


[N ABSTRACT DIMENSIONS

PARTAKE IN DIAMONDS
Partaking in diamonds, dawns the lord that thee made,
for I gave up my freedom, as a swearer by jade,
lost in every rhyme, reason, I could jot jutted faith,
while my well-suffered losses, more than feathered my face,

spinning ducks went round calling; “Help! What is next?!”
But he clamped over-mouth, what my lips could not text,

for written in stone, are thy words burned in copper,

greening the metal, with a zealous eye-dropper,
he said, “Look at me, boy, you just signed it in blood,
forsaken! Forsaken! No pages, not good!
For in the end of your life, is the debt you owed you,
partaking in pearls, like his salt-water crew.
[s rising the Sun? Does it rise everyday?
It always does so, never in the same way!”

But here is the paper, every name inked in red,
there is death to be dealt, and it is slow and intense...
“I understand clearly, what they’ve done to you, jewel,
to be kneeled at your feet, why they must call me a fool!
So I give up my mirrors, sacrifice, swore by jade,

[ partake in diamonds, dawn the lord that thee made.”






ame rain of ra1nbows in his name,
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HAVE NOBODY ELSE
Demented in the brain,
but his dreams are so much cooler,
he’s a rocket in the heart,
but he had the nerve to fool her,
in the daylight he is pearl,
but at night his dark descends,
he is haunting in the lyric,
is he happy? He pretends...
He is lonely under-hood,
underfoot he hits the grave,
his intentions are a million,
he is dangerously brave,
mel-o-dy, a fragrant cloud,
just a touch of butter-gold,
in his hair a stardust hue,
he is twenty-five years old,
burning blue, those darling eyes,
he can take you in the moment,
or he could take you by surprise,
I do think you’d never know it,
and that glass is so delicious,
that blue you can’t resist,
but wait, it don’t stop there-
you haven’t heard about his kiss-
never had one, but I want one,
this is only what I hear,
he can purify the ocean,
he can dry up all your fears,
but I warn you for your life,
he’s demented in the brain,
he’s cautious of his powers,
of what he'll lose and gain,

did I mention he wears black?
Smooth n’ sultry, deepened black,
he wears it down in leather,
silver zippers, down his back,
I'm weary but intrigued,
he’s as gentle as could be,
but when he has to get away,
that’s between just you and me,
he’s a water-color landscape,

but electric in the color,

an oil-painted masterpiece,

created by his Mother,
jet lashes to deceive you,
icy glances pull you in,

I have never seen the smile-
so just think about a grin!
He has roses in his breath,

but is firm within the voice,

his towers are so warm,
he’s the cherry-blossomed choice,
he’s got effervescent fry,

he is curling in the tongue,

ac-cented impressions,
snow flying, from his lungs,
but this is all to know,

he is honey and the cream,

he is just another stranger,

to which every girl could dream,
he has fire and the heat,

but the winter of the sea,
just an ocean in the sky,

of my final fan-tasy.



I'M BEGGING YOU
She broke the watermelon with a naked hand and sighed,
- he was going back to Christian school -
but with wings.
Admire the enormous halls,
and the little glass room...
When did it become a dark room?
The lightning struck,
reminding us of the time we kissed under cherry-blossoms
It feels worse than ever..
But don’t worry, she brought the bucket of water,
drink up.
Or do you see nothing but filth?
And you accused him of everything.
“Relax,’” He said, slicing the bread. “Look again.”
The pail was filled with watermelon seeds.
“Just stop pretending to sleep, my love.”

