

modeled out of his horn 

a common prop 

synonymous with circus clowns 

and with the back of his other hand 

he wipes his brow of sweat 

he thinks to himself 

they ain’t seen nothing yet 
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and like the performer he is 

so cool and collected 

he gives them a show  

unlike any other 

and wraps things up  

with his signature bow 

for this is the last time 

he’ll ever woo the crowd 

then stands up, face beaming with pride 

in raising the horn to his head 

he squeezes the bulb ... 

Bang! 

The clown is dead. 

 

 

The Scars Inside 

 

Yellowed starlets in heels 

Illuminated by the moon’s orange hue 

Moreover, I want it all! 

Steal away with me won’t you 

Let the festivities begin 

Can you hear that? 

The necromancer while he serenades to 

These here hard-wired heads 

Broken hearts bleeding out … SCREAMS! 

Reassemble & repair 

Wind chorusing banshee cries 

Stirring up the once quieted nights 

Deafened spirits 

Turning in on themselves 

Shielding 

Still beautified despite this calamity. 

 

I want this 

Yet it haunts me still, 

Myriads of maidens with their madness 

Their earthen-textured bodies and 

Mind-shattering volcanic cries— 

Sinister saxophone sighs 

Witches whisper and hum 

Taken in by their snake-like hisses, kisses 

More hits than misses 

Into them deep, and I’m drowning all the while 

Hand in hand, journeying into 

The depths of this spell 
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Their redemption, my hell 

Two years of reckless abandon 

Blissful chaos 

Born out of lustful concubines 

Drunkenness, and with such eagerness 

I digress, there’s nothing evidenced and yet 

Too numerous are its gains 

I’ve nothing to show for it 

Save for the scars inside 

Which I’d gladly bear to you 

One and all 

I have nothing more to savor 

I have nothing more to hide 

FUCK it all! 

All that resembles—pride! 

 

 
You 
 
You  
came to me 
at a time 
when I needed a friend 
when I felt my life 
wasn’t worth living 
as though the walls 
were closing in 
as though the world’s weight 
had crashed down 
purposefully 
to crush me 
so that I may be ... 
no more. 
 
I lay here 
in the thick of it all 
my futile existence 
sporting a look 
that has been 
or would’ve appeared to be ... 
long-past dead. 
you take me by the hand 
giving me sureties  
illuminating my endless  
tunnel of dark 
with the radiance  
of your light 
you lift my spirit 
so high 
that it reaches out 
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far past the heavens 
and further still. 
 
for once, I feel settled 
for once, I have direction 
for once, I have purpose 
energies that were depleted 
are restored 
I am whole again 
I have meaning 
I am electric, I am intriguing 
I am so very ...alive 
from the bottom of my heart 
and with much thanks, my hat goes off to ... 
You  
who came to me 
at a time 
when I needed a friend. 
 
 

I, Chameleon 

 

I am a chameleon:  

I keep changing my tune,  

Changing my personality  

My appearance 

To fit each situation. 

I venture about the desert floor 

Directed by the light of the sun and the moon. 

When the sun shines brightly 

With its yellow hue, 

I feel at peace with myself, 

Happy, relaxed, renewed. 

My skin it turns a shade of yellow, too! 

When I crawl atop a ripened red apple, 

I’m on fire inside. 

Angered and spiteful, 

It slowly surfaces, 

Reddening my outside. 

 

When I dash about the snow-covered hills, 

I’m as white as a ghost. 

I feel frightened; I feel invisible— 

Seldom seen by most. 

 

When storm clouds dominate the skies, 

I feel dark and mysterious. 

My skin is as black as coal, so cold and sleek. 
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I wear the devil’s skin like a cheap disguise, 

Oh so very tongue in cheek. 

 

As I sit atop a violet flower, 

Passion flows throughout my body. 

Purple-skinned, I move about my surroundings. 

I seek pleasure in the company of others, 

Lasting as much as several minutes to many hours. 

 

When I’m among those superior to me, 

I remain still; movement is limited. 

Mechanical, so meticulous 

Attentive in that I show I truly care. 

 

Careful and cautious, 

Aware that all eyes are upon me. 

With the sky so full and blue, 

I lower my head so as to mirror my gloom. 

Unsure of myself, doubtful, 

So silent, so blue, 

It would appear as though I’m waiting for my cue.  

 

I am a chameleon, 

Having been on display for you. 

Sharing bits of myself, 

With changes in my color, 

With changes in my many moods. 

I live, I grow older, and I even get wise. 

Moving about the world, 

And as needed, 

I change my disguise. 

 

 

Too late! 

 

My blacks 

My blues 

My grays 

These are the necessary staples 

That keep me at bay 

That makes me up 

That shakes me up 

That wakes me up 

Frees me 

Frees me from my cage 

This has forever 
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Until now 

Enslaved me 

People would rather sell me 

Than save me 

Than tell me 

That I’m needed 

That I’m meaningful 

Or they offer up 

Their only device 

Their vice 

None other than 

Free advice 

Always against my will 

Pigeonholing me once again 

Leading me to believe 

I’m my only friend 

Am I but a plague? 

Am I born to lose, to end? 

Dare I question? 

I know, maybe I just need a sedative 

A quick fix and make it repetitive 

But wait, would I finally have inner peace? 

At long last learn to stomach conservatism? 

Void of variables, a carbon copy? 

Not for me 

I am so not you 

Instead 

I am the new messiah 

The scapegoat for the… 

Chronically abused 

Recycled refuse 

Dark and dingy 

And still… 

Very much a hollow man 

Surely one cannot become any lesser than this 

I can attest to having walked the walk 

For having talked the talk 

I pledge myself to 

Forever removing the self from the self 

So as to script it 

Unlike you 

I’ve lived it and relive it still 

Oh, what a fucking thrill! 

However distorted 

I’ve resorted 

I’ve purported 



14 
 

Life… 

Of obscure means 

However obscene 

Whatever the pleasure 

Not caring how 

It ranks or measures 

Whether you get what I mean or not 

How could you possibly understand? 

Being that you’re such a… 

Mindless lot. 

 

Looking over my life thusly 

I imagine myself to be 

At the beginning of it all 

My being suspended and upended 

In a quasi-catatonic 

Embryonic state 

And yet my mind’s still very wide awake 

Of what I’ve come to know 

Of what lay in wait 

Be it… 

My past, 

My present, 

Or my future state 

I would’ve had myself 

Aborted 

Ah, well… 

Too late. 