FIGHT THE LIGHT
The jaws of hidden worlds restrain,
~__asyou retaliate your name,

FANCY IT’S NOT ME did you know,
Everybody listen up, a game,
['m not the one to fill your cup, Wwas sojinsane,
that it played you,

your.every word was so darn wrong,

; into it’s space?
and this whole mess took so damn long, P

And claimed you as a piece, a die,

I'm not your guy, I'm not your.man, inside the eyes, so wide, and why?
I'm not a hero, understand, Between the teeth you sought to tame,
you got it wrong, you messed with truth, you lost and lost, and then regained,
but nothing-

I'm not the key to breaking loose,
I'm just one, of many scores,
I'm just another, on the floor,

like you had before,
no gore, no war, no secret doors,
recall the ways, I've come, deplored,

if evil births, and crawls to me, and then see what I have in store!
than so will all my sympathy : You shocked me out of stalking you,
but I'am not the one to save, = sﬂ. i ;.-of fooling and engrooving y 9}1»

4 -7 ss »
Jith tales of darkness so desplte,
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Wh eVﬂ TARE d klndly gave DN “T'came with thirst to steal your light! ="
to one of many J 'to destroy 4 But there is none to take, or right...
one tough kid, and one strong boy, Delight, is fright, with all my might-
he will save us, he’s the guy, And then it shot me, like a ghost,

he’s not me, but man, he'll try. it’s all that good, we needed most...
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d, like apple tea,
an, crimson drink,

hting, on the brink,

 of sanguine red, FROM HERE TO HERE
I FEEL THE BREEZE

washing toes, in water, deep,
but lying here, I blink and sigh,
you make me feel like I could fly
something new-
e a natural Sky, the calhng voice, that sometlme )
love me, love me, cold and

- you want me, and I wa
Bring it close, I wat
how brave you are, co







TELLMEAGAIN.. : FLOWING COLORS

Tell me again, why [ won't see tomorrow, It's flowing deep beneath my skin,
and I'll eat fire, walk on water, give my every gift, it's why I sport a gleaming grin,
tell me T won't make it, the colors flow, the pigments flip,

and I'll fly, I'll soar, I'll run,
tell me again why I won't see the sun,
and I'll book the next flight, write into the night,
and sing to a crowd of a thousand...
Reach out to one million,
serve seven billion,
tell you, you won't see tomorrow,
what will you do?

covered by, a red-tipped drip,
bloody rainbow, paint my heart,
make a masterpiece of art,
but what of color, do you know?
I can bleed as black as coal.

LUCKY UNLUCK
Lucky, lucky, you,
white cat drive,
avoid the cracks,
in the pavement line,

BECOMING CRYSTAL
Do crystals sleep?

I’'ve wondered that, happy, happy, day,
so blue as ice, left side bed,
white as the sand- do the hokey-pokey,
Do crystals wake? change blue to red,
I know I've tried, running away,
to always see, from the monsters of heaven-?
the lighter side, Is why you keep all things,
my heart it seems, in the number of seven,
1t's shattered ‘fore, you never come out,

and how is that7
Am Ia gem7

your horseshoes are heavy,
our clovers are fading,
e du



GLOWING PURPLE LIPSTICK
I know a bunch of pretty girls,
with laughing bows and golden curls,
baby dolls and witchy hats,
sugar, spice, and slick black cats,
everything they do or want,
is a curse, or is a taunt,
witch girls are funny girls,
have ‘em on a string of pearls,
witch girls, naughty girls,
have a thing for underworlds,
witchy girls are funny girls,
have a boy, or not a world,
everyone they have or need,
is going on their hands and knees,
I had a girl who had the kicks,
glowing purple lipstick!
Stripes on socks, dress, lacy-black,
wants a man to have her back,

I had a girl who had the flick,
glowing purple lipstick!

THE RUSH OF ME
Breathable, believable,
I'm washing through the sand,
like flying through the snow,
only, not on solid land,
skippable, unstoppable,
like smashing through a wave,
like skipping through a crystal,
and no way to behave,
treading on the pedals,

a feel for flying free,

a moonlit night, no clouds,
a date for me, and me!
The stars are unmistaken,
the planets overhead,

I'd rather see them falling,
then see them from my bed,
let go of lifeline wings,

I'd like to fall to this,

I want to breathe the air,
not a suffocating kiss,

I want to delve in me,
it’s the only soul I'll find,
the only one that I could be,
so I can call it mine.

ABSOLUTE TRUTH RAMBLE

Tell no lies, and tell no lies,
1’11 say what I want,
you tell the truth,

1’11 be honest at best,

1’1l speak nothing but that,

I won’t tell a lie,

cause I’'m not good at that,

HEART-ATTACK
Oh my gosh! A heart attack!
[ think we’d better run!
Oh my gosh! A heart attack!
[ think I'm having one!

you can’t tell a lie,
but you wanna, 1’'ll bet-
tell no lies, tell no lies,
tell the truth, and stay that way'!
1’1l be here, speakin’ truth,
1’11l be here, bein’ honest,
I’'m talkin’, I’'m talkin’,
let’s keep it that way.

Shocked as I have been before,
['ve never been so swayed,
never-mind, false alarm,
I'm gonna be okay!



THE TWELVE MIRRORS
This is coming down, threefold.
Twelve mirrors,
and [ don't understand the math-
but here, [ present it.
Set it before my mind,
electrify the senses, before I can drop-
the darkness is left behind,
[ stand before it.
Ha! Befriend me please,
it’s a feeling that [ wouldn’t give up for anything,
let it subside on its own,
or otherwise,
take me away,
for I am coming to get you,
are you coming to get me?
And T hope,
when we all begin to smell the brainwashing-
we will subside our rage against one another,
for this rage was the rage of divinity.

COLD AS ADOUBT
Could I take the breath above,
above the snow, then dip,
down into the glacial well,
with cold and shaking lips,
kiss the water as it froze,
and let he snow be sweetened,
by my word the summer ends,
and out with it, it’s beaten,
to the ground with ice and bone,
and death of hollow hearings,
whispered by the angel wings,
when black is all I'm seeing,
twinkling will come stars,
when I'm no longer counting,
every drop of ice I lost,
when you did all the doubting.

SNOOKIE COME BACK TO US

Snookie, come back to us, you're a great guy on the inside, past all the onion peels-

which I think we found today.

Snookie, we still love you, and so does your girlfriend, and possibly her sister even less...

But at least I know I love you, so don’t feel bad, cause you still have me.
Snookie, this note sounds like the songs you write, and that kinda scares me,
but don’t worry, we’ll both get better at it.

Come back to us.

Sincerely, the little boy from next door.



SICKING PINK
Yeah, this is the moment,
contrary to despair,
quicksilver all over,
happy-clappy, a pair,
if gold was the secret,
dunk the street in that paint,
yeah this is the living,
of the privately great,
hush, it’s nothing but words,
shush, let’s not make a deal,
let the let in the meltdown,
let me see how it feels,
if we reel it to raining,
and the platinum no better,
these drops are the one thing,
that could get me much wetter,
yeah this is the truth,
the unbelievable kick,
better stick in your head,
better burn in your wick,
condescendingly open,
came by word of the mouth,
color comes to us only,
when we let the words out,
it’s the hue in the berry,
carry silk in the shine,
blooms of the sickness,
not unbeatably blind,
glitter pick up,
and sick it,
flutter by, butterfly,
it’s the blush in the make-up,

not the intensively shy,
kissing lips, it is split,
but not a lover in sight,
can describe what I'm doing,
when I'm singing tonight,
yeah this I admit,
when you were looking for ink,
put the bark in the bitch,
cause this dog’s sicking pink,
is it right? Do you feel,
like a man, or a treasure?

I hope you like God,
cause we're better together,
so put the gun down,
go home, don't you smile,
grin like the heck,
because well all go that mile.



AMETHYST BLOOD
Her amethyst blood,
her violet-stained eyes,
the purple infusion,
over golden disguise,
the plum in her heart,
the blue of her veins,
the majesties royal,

a mountain of names,
like grapes on a vine,
the irises gape,

a bottle of wine,
with no particular shape,
don’t mind what it looks like,
no remnanted form,

a lavender scarf,
so soft, but forlorn,
anemones cradled,
in the beds of the sea,
so the asters lie twinkled,
between you and me,
my wisteria winter,
blooms still in the bud,
mint flowers rejected,
by her amethyst blood.