 

 

Mother’s Blood 
 

It was the night before 

It was supposed to be a celebration 

But the party was over before it had begun 

From the yells to the screams 

Orchestrated, so commanded were their movements 

From the shuffling to the banging 

So loud that it echoed in the streets 

Shards of broken glass to punched-in screens 

Reminiscent of the dance from the previous night 

Where they had been before. 

 

Mimicked were their movements 

Stemming from the dance floor 

A toast with warm cheers echoed and resounded 
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At first, it was an intimate exchange 

But sooner than expected 

Their memories were garbled 

Couldn’t make any sense of it 

Only fragments remained of what they could recall 

Everything was dead to them now 

Distorted and cast out 

Lost as it floated upon this sea of rage 

These animals were finally released from their cage 

At last, their song finally ended 

From the hall, they were suspended. 

Blurry-eyed and hazy 

What a pair they were 

One, overly violent, so temperamental 

The other, halfway to crazy. 

 

The two drunks walked home half-dazed 

Both still very drunk and full of rage 

Finally arriving home, they pressed on 

In this senseless charade 

Tired, beat, and broken 

They called it a night 

Just another day 

Just another fight. 

 

Then morning came 

Silence had deafened their house once more 

Always the early riser 

And so their child did wander 

Slithering and silent, he went on unnoticed 

Slipping past his parents’ bedroom door 

And what did he find? 

What was it? What he did seek? 

It was his mother 

And she was fast asleep. 

Her face half-turned into the pillow 

With a single arm draped over the bed 

His mother’s lifeless arm so dead, so lifeless  

Her hand barely touching the floor 

Beneath her hand had gathered 

Continuous it did flow 

This darkened pool of red 

While the boy’s stomach churned to and fro 

Though he may not have realized it at first 

So familiar, this undeniable dread 

Like so many times before 
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This is where his mother bled 

Bled out onto the floor. 

 

Curiosity got the better of him 

And so the child did touch this red fluid 

With nothing more than a single finger 

He never thought anything of it 

Thinking only of his mother’s sweet caress 

Oh, how he longed for her touch 

Whereas to the onlooker and those sensible 

This would certainly be too much. 

 

In turning his attention back 

To his now-bloodied finger 

His mother’s blood, it had poured out for him 

 

So caught up in it 

He couldn’t do any more but sit and linger 

In a state of utter shock 

The child hadn’t moved an inch 

Not even to move his bloodied finger. 

 

For this was his mark 

The dawning of days to come 

What was in store for him? 

So cold his mother had been to him 

Was this monumental? 

Was this momentary? 

Although this child could not answer 

He was aware of his dilemma 

Her fate was his curse 

His mother would never be sentimental 

Prone to live life by his mother’s example 

Through his mother’s discourse 

The boy held his bloodied finger up high 

And with such pride 

For it served as a reminder 

It was the day his mother died. 
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Lovers 

 

For they are lovers 

Locked in an eternal embrace 

Captured and frozen in time. 

What would everyone say? 

How ever would they survive 

In a world so cold? 

They frolicked 

So devilishly, 

Having not 

A care in the world. 

Without worry, without reason. 

Their passion 

Warmed by the sun 

Licked at their very faces. 

The wind thrusted 

Melding them together 

Locked in what was apparent to everyone 

Bared for all to see, 

A soulful, deep stare and then 

That one fatal kiss 

was all it took. 

In an instant, 

They were lost—but, in each other, 

So unified, so complete. 

 

And with a shrug 

This world of despair 

So small, insignificant, and faint 

It had always failed them. 

But they would— 

With the very last, bated breath—prevail. 

For they had found in each other that special place. 

For they are lovers, forever locked 

Eternally embraced. 
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Pit of My Stomach 

 

Hard-wired freaks 

Mustered up as much courage 

As a nation of middle-aged hipsters. 

Now look at them 

All blackened by ashes— 

Dope felons banded together 

With a vulgar mix of boxed lunches 

And not one of them is serving Kraft dinner— 

Christ!  Now, that’s a sin! 

Saint Pablo was there 

Where do I know him? 

It escapes me … what? 

Can you picture the pressure? 

Of X in its primal state 

You need not worry 

I am sure they will still give their usual sermon 

Served up with all the essentials … save one 

It is about time you follow along 

It is not just for show 

I see you are all bunged up 

Down to the core, I take it 

People are a great trip 

Do you mind? 

Now, quit it before I hit you 

And you, too! 

One more outburst like that 

And I’m gonna smash you both 

Now, hush! 

Show a little respect, would you? 

It is time that you pay homage 

To you-know-who 

It is not all about you, you know 

All hail the temple of the sixth stone! 

Something’s not right 

Do you smell that? 

Smells like bush … 

Or maybe it’s just talent 

Like formidable swine with a rock infestation 

Isn’t anything sacred anymore? 

All that I am asking— 

Just two more shots of distemper 

And this puppy walks! 
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Oh, What a Night! 
 
Here I am; 
I’m talking to myself, 
I’m the drunk sitting at the back of the bar. 
I must be ignorant, 
’Cause I won’t even answer myself. 
Why am I here again? 
Oh yeah, 
I’m here for comic relief. 
You call yourself a comedian 
But you’re not doing comedy 
You’re not even remotely funny 
They must’ve been hard up when they called you 
Who are you again? 
Yeah? 
And they call you a comic? 
You’re not even the brunt of a joke 
I’d be better off 
Watching a car crash 
Watching someone slip and fall 
Watching two women duke it out in a catfight. 
I’d sooner score some blow 
And a six-pack of whores 
Make a new reality show 
Start up a new religion 
Maybe start my own government 
But I’m too fucked up to vote. 
 
So here I am; 
Wait 
Where am I? 
Oh yeah, the bar. 
It’s comedy night …  
Right, I got ya. 
Where did everybody go? 
Why’s the comic lying down on the floor? 
Imagine that, he beat me to it 
Now how’s that for a punch line? 
My hands seem wet and warm 
Hands—they’re just amazing, aren’t they? 
They are the tools of man indeed! 
Handcrafted, now that’s funny! 
They’re truly the work of God 
Look at my hands: 
Old, tattered, worn, and so scarred. 
 