TONGUE BUSTER
Curtailed the dangers fed in here,
arail to the breaching gears,
bit nail in tail, to thanking leers,
forget your stale, impaling fears,
hail upon these aching ears,
and fill the pail of all who hear,
the house of holy, is so mere,
should I have failed to wail a tear,
we mail the tale, in spite of wear,
to near the end, a scale appeared,
and peeked around the sail I steered,
at what would not have happened here.

HOW COULD IT BE?
How could this be?
I thought I lost it to the sea,
I thought I'd crumbled to the floor,
I believed I couldn’t climb from the sinking sand,
how could this be?
I couldn’t smell the gardenias,
I couldn’t savor the sweetness,
I'd lost sight of that beautiful pathway,
how could this be?
I'd stumbled down the trail,
I failed to become like them,
I made mistakes and did not learn,

I think I fell from grace a thousand times,
how could this be that I am here again?
That I am whole again?

How could it be, I see the light?

How could it be I hear his voice?

The voice of God and now-

How could I have ever thought I'd lost my way?



HEY TIMBERWOLF
With the wolves that take down prey,
this one became one, and now they’re after him-
He’s just a fiasco man, not the kid under-blanket on his phone,
way past light-outs-
and scrolling for truth?
Why do we listen to the animals with polished monocles,
and expensive cigars?

Why not be like the man in the trailer park?
Can’t remember the last time he cut thegrass,
but his new kitten likes it,
pure white among the emerald blades.

Never thought these would be disturbances.
Make a man out of him - No, let him be wild and free...
No, we’re all far too domestic to say anything now,
but at least, here’s what he said 6 years ago;

I'm not sure I did everything I wanted to, this year,
does that make me unaccomplished?

My old friend spoiled me,
but I can’t be treated like that when I am older...
Maybe I'll just go crazy or something,
fall in love again,
live again,
yeah, maybe that is what I'll do...

Did he do it?

Don’t you realize anything?

The realizations of he?

And don’t you see,
that if you despise him,
you despise all of mythic kind?

He’s not just any creature-
for he fantasized this-
philosophized this-
created the thought that led to this-
and what if God was sorry?

Don't take it back now, this is a chance of a lifetime!



OLD PATTERNS
Pointing fingers, mal-adapt,
to the ones that leave be-hind the past,
say what is stranger than to roll,
with long forgotten, foreign codes,
you point the blaming hand at me,
when the wicked world is all you see,
but scoop this hat, and bow my knees,
take a little thinking-time for tea,
and stop and ponder, over-yonder,
did you ever, truly wonder?
Pointing fingers, maladapted,
poorly built, and poorly crafted,
shamed, but no one, truly owns,
their own belief, about their homes,
for lack of better words, or worse,
misunderstood my every curse,
for what is duller, than to pet,
and stroke the rules, that instead,
leave us unaccomplished genes,
of DNA, that means no-thing,
[ see you point your fingers, yet-
you maladapted your whole set,
so wave a hand, behave and do,
it doesn’t look that good on you,
to walk around, no point in life,
we must be strong! We're still alive...
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They sell black market veggies,
there’s no going back now,
they get away with it,
and no one knows how!
He’s the guy in the leather,
yeah, that’s right, he’s cool,
that shade under-eyes,
he’s a rustler for sure,
and his girlfriend, so shifty,
wears a dress suit, and heels,
in both their pockets-
filled with vegetable peels!
They are eerie and odd,
only see them at night,
selling veggies and fruits,
only under moonlight!
They sell black market veggies,
maybe killed someone once-
.. : they are looking for more- <« e
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THE WINE IN MY HAND
There’s wine in my hand,
in a little plum gem,

a violet-hued crystal,
hanging from a green stem,
adroplet of purple,
hit with a sun beam,
to make it complete,
flower out the grape-green,
the iris of angels,

a majestical blue,
like the stone in my hand,
placid as the dark moon,
and you gave it to me,
for I was your silk,
that tied us together,
with a sip of warm milk,
[ cared for you deeply,

I loved you so much,
the wine in my hand,
with a dark purple touch,

that reflected such kindness,

ajoy within I,
that violet-hued crystal,
helped me say goodbye.

THE GARNET BULLET
The Garnet Bullet,
the deadliest lips,
of which no one answered,
and no one dared kiss,
cause the killing was good,
but only because,
they thought they’d meet mercy,
in the cold desert bloods,
with the crimson a-splashing,
the barrels to faces,
I never thought I,
could get lost in these places,
for nobody knows,
why God is at hand,
when garnets through bones-
takes lives o-ver lands,
and dragging through sand,
I’ll never know why,
a garnet was chosen,
to take someone’s life.

THE FLAT STONES
Flat, so flat, but don’t despair,
they cannot fall, so as you care,
so many pits in which they drop,
but when you do, well, they do not,
flat so flat, but don’t despise,
they’ll keep the sparkle, in your eyes,
down to fleeting, pondered glee,
laws about, our galaxy,
or gravity, if you believe,
for flat, so flat, they do not leave,
they’re balanced in a time ago,
when all I know, is all I know,
until I stumbled into these,
behind the flowers, and the trees,
they’re flat, so flat, if gone unseen,
what kind of life, would yours then mean?
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HELLO GYPSY
Salty, sweet, and beautiful,
a puppet or a doll?
Woven into silks,
you were short, but very tall,
jewels upon gems,
upon glass, and maybe ink,
tattooed with a flower,
and an automatic blink,
blowing bubbles in the court yard,
in a yard not yours to be,
chased out by a dog,
and the cat you couldn’t see,
am I dreaming of you now?
Am I sleeping on the stage?
The mouse kept in the rafters,
af-ter the whisper of a sage,
you sell your pretty acts,
and you look just like a face,
clothed in many satins,
that I just couldn’t name,
beads of bone and crystal,
your skin smells of the sun,
the sweaty brow you rose,
all the perfume you have done,
tapping tambourines and fiddles,
bowing birds and dancing pets,
and maybe you’ve forgotten,
but you're a hard one to forget!
I’'m the one remaining kitten,
under poppies in the rain,
under bobbing fruit and wine,

in the shelter of her name,
you blew bubbles in the courtyard,
strangest suitor I have seen,
as I watched you from the grasses,
singing sonnets to the queen,
I'm curious of you,
and it’s strange to see you now,
standing right before me,
not from underneath a bough.



SEEING YOUR B
Feed me smoke, th

I should just mov
ut here, I can only sp

, ILIKE THAT KIND OFDIP
sweetbox Inn, because I like that kind of dip,
chocolate-kissed, menthol,
, don’t forget to wave it off,

eathing again, incense, unless
, vels in the form of smoke, a poison, fir
| unel'ievable to the eyes, '
indescribable to the taste,
four walls, and addicted as ever-
you said I'd catch that cold,
but here I am in the summer,
headmg to Sweetbox, whole,
ut t ime you see me-

5, hide me a flavor,
psycho’s museum, you either see it, ¢
ious, like Christmas spices,  behind the sultry ple
s a little dark in here, a pipe in hand, would'

<sn’t it? 3
n’t it? I'm not as sweet as (

but sometimes it




WHICH COLOR SHOULD I CHOOSE?
I look into the mirror,
and all I do is laugh,
it’s like my eyes are different,

the color, half and half,
the one is so bright orange,
an ember of a blaze,
the other is so violet,

the fog of purple haze,
so what side is my best?
What color is just mine?
Which color do I follow?
To which am I inclined?

What should I do to choose?
I wink and look too fast,
I look into the mirror,
and all I do is laugh!