What’s this? 
My hands are red. 
My hands are red? 
What have I done? 
Did I do this? 
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That’s right, I won’t answer me 
Suit yourself, my self. 
Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! 
Well, there goes the neighborhood! 
 
Looks like they’re closing the curtains 
I see they’ve already turned down the lights  
I guess that’s my clue 
I mean, cue 
I’ve had way too much to drink 
I’ve got to get out of here 
But, wait a second 
Something’s not right 
I don’t mean the body 
Me, I mean me 
I feel so strange 
All of a sudden 
Just now, 
I am amused. 
 

THE SIGN 

 

No one is happy that I have returned, 

Neither am I; 

What is it with small towns? 

Where’s my welcome wagon? 

At least present me with a bottle of whiskey, 

To wash this rejection down. 

 

What was I thinking? 

I think… 

No, that’s not it! 

I wasn’t thinking… 

Yes, that’s it! 

I get it now! 

 

I guess a pat on the back is in order 

Or 

I ought to just turn back around 

Back down 

With my head down, eyes cast, 

And fists clasped 

Or 

Maybe I’m being a tad too dramatic. 

 

But wait, what’s this? 

A flash of inspiration 

A flicker of bliss 
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No, it is far greater still… 

Like a cold chill 

A tinge of excitement 

Sweeping over every inch of my body 

My heart raced 

My head started to spin 

Surely, this must be THE SIGN 

That the townsfolk speak of 

No, not a sign from God! 

It was the sign across the street 

And it was electrifying 

Ah – inspiring 

The sign read, Liquor Store 

It spoke to me of salvation 

Ingenious, I thought, it was reading my mind! 

 

Alphabetical ‘Order’ 

 

Angels arch their assets in anticipation at the arrival of their… 

Brawny beau, their BASTARD lover, and the blessed beatings used to keep them in tow, and 

Christ is not to be welcomed here, as it was clearly stated by this contentious community of 

carnal connoisseurs, especially during this above all calendar years combined. These 

Damnable damsels answer only to their dashing deity, if 

Ever one were to truly betray him, the end result would not be ecstasy but excommunication as 

to the ways of this FOLD. 

Fraternal orders as such may be a rarity, a festering of false prophecy, even grotesquely 

fictitious, but not this particular, though peculiar gaggle of modern day geishas, who habitually 

and generously… 

Gift themselves unto their guarantor. 

Heathens, exclaimed those in opposition, as there were many who hated these heretic harboring 

harlots, and of late— 

I was beside myself, indifferent to all such commotion, it was… 

Just another day, I thought, not unlike any other, for I was certain…in fact I – 

Knew in my heart of HEARTS everything would be just fine. 

Letting my head and heart guide me, leading me back to the 

Mechanics of this fold, those which I’ve manufactured as my world, this place I choose to call 

home.  I WILL 

Never betray nor turn my back on such choices, regardless of the myriad of social distortions to 

the contrary. 

Of late I have stomached enough loneliness for a nation of men – no more! 

People have a funny way of lying to one another, especially passersby, the ever-constant 

Question:  How are you doing? The oh-so predictable, 

Rehearsed response:  Fine, thank you!  Bet you didn’t expect that response.  Bullshit!  It’s 

always the… 

S-A-M-E D-A-M-N T-H-I-N-G!  The reasoning behind this example is to demonstrate just how 
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Timid humanity is with being honest with themselves and with each other.  I hope I live to see 

the day when HONESTY is actually practiced, without needing a script. 

Universal honesty…just imagine that!  And not just in isolated instances either.  Who am I 

kidding?  In the real world, it’s not likely to happen.  In a 

Virtual world, most likely, but even then I have my doubts.  Now, 

Where was I?  I really NEED TO STOP doing that…forgetting where I am or where I was.  I 

really ought to mark a big – 

X where I stand, but that’s just foolish isn’t it. 

Yes, if life were like a deck of cards, I’d always be the J-O-K-E-R.  To conclude then, regarding 

the abovementioned or what I’d call my aspirations.  To achieve this I will have surely 

reached… 

Zen. 

 

 

The Day’s Events 

 

The gas furnace is cyclically firing, 

The dog is out & about 

The fenced-in yard – 

He’s got business to do! 

While overhead 

The graying skies choke-out 

The spirit of life. 

Tumbleweeds would surely tumble, 

If this were a 

Tumbleweed town. 

A suspicious fire robbed a 

Family of their home, and yet 

A friend of the family 

Let it slip that 

The man of the house had 

Lost in a battle of wits 

With a blowtorch. 

His only munitions – 

Red-hot butter knives & a gram of HASH… 

Suspicious fire my ASS! 

 

I found myself walking about this 

One industry TOWN, and 

The few people I did see, 

Were embitterers and bleak faced – 

Strangers to me. 

I wasted a hello on one of them, 

So I stuck my tongue out at the rest 

The result of this I knew 

I was the one who looked – 
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S – T – R – A – N – G – E – R. 

 

What is it with all these societal barriers? 

Failed are my efforts to stir up this 

POT; 

To entertain & be entertained, and I 

Chucked whilst CHECKING into myself. 

I swore I heard a grumble or two 

Of obscenities with the passing of 

These ZOMBIES, or, 

Maybe it’s just my stomach 

Much to my surprise, despite these 

Recent most distractions 

My feet have found their way home 

A warm meal awaits me 

I take up a fork and dig in 

My heart, mind, and stomach, 

Have reached contentment once more. 

With meal finished, I return to my writing room, 

And pen the day’s events behind me. 

 

 

SADNESS SET AFIRE 

 

Worthy of Note: 

I would much rather pass on— 

The grand design 

The battle masters 

The witless politicians 

The sickly priests 

The wikileaks… 

Of late I have chosen to 

Theoretically and 

Most prophetically 

Retire myself 

Taking up residency amidst 

WHORE-ridden mansions 

Of my mind & outwardly so. 

Of anywhere and anyone 

With their pleasure in tow 

IT IS with this 

Aspired and most desired 

Arrangement 

Which some might say 

Borders on derangement 

That my past digressions 
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Fall away from me 

Was it all just A GAME? 

Was I ever great? 

Was I born solely to entertain? 

When will I be entertained? 

Why is it that despite this 

Seemingly perfect illusion 

A life of leisure 

BORN OUT OF— 

Literary repartee 

I still feel 

Shadowed, shelved and shattered? 