BUSTING IVORY
Ivory ice on the plaintive scene,
shoots through he air, like a pearl moonbeam,
shy to the touch, but crazy in white,
ghostly, and ghastly, but pure shining white,
simple and sweet, but definite sheen,
of pale and pallid, to slightly just cream,
but look at her eyes, well that’s something more,
her two eyes of violet, the true of her core,
rich in the pigment, a purple, true blue,
immersed in the shower of lilacing hues,
amongst her own sheets, of the purest of whites,
two eyes full of concord, what a marvelous sight!



~ but some of us do- aman with pride, a mountain h1gh
- we have nothing to lose!
heprodsaneedleto,

For we've lostit all...

e doesn't matter, | the atest fad that ever 1ved

1t doesn’t matter to hlm




DYING UNTRIED
In the ice of imagination, came a blizzard so intense,
that nothing in my wits of words, was making any sense,

I couldn’t speak of things I knew, it was a growing need,
that made my po-et-ry insane, and left my mind to bleed,
the sanguine that I lost that day, was colorful, but cold,
flavorful with hues of tales, that I had left untold,
but then I had the will to paint, the will to carry on,
and once the magic slipped away, my consciousness was gone,
in fact, my world grew so entwined, the blooms so bulging fat,
the leaves of every plant and vine, went twirling out of whack,
the tiny buds of coming thoughts rushed out in petal white,
and come out of my mouth and pen, in-to the books I write,
but when it came to seeing him, the amber, it hushed forth,
felt like I was back in time, pushed south, back to the north,
in the ice of my creations, came a blizzard so inert,
that the crystal in the liquid, was a simple piece of dirt,

a smudge of grime that plagued me, so it caught me in the vein,
and now to seldom push it out, I have to be in pain,
my dreams were once a happy place, a fantasy if willed,
but with the things that frighten me, it instantly was killed,
it’s a story, just a story, that we’ve followed this whole time,
a portion of my bible, that I didn’t want to write,
hate me if you want, but I remember who you are,
you're a saint within a prison, your a diamond with a scar,
I'm afraid that [ am fadmg in the ice of my attack




ains, so teary,

came to taste the sweet of honey, a
‘ the gorgeous gush of salt
That cannot be explained!
1 came to hear the bells, ringing softly in the morning,

i
v

who taught me this; There is no end to music.
to touch the heat and ice, be burned, be stung, be intimate,

S




TRADING FACES
You eat chocolate like it’s the end of the world,
biting bars like there’s no other food,
you're a tad bit more serious than some,
but I know you only do that for fun,
there is no flesh I know of like yours,

I can’t remember the last time you scarred,
put a trench coat on his ice sculpture,
and you will get to know this type of creature,
I'm arelic, a relic of your earth days,
bond to be beloved, by ledges and trees,
but you gave up long ago,

I guess we’re just slow,

I'll be darned - remember me as I was,

~ cause I ain’t coming back the same!

DECAYING WIRE '
Metallically gorgeous,
so stainless, but rust,
the iron has m?lte d
] 0O maroon I

/ '\:




I KNOW YOU DON'T WANT TO SAY THAT...

I'd like to simply advertise,
the complex science, of our lies,

that come from mouths of haunted breath,
and those who speak of making death,

so hear me clear, Id like to think,
that if a lie could only shrink,
it’d shrink back into being true,
so we could see the real of you,
so everybody listen up,

I've got some lies inside this cup,
and if you dare to take a sip,
will you swear and burn your lip?
Lies make us seem like selfish fools,
when we throw, and lose our cools,
so next time you get in a fix,
think again, before you mix,
the truth and lies in-to a drink,
pretend the chain of actions link,
maybe I should make my way,
for all I ever needed say,
if it’s not right to tell a lie,
maybe, do not even try-
so if you tell the truth today,
yowll have better tings to say.

ASH-COLORED

REPORTING
We gather information,
we put it down in ink,
we sometimes use recorders,
so we don’t have to think,
we read it in the paper,
the words we use and mint,
are driven to the public,
in big and little print,
all’s not well in talk and tell,
and I will tell you why,
most of what I said was true,
but now I sport the lie.

“Does it hurt to be a liar when the end is drawing near?

The color, it was ashen, and it wasn’t held so dear,
because rainbows can’t be deadly if they’re safely in the sky,
and a stranger can’t be harmful if he’s simply passing by,”

“He is caped, hysterical,” A green-eyed friend retorts,
“Cause the man, he never listens, he’s too busy, out of sorts,”
“A young man in his gold crown, we don’t need him, want him out,
prevention is the cure, but what is the cure about?”

“Boy in cape, hysterical, you need to cut the tasks,
cause do you really have a face? A face behind the mask?”



DYING HERE
The world it rattled in my bones,
while I awaited peace,
my scarves were drenched in sickly sweat,
held breaths as were, clenched teeth,
‘watch the bomb be dropped in black
~and white, and peace, butno! L e
Aworld to fly’s too much to ask . .
but pllotthls and gO- . - o
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.3 ! CHESS BOARD WARS
t Distanced me, the whitest shade,
i the lightest shadow in the cave,
' sacrificed, the brightest hue,
¢  .the pearl paint, the pallid view,
% _he turned that, the darkest thing,
e 4the ebon blade, black angel wings,
" 3 into jet, a raven’s heart,
*. . "7 not the best way, for a start,
T"";‘i took me down, the marble stone,
‘4%  the greatest evil, over-thrown,
. gpure as clouds, a racing snow,
] ; * the”"tleanest ﬂake a frigid blow,
to dank and scarred, a fearsome dire,
in the eyes, of shameful liars,
: spun around, and saw the dark,
a putrid stain, a blatant mark,
a dust of coal, the leather black
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- THE BLACK BEAUTY OF THEEND
I see you all the time, and I'm not thinking,
how precious is this moment here?
I've stared into those eyes a m1ll1on t1mes before,
‘and I’ll never see them the way I do now.
the 1nf1n1te stars on an endless sky,
,, three moons, just like you wanted here,
. that lush glen the place where you p1cked clovers with me,
you’re so simple, so easy, is it because you have a thousand dreams?
What is that like?
T here was a breeze in your life, and we all followed it
tlfle:birdsf?? the butterflies, every winged creature
" " There were roads you chose to walk,
rivers you chose to swim,
and they were right, always r1ght
The white you wore for celebrat1ons,
a commemorat1ve ivory for all tosee,
you were the most blessed th1ng in sight-
: you never knew
I remember all your favorite sweets

ko ‘W‘*‘h S dy e,

you l1ked peaches plums, and vanilla icecream,

GRSy

but you alo loved s soup, and you loved to hear ‘that it was supper time.

A

You worked hard in your garden

it was someth1ng you shared w1th the y e world

he w1nter was no bother to you y
WY llt up Chr1stmas ‘and you gave everyth1ng you had .
because you were an 1sland -
In the spr1ng, ) daffodils | brushed past your feet
as you ran to some where - _anywhere
Summer nights were afloat w w1th cr1ckets n1ghtb1rdsvand the lazy windchime,
we watched shoot1ng stars and tw1nkllng hghts,
you felt so at home that it brought you to tears
Icouldn't i 1mag1ne you any other way.




AMBER UP NO MORE
That forward foot is pretty clean,
so please remember me,
conscious of my whereabouts,
and of my victory,
don’t amber up the water,
that you drank when you were gone,
you saw your life in black and white,
and now, I sing your song,
so ha, I get the last laugh here,
I'm just not who you think,
take another broken pill,
and amber up your drink,
this is illusion, at it’s worst,
yet is, the best I've found,
that forward foot is pretty clean,
so place it on the ground.

PLEASE DON’T CHANGE
Nothing but bad boys run the streets,
cursing every man he meets,
grow they do,
if only they knew,
one day, they, would be a man too.