I am simply 

A cesspool of SADNESS 

A sampler 

With a wantonness for 

Worldly tastes 

Unchartered venues 

To strike the match and 

SET AFIRE 

Urges that are lost 

Should I ruin it then, or, 

Roll with it until it’s 

GONE? 

It would seem that my BEST to you 

Is the WORST to me 

Spooned out and served up 

Like any new dish 

MY latest wish 

To scrape these plates 

To trash it all 

Everything that resembles 

And/or borders on being FAMED 

The result of which 

To ACT upon it 

Speaks to me 

Rings of TRUTH to me 

Like a telephone 

(PAUSE) 

Wait, what’s this? 

My telephone is RINGING? 

Yes, my telephone is really ringing! 

I’m checking the CALLER ID now… 

I’d better get it— 

It’s FOR ME. 
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Rant of a Little Fucker 

 

I am a little fucker, 

I am but a strain on society’s last nerve. 

I am both a prolific and profane writer, and at times 

I pride myself for having bordered on the absurd. 

 

I am so much the intellect that 

I too submit myself to bouts of being dumb. 

You see, God and I have come to an understanding; 

Despite my talking to him daily, 

He isn’t mandated to listen to me none. 

 

There was a time when I was optimistic, 

When I had oomph; 

That was until life happened, 

When my cause took effect that 

I decidedly cashed out. 

I allowed myself to be bothered by external factors; 

Which had their way of sparking incalculable flames of inner rage and 

As you might have guessed, 

Writing is my way of putting such fires out. 

 

To the self-proclaimed experts who always had it in for me, 

Thinking I was in this for the fame, the dames, and the currency. 

It’s effect being, 

My hard exterior had all but withered away, 

Exposing what I wished to hide...the real me. 

 

Regardless of my accomplishments of late, 

While most remain supportive others continue to debate. 

It’s as though I’ve been plagued by 

Ceaseless waves of expectation, 

I’ve heard it all: the cries, the incessant griping, and the supplications. 

 

Insisting that I stand down, change the station, or more specifically... 

Change my vocation. 

 

For those of you just tuning in; 

I’ve said it once before but I’ll say it again. 

I am a little fucker 

I am but a strain on society’s last nerve. 

I am both a prolific and profane writer, and as always 

I pride myself for having written poetics with passion and verve. 
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New Tricks, New Feats, New Trips and New Treats! 

 

I’ve not a pen possessed by demons, 

I’m a demon who possesses a pen. 

Whichever or whatever I write is projected; 

At times it’s dark, dreary and demented, 

Loathsome, lethargic and lamented, 

My mind is puzzled, fuddled and fragmented. 

This depression-like-obsession of mine; 

Horribly and inexorably, be it the death of me 

I am plagued with this invariable need to erase. 

Just when I thought I had achieved an iota of grace 

Finally freed up some space 

Of life’s dilemmas and disputations; 

The same black clouds start to loom again, 

The same black clouds that spoke of doom, 

They speak of doom again. 

When I think of what I wrote before and what I might do again... 

Scares the living shit out of me, 

The fact that I was able to brandish fistfuls to wit of having writ such shit of me. 

Though there was no doubt that I wrote with cognizance, clout and clarity, 

There was nothing and no one comparable to me, let alone held a torch to me. 

Sad thing is that despite my having employed it, entertained with it, I ruined every bit of it; 

Not on account of what others thought of me, 

Not on account of what others thought my writings to be, 

I destroyed that which I enjoyed because I doubted me. 

 

Then as now but with a different flow, 

I have slain, I have conquered, and I have grown. 

There’ll be new tricks, new feats, new trips and new treats! 

I’ll forever stay commanded at being the one who’s upper-handed, 

Until I’m demanded or I just can’t stand it; 

For it is my intention to continually brand it and steal the show. 
 

The Likes of You 

 

I chew up that, 

Which is absurd 

Like they were gumdrops, 

Then I spit out a surge 

Of scourging words 

Like they were gunshots. 

At times my subject matter 

Is grimy and grim, 

Indicative of sin and 

Some of it is like 
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Bombs what’ve made 

Mouths drop. 

Looking over what I’ve done; 

At times it’s paining, 

Other times its fun, 

But I’ll be the one who 

Decides when it stops. 

 

Be sure to jot this down 

In your mental notes: 

I won’t apologise 

Unless it hurts, 

I won’t retract lines 

Unless they’re 

Unintelligible blurts. 

I won’t tow the line 

Or care if others finish first, 

I write like I speak and 

I’ve got an infinite thirst. 

I won’t sugar-coat it; 

I’ve always kept it real, 

But I don’t care to brag 

Or claim to be a big deal. 

It took me a long time to 

Realize I’ve not a curse 

But a gift and 

It took an equal amount of time to 

Realize how very few 

Catch my drift. 

 

And for those of you who 

Continuously run your mouths off; 

Thinking you’re on point, 

Well-equipped or well-to-do, 

It made me realize something else: 

I’m a better person for 

Not associating with 

The likes of you. 
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FLOODGATES 
 

I’m cursedly REMINDED of old tapes that recurrently REWIND and play in my MIND. 

I need to FIND a way out, a RESOLUTION, to rid myself of this COMVOLUTION 

Gloom-ridden thought POLUTION.  I REFUSE to LOSE 

And give into the BLUES of a dormant past UPENDED that’s forcibly trying to have my mind 

REDENTED. 

 

I’ve ASCENDED life’s ladder for too long to stumble, to STAGGER, to give into ANGER 

I’ve unmasked myself, there’s no need for cloak and DAGGERS, 

I can’t bear to swallow my PRIDE, let alone board another rollercoaster RIDE and risk my life 

again. 

I’ve got nothing to HIDE, no new wounds to VAULT; and I’ve made amends for that which I’ve 

FAULTED. 

 

I’ve traded in my SINS for a WIN and a GRIN to flip at whomsoever tries to oppress me, 

This is sure to get under their SKIN and DOWNPLAY any such games they intend to throw my 

WAY. 

I will go out of my way to PRAY for them daily, with hopes that the HEAVENS will aid in 

changing their life’s DIRECTION. 

 

I pride myself on upholding healthier ADDICTIONS; instead of stewing in life’s 

AFFLICTIONS I find release by way of poetic DICTION. 

Whether the subject matter sounds like innumerable CRUCIFIXIONS, there won’t be a rewrite, 

a RECOURSE or DISCOURSE that hints of having regrets. 

I’ve shared with you my literary HOBBYHORSE and that which I wrote of LATE, in closing I 

STATE, “If you think I wrote full-throttle before, just wait until I open the FLOODGATES!” 
 

And Then There Were None  

  

He throws a can of  

Yellow paint  

At a canvas;  

Yellow for  

His only son,  

A son who at fourteen  

Took his life.  

  

He throws a can of  

Red majestic;  

Majestic for  

His adoring wife,  

A wife who was killed  

By a drunk driver,  

While stopped at a red light.  
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There once stood three candles  

That burned so bright.  

Two lives were snuffed out;  

While his still flickered,  

The day bled into night.  

  

Death had a handle, it was scandal; It was more than he could bear.  

  

So he takes up a can of  

Icy blue;  

Blue for feeling lonesome,  

Blue for himself.  

In an effort to tame his turbulent mind,  

Having survived his beloved wife and son,  

He turns the gun on himself.  

  

There once stood three candles  

And then there were none.  
 

SOME PEOPLE JUST DON’T GET IT.  

  

Before he starts to read from his worn-out notebook, he addresses the crowd.  

He tells them that he’s not a conventional writer, far from it.  

He’s more of a CONVERSATIONALIST and STORYTELLER than anything else.  

It is what it is, he says.  

He notes a rustling of the crowd, they seem restless.  

Perhaps they don’t believe him, he wonders.  

He goes on to say that he can talk incessantly about anything at all, WITHOUT FILTERS.  

While out on walks, there are some people who go to great lengths so as to not say hello to him.  

They’ve crossed to the other side of the street, just to avoid him.  

Some of them have given him a fake smile, a quick wave and then duck down a side street.  

Others simply run, especially when they sensed he wanted to chat with them at length.  

  

Forgetting the crowd, he carries on with his story.  

He says that his mother used to call him GABBY HAYES, on account of him talking so much.  

He could TALK FOR DAYS, she would say.  

Out of sheer curiosity, he said he had looked up this Gabby Hayes character online.  

It turns out that George 'Gabby' Hayes (1885–1969); was an American character actor, deemed 

the most famous of Western movie sidekicks (offering up comic relief to the leads of Country & 

Western Films) of the 1930s and 1940s.  

In real life Hayes was INTELLIGENT, WELL – GROOMED AND ARTICULATE, yet was 

cast as a grey-bearded eccentric, famed the world over for having uttered phrases like "consarn 

it", "yer durn tootin", "dadgumit", "durn persnickety female", and "young whippersnapper."  

  

He grows red in the face when he realizes that his conversations served no real value other than 

COMIC  
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RELIEF.  Forgetting where he is, he yells over the crowd with clenched fists and gritted teeth, 

“Thanks for the support MOTHER!”  Thankfully he caught himself getting off track, snaps out 

of it and goes on to tell his audience (though dwindling) about himself as a writer.  He tells them 

that he hated writing; of late he finds it to be a bit of a chore.  The only real reward he took from 

writing could be summed up by two simple words:  THE END!  

He rolls up his notebook, steps away from the podium and walks out of the auditorium.  

  

A gaunt quiet settles over the audience members still in attendance.  

One of them speaks up, then another and another...  

Is it over?  

Did it ever really begin?  

He’ll be back.  

He’s not coming back!  

Oh?  

It’s called performance art, moron!  

No need to be rude!  

Some people just don’t get it.  

It’s over their heads.  

Isn’t that the truth?  

Amen to that!  

Huh?  

Exactly!  

Hear hear!  
 

Enjoy The Breakfast Champ!  

  

He fumbles with his keys,  

Unlocks and falls in through the front door.  

He turns around and locks the door behind him;  

Attempts to pivot on his right foot, slips And does a face plant upon the linoleum floor.  

With quickness he picks himself up;  

Burps and belches, while staving off  

A nasty bout of the hiccups.  

Bob is a drunk, always has been.  

Despite having worked at the plant for twenty years,  

He graduated from social drinker to alcoholic, a has-been.  

  

His wife watches him, he’s quite the show.  

Unlike other women who would have left,  

Apparently she still loved the bastard.  

She lends Bob a shoulder to lean on and then leads him upstairs to bed.  

She doesn’t bother to undress him, tucks him in  

And gives him a goodnight kiss on the forehead.  

She leaves a glass of cold water on the nightstand,  

To help curb the dehydration and  

A couple of Tylenol for the morning hangover.  
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The morning came with the sun illuminating their bedroom.  

The sun bothers Bob’s eyes, he’s awake now.  

Turning over; he takes the Tylenol,  

Pops them in his mouth and swallows them down.  

His feet touched the cold floor and he stood, then shuffles to the bathroom to take a piss. He 

looks himself over in the mirror; his eyes still bloodshot, his hair’s a mess and  

He hadn’t shaved in what seemed like days.  

Breakfast is ready! His wife screams from the kitchen below.  

Thinking to himself, why she hasn’t left him, he still didn’t know.  

He throws on his favorite bathrobe and slippers,  

Taking careful and calculated steps; he heads down stairs and  

Waddles into the kitchen.  

He notes a breakfast fit for kings, a yellow rose in a crystal vile  

And what appears to be a post-it note:  

A love note no less.  

Bob reads the note which he assume to be riddled with  

Niceties and care, instead it’s shocking and  

Bob’s heart begins to race.  

The note reads:  

  

Spent twenty-three years of our marriage tending to a drunk,  

Didn’t say a word but enough is enough.  

And to think of all the time wasted on a good-for-nothing;  

Drinking away our retirement savings, dodging taxes,  

Isolating himself from those who’ve loved and cared for him,  

Like life’s not bad enough.  

   

Been seeing the mailman off and on for the past few years;  

He’s a real man, knows how to treat a woman right.  

He’s booked us a flight for Vegas; going to marry him, then have ourselves a weekend getaway.  

Oh and not to worry, already filed the divorce papers; both of us signed, so everything’s okay.  

Remember signing that reader’s digest subscription renewal form, the one that came in the mail?    

Didn’t think so, that’s because it wasn’t readers digest; those were the divorce papers...fool!  

Anyways, better eat breakfast before it gets cold.  

Its eggs Florentine with arsenic mixed in with the hollandaise sauce,  

A breakfast fit for the damned.  

Enjoy the breakfast champ!  

  

It was inopportune for him, eating while he read.  

He choked on a morsel of food, lost his breath and went into cardiac arrest.  

His heart stops beating and  

Before he falls to the floor, Bob was already dead.  
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Without Regret 

  

She kept her affairs secret; she kept them in her heart.  

His letters pleased her:  

One masked by the scent of his cologne,  

One riddled with hearts containing his and her initials,  

One containing a picture of him in uniform and  

One of their intentions to wed,  

That had been taped together from being read over and over again.  

She used twine to string the letters together,  

Then locked them away from prying eyes;  

But she had forgotten about them.  

So they had waited, until, in her golden years when  

She found them again, while looking for a broach to  

Match an outfit she planned on wearing to the social tea.  

She draws a hand to her mouth,  

Seats herself down on the bed;  

Her other hand shaking,  

Her heart racing,  

She finds herself beginning to blush.  

  

In that moment she relived the private correspondence  

Of their courtship, the hopes and dreams they had intended to share.  

She remembers now, like it was yesterday, the regret that tore into her heart;  

Of their ending before they could start.  

It was wartime and he had went away to defend his country.  

It was months before she heard from him again, only this time it wasn’t him,  

It was from the department of national defense.  

She had received word that he died a hero while defending his country;  

That’s why she bound the letters together and put them away,  

She wasn’t expecting to find them again.  

  

Her old bones started to shake, tears streamed down her face;  

But they weren’t tears of sadness, but tears of joy.  

She was older now and her days were numbered;  

Just how many, she wasn’t exactly sure,  

Of late, she had been diagnosed with lymph nodal cancer and  

There wasn’t a cure.  

She goes into her bathroom for a glass of iced water.  

Returning to her bedroom, she picks up the medication bottle from the nightstand;  

Pops the top and downs them all in one shot, then lies out on her bed.  

 

A smile could be seen about her face as she clutches his letters to her chest and  

In a matter of moments she lets out a final breath, but not before saying,  

“I’m coming for you old boy!”  Saying so without a hint of regret.  
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What Little He Remembers, He’ll Never Forget 

 

He remembers being told that 

His mother had been taken to the hospital. 

He doesn’t remember the ride over; being dropped off, or going inside. 

All he can remember was being in his mother’s room and 

Seeing his father already seated at her side. 

He remembers speaking to his mother briefly and  

Not really knowing what to say, 

Except that he loved her. 

He said it over and over and over again, 

Until he was too teary-eyed and choked up to speak any longer. 

 

He found it even harder to look at her; 

Watching as she withered away and 

Knowing that CANCER had  

Gotten the best of her. 

 

He was afraid for her; 

Afraid that THIS WAS IT, 

Afraid that he’d lose her soon... 

Not today, oh please, God, not today! 

 

He doesn’t remember how long he stayed; 

All he knows is that it got to be too much for him and 

He just needed to get out of there. 

Just before he left the hospital, 

He told his father he’d be back to 

Visit with her again that evening. 

He needed to clear his head; 

He needed to walk it off, 

He needed someone to talk to: 

Somebody, anybody... 

But there was no one around! 

He felt so broken and alone; 

He was an empty shell, a mess 

And found himself walking home. 

 

He half-remembers his wife asking him how he was 

And he tells her that he didn’t know. 

She would later tell him that his stepdaughter’s visit 

Would be rescheduled, seeing as his mother had died. 

He was taken aback and remembered asking her WHY she said that. 

Instead of answering him, she simply reiterated, 

“YOUR MOTHER HAS DIED.” 

He was confused; he was just there, 
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It just couldn’t be! 

He remembered asking when it had happened  

And then she told him, 

His mother had died at four-thirty p.m. 

The strange thing was, he remembers leaving the hospital at four twenty-one p.m., 

Exactly nine minutes before she passed. 

It was like she waited; 

Waited until she’d seen him, 

Before she could let herself go. 

 

 

EIGHT STEAMBOATS! 

 

The basement smelled of incense,  

Old sweat and deviant behaviours; 

As he descended the rickety stairs and  

Entered what appeared to be  

The remains of a lustful chamber. 

It contained a rusty four – poster bed frame,  

Frayed ropes, shackles and chains and  

Wall picture frames (minus the pictures),  

An assortment of cracked mirrors and  

intermittent splatters of desiccated bloodstains. 

Spray-paint scrawl on the back wall  

Beckoned him to take a closer look, 

From where he stood, the scrawl looked like  

Something taken from a children’s book. 

 

~He came upon a poem that was sure to send shivers down his spine~ 

 

And there it was...it was a cross between  

A gruesome poem and a disturbing nursery rhyme. 

For what he read sickened him; this lurid rhyme became  

More sinister with each and every line, 

The nightmarish read caused him to have bad dreams,  

Keeping him up most nights. 

He’s always been a strong willed person but many a night  

He finds himself using a nightlight. 

He needs to talk to someone about this, someone who’ll  

Help him to put things into perspective. 

He also needs to know that this little girl receives justice.   

He will ensure that her story is told; he will give  

Voice to the voiceless victims like her. 

.   

   

~Here’s the poem that he read and this is what it said~ 
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A mother leased-out her daughter for fifty dollars,  

To keep her in cigarettes, whiskey and  

DOPE. 

 

The now damaged daughter prayed to God, 

Asking him to save her and 

Not once did he answer her prayers. 

At this point, she was disappointed with her mother; 

She was disappointed with the men, who wronged her, 

She was disappointed with herself and 

She was even disappointed with God, 

Resulting in her losing all...  

HOPE. 

 

She then grabbed a straight razor from  

The medicine cabinet in the bathroom, 

Hurried to her bedroom in the basement and 

Stood atop her four-poster bed, where 

Innumerable men had... 

RAPED her. 

 

The daughter started jumping  

Up and down on the bed; 

Jumping higher and  

HIGHER still. 

 

And while she jumped, 

She shouted out STEAMBOATS; 

Which both comforted and 

Reminded her of playing  

Touch football with her friends.  

 

She wasn’t the least bit worried 

About how loud she got, besides,  

Her mother was probably still passed out on the couch. 

And with that, the little girl shouted: 

ONE STEAMBOAT! 

TWO STEAMBOATS! 

THREE STEAMBOATS! 

FOUR STEAMBOATS! 

FIVE STEAMBOATS! 

SIX STEAMBOATS! 

SEVEN STEAMBOATS! 

And when she got to 

EIGHT STEAMBOATS! 
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She took the straight razor and 

Slashed away at her throat. 

 

 

And Waves Goodbye 

 

She’s a small-town actress.  

She gives command performances and  

Does so with such passion and grace, that  

The audience can’t help but notice the 

Gleam in her eyes and the  

Smile on her face. 

 

She lives for acting.   

It keeps her grounded and 

It’s not just something to pass the time. 

She loves to entertain so much that 

If she could have it her way; 

She’d be acting all the time. 

 

She believes herself to be  

Destined for greatness and figures  

Her all or nothing approach to living, 

Guarantees her an in  

To leading a charmed life. 

 

It’s because of this; 

Her being the way she is, 

How she chooses to view and approach life, 

That her peers categorize her as being: 

The odd one; the crazy one, the dreamer...  

D – I – F – F – E – R – E – N – T. 

 

Instead of being supportive of their friend; 

Respecting both her craft and her  

Creative approach to life, 

They tell her to stop this acting nonsense, 

That it’s a waste of their precious time. 

The last thing they want in their lives is 

Someone who’s a thorn in their side. 

And if she doesn’t heed their suggestions and  

Swallow her pride;  

Then the friendship is over, 

It’s the end of the line. 

 

She gives the matter an iota of thought; accepts  
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That disappointment is a part of life,   

She then pivots on her heels, walks away from them and  

Waves goodbye. 

 

 

They’ve Disappeared! 

 

They took 

Out the snake of 

Their slumbering master, 

Careful not to wake him 

For what they’ve come after. 

They wanted their freedom; 

They wanted out of here, 

They wanted the sun 

That’s been clouded by fear. 

They wanted their lives back; 

Save for the loss of years, 

But first they needed to sever 

The prick from this 

Bull steer. 

 

Eleven years ago 

To the day, 

He made them 

His slaves. 

He took them away 

From the safety they’d known, 

He took them away 

From their happy homes. 

He was their king; 

Four-poster bed for a throne, 

He made them possessions for his obsessions, 

They were his pebbles and stones. 

 

They heard that 

Freedom comes... 

At a price. 

Amidst flickers 

Of candle light; 

Words were whispered, 

Tonight was the night. 

All they needed now 

Was one precise surgical slice 

With a butcher’s knife, 

After which they’d have a 
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Real taste of life. 

But wait, 

There’s just one drawback. 

They can’t fuck this up! 

They’ve only got 

One chance to 

Get it right. 

One wrong move is 

All it’ll take. 

If their nervousness 

Overtakes them and 

They shake, shake him 

Or worse... 

Wake him, 

He would surely 

Kill them all. 

 

It was storming something fierce that night. 

Thunderous booms and flashes 

Shone through the curtains, 

Splashes of light illuminated 

Everything in the master’s room 

And that included the girls 

(They were women now); 

Having positioned themselves 

Around the master’s bed, 

Their intent: 

To make the master pay for his wrongs 

And make things right. 

It was as though the gods 

Were purposely trying to thwart them; 

Using the storm as a means to report them, 

Ignoring their urgency for justice, 

To spite them, for their proposed sin, 

Despite them and their petty plight. 

 

All the while, 

There must’ve been a communiqué 

Between the witches of the wind and the 

Heavy rains that poured; 

For they were in sync with 

The master’s snores, 

Acting as a buffer and this, 

For the most part, 

Muffled the temperament 

Of the storm. 
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In a retaliatory effort, 

The gods responded with a colossal counter attack; 

Administering a most thunderous crack, 

This shook the master’s home and ultimately 

His bed... 

The master was now awake. 

Fear had possessed the women then, 

But it was just enough to 

Push them past the 

Perceived boundaries of fate. 

A universal thought kept them in check: 

It was now or never! 

And with that one of them 

Sliced with lightning speed at his member; 

Flung it across the room before they 

Stormed out of the master’s home, 

Leaving him to bleed to death. 

 

Freedom was but a single mile away, 

Before reaching the barbed wire fence; 

That defined the perimeter that was the master’s estate. 

Since the storm wasn’t letting up, 

A considerable amount of mud accumulated about the yard. 

This caused the women to continually sink as they made their way, 

Making it a more trying effort to escape. 

They were cold, drenched and feeling the effects of exhaustion, 

Not fully realizing the extent of what their freedom had cost them. 

 

As they were only a mere six feet from the fence, 

They decided to stop for a moment and catch their breath. 

Until now, they thought they’d never get away, 

But having devised the perfect getaway and 

Believing in the smidgen of themselves that remained, 

They were able to envision and redefine their lives and 

Wholeheartedly embrace the changes they’d made. 

Then, with suddenness, the women started screaming, 

They were screaming because they were sinking. 

They shouldn’t have stopped, they should’ve kept on going and 

They would’ve made it. 

It was apparent that the master’s estate was 

Surrounded entirely by quicksand. 

They deduced that even in death, 

The master (minus his prick) was still a prick and 

Still quite capable of tricking them. 
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*Something to think about: 

Never uphold a cocky over – the – top confidence, 

As these women did... 

Wait! they’ve disappeared! 

 

 

Can Anyone Blame Him? 

 

He’s a tired old SOUL who has but one GOAL and that’s to FOLD, turn his back on the world of 

words he KNOWS and let it all GO.  He’s tired of TRYING, COMPLYING, RIDING and 

rowing this SHOWBOAT; like doing inummerable run-throughs of a humourless JOKE, all in an 

effort to stay AFLOAT.  Undoubtedly, he should’ve pulled the plug a long time AGO, but he 

didn’t KNOW then what he now KNOWS. 

 

Oftentimes he’s heard that old SAYING that some things never CHANGE. As one who’s 

heavily involved in the word EXCHANGE GAME, he’ll neither write the SAME, nor would he 

put faith in a counterproductive CLICHE.  He views persons who adopt the aforementioned 

viewpoint as AFRAID, mere carbon copy jockeys, COWARDS whose resulting works lose their 

POWERS, AGAIN and AGAIN and AGAIN. 

 

Instead of embracing the tried and TRUE; would it kill them to take risks, write something 

NEW, spit and SPEW fire about their PAGES, instead of rehashing verses, lines and PHRASES 

that have been done to death through the AGES?  Probably!  Then AGAIN, nothing surprises 

him when it comes to these here LAMES. 

 

*Rhetorical question goes HERE:  Can anyone blame him for wanting to stand down, STEER 

CLEAR and forfeit his propensity to PEN than have to rank with the likes of THEM and simply 

DISAPPEAR? 

 

 

Smiling As She Waved 

 

And though the fat lady 

Has not yet sung, 

She’s humming the fuck 

Out of an old tune. 

He knows this one too; 

He was certain of it, 

But what is it? 

It’s one of those familiar songs; 

It almost sounds like the executioner’s song, 

But with that humming of hers, 

He just can’t place it. 

Christ!  If only she’d give him a hint! 

Maybe if she just sang it a little; 

A line, hell, even a verse or two, 
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Then he’s sure to remember it. 

 

Uh-oh!  She must’ve read his thoughts. 

Wait a second, she can do that? 

She can’t do that, can she? 

And yet, she’s glaring right at him, 

Through him is more like it. 

What is this?  What the fuck’s going on here? 

He can’t explain it, all of a sudden 

He feels an overwhelming pain in his chest. 

It’s almost like she’s piercing him 

With those hate filled eyes of hers. 

 

Then, as quickly as it came, 

The fat lady stopped humming and 

The pain in his chest went away. 

Could this mean then that she was 

Going to sing after all? 

Wishful thinking, he thought, 

It was just a false alarm. 

What then, what’s she going to do now? He wondered. 

 

While he stood there wondering; 

Feeling miffed, his mind a little scattered, 

The fat lady started waving her hands frantically. 

With her left hand she pointed up at 

An immense time clock in the sky; 

Its hour and minute hands 

Speeding out of control and 

With her right, she pointed to 

The makings of a grave. 

“What’s the meaning of this?”  He cried. 

But he already knew the answer 

The instant the question left his lips. 

Tired of the fat lady’s charades; 

He raised a hand to her, 

Indicative of his wanting her to stop 

And yet, she didn’t stop. 

He got the sense that she was 

Going to show him his fateful end and 

Sure enough, she started flailing her arms yet again. 

 

He then exerted an extra effort to stop her; 

He tried sounding tough and 

Called her bluff (Hopefully she was bluffing), 

“Is this the end, my end?  If so, then how, when?” 
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With suddenness, the woman dropped 

Her arms at her sides, then opened them wide, 

To signify the breadth and depth of the sky. 

 

Looking up he saw what appeared to be 

An immense theatre screen, and 

Without warning, the show had begun. 

It was a film short, but it terrified him so much 

That it sent shivers down his spine. 

As much as it scared him, he couldn’t help himself, 

Watching the camera panning a depressingly familiar, 

Black churning stretch of river, 

A most horrifying blast from his past. 

His best friend drowned in that river, 

He remembered it all too well! 

By accident, his friend had slipped; 

Fell, cracked his head open, 

Plunged into the river, 

Got caught in the undertow and 

In a short while his friend was dead. 

“Why did you show me this?  You bitch! 

That isn’t me!  That was my best friend.” He bellowed. 

“Wait, you don’t mean...” His voice trembling as it trailed off. 

Panic-stricken, he turned and fled in terror. 

His mind raced; his heart pounded as he 

Bounded through the heavily forested area and 

Stemming from the shock of revisiting past events, 

He’d lost all sense of direction. 

 

He was running wildly, blindly in the dark and 

Ended up tripping on a boulder; 

But instead of falling flat on his face, 

He fell through the air and 

Within a matter of moments, 

He plunged into the icy black waters of the river. 

And just as the current started reeling him in, 

He knew now that death had indeed come for him. 

Moments before slipping away; he started laughing 

At the oddity and unlikelihood of him drowning, 

In the exact same river that had claimed his best friend. 

Odder still, was seeing the fat lady standing in the river, 

Just ahead of him, smiling as she waved him in. 
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Stunning Wreckage 

 

Shadow marks… 

(Remain as) secretions 

Coupled with dried blood, 

The aftermath of 

Bruised berries accosted by 

A tempered staff sporting 

Bulbous grapes and 

Then deposited atop the back 

Of a bear skin rug… 

Battle scars. 

 

In plain sight: 

Tumblers, empty bottles and 

Nasty gnats, 

Another blur of a night has passed, 

Resulting in blemished beauty… 

Of lacquered labia lips still 

Polluted by the mouth of a 

Slumbering drunken beast. 

 

Scatters of tattered clothes 

Reek of immortality, 

Salvation and sweat: 

Chronicling coitus… 

Fantasy-esque cosplay, 

Which then leads to a 

Wrought iron bed; 

A stunning wreckage of 

Sumptuous fur and 

Raw meat on display, 

A jumble of maidens 

Fused to their master. 

All is quieted now, 

The lot of them… 

Muted like mannequins. 
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Consumed 

 

Where now from here? 

Does he sit here 

With his face frozen? 

Does he wait around 

For the right moment? 

Until he’s golden? 

Until he’s on the verge of 

Bursting, cursing… 

While writing verse strings, 

Like every line was stolen? 

 

Should he even bother to 

Prod and push through 

Life’s many distortions by 

Applying generous portions 

Of word glue to 

Scraps of phrases 

About stacks of pages, 

In an effort to 

Brandish beauty 

That’ll withstand the ages? 

 

Does he turn his back on it all? 

Continue to stew in solitude, 

Wait for the muse, 

Or does he go full throttle 

At these mountainous bottles of booze? 

Regardless of the 

Path he chooses, 

It’s not a matter of 

Whether he 

Wins or loses. 

 

He wants nothing more 

Than to be given 

A smidgen of guidance 

From the gods: 

A nudge, a wink, a clue; 

A bolt of lightning, 

Something frightening 

With which to refuel. 

 

And so, whatever it is… 

He really hopes it’s something 
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That’ll knock down brick walls and 

Allow him to walk away from the refuse. 

Maybe he should repent… 

His reply, no thank you. 

He’s resigned to start over. 

Yes, that’s it!  He says. 

He’ll re-pen!  Ha-ha! 

 

However, he would be willing 

To go so far as to… 

Siphon sludge off the deep end; 

So long as it has a 

Profound effect, 

One that has him consumed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