NOTE TO MAN & DOG
You let the world in your garage,
and I gave it to you straight,
I was lost in cruelty,
and in the world’s great hate,
it is a queer and awesome thing,
how you'd fear the common thief,
and turn it all around,
when you realized I had grief,
it’s a wonder how you did this,
how a thought can crunch your mind,
around someone like a stranger,
it’s amazing what youll find,
I'm impressed with what you’ve done so far,
so proud of your mirage,

but don’t be blinded by the light,
you let the world in your garage.



ALL THAT WE GOT SO FAR
I want that dog,
but shoot the gun,
you'll kill me first,
before first sun,

I need that dog,
don’t get me wrong,
I've walked the frontline,
to be strong,
he chooses where,
his guts are pulled,
and he loves me,
what makes you cold?
Don'’t shoot that dog,
it leads to this,

I talk to wolves,
you talk to fists,
what makes you think,
you own a soul,
not of your blood,
not of your own,
so Fang, remind me,
why I'm here,

I fear for you,
these are your tears,
if I can’t live,
should you get killed,
let’s keep a secret,
of us, still,
so hush the paws,
you run to streets,
where in the night,

we often meet,

I want that dog,

I need this love,

he needs my voice,

why is this tough?

What part do you,
not understand?

I hold a foreign paw,
in hand,
Bingo,
this is not to see,
don’t judge a human,
by his peace,
but boy I wish,
we stood together,
a man, a woman,

a cat, a hunter,

I want that dog,
so shoot the gun,
just tell me first,
if you’re that brunt,
don’t take the dog,
11l be there first,
to teach a lesson,
at its worst,
don’t make me mad,
you won’t want blood,
before the guts,
of one tough God,
don’t make me swear,
revenge, I nod,
to take the life,
of one strong dog.



THE DREADED PICNIC
Was it the Italian spice and dining?
Beds of light, quaint, yellow flowers,
sparkling with so much happiness,
jumping so high, and lifting our glow.
To the boys and girls playing in the fountains,
wet and shining,
fizzing, a paralyzing pleasing,
bolting out from head to toe.
It was a picnic flair with a cafe touch;
cloth umbrella, clinking glass, a cheers to you,
with showy wine, of course.
The beauty of weakness was that you could see,
his sense of humor helped him breathe,
twinkle in eye, he’ll make his way around this,
smiling, forgetting the fuss,
the world will present his little loves,
and get what he deserved.
Kiss him on the cheek, I dare you,
my six sense is a doosey - will you ask me how?
Five used to be the number, but I have one more now,
a six sense - that this-
will be an awesome day.
The food is served, the soup is sipped, s
the cuts you ate, the mouth-watering fragrances, -
|  but you know he won't eat abite, @~
- so teach him to eat with thlngs he’s never‘usef
‘ The music is tangy, the chlldren are spiri
the pan51es bob in the breeze _you wave to
.  you talked dear and now you reahze this; .
No matter how old you are, you don’t want to show pity, only care.
~ He should have come to you with glowing eyes,
illumined soul, and that fire that he used to...
He has your attention, and it’s all because of him




RUSTY RAKES
Rusty rakes,

I feel the person,
over leaves,
that make me certain,
what happened to,
the flint-and steel,
that pointed faces,
from their feel,
emotions rang,
across the land,
that never stepped,
us, hand, in hand,
forget the pace,

I steadied slow,
rake the leaves,
and I'm aglow!

I finally know,
to work me ragged,
so I'm tired,
over-matted,
by the night,
so I can sleep,
I've never had,
such good of dreams,
then when I work,
myself to death,

I cherish every,
deepened breath,
and wish my arms,
were stronger, longer,
I was taller,

it was hunger,

that kicked me in the back,

and ran!
Say I will get,
back up, again.
And when I do,
this rusty rake,
will run me dry,
and deem me safe,
I've never felt,
so great in pain,
until I slapped it,
with my name,
I'm in control,
and that’s a fact,
yow'll never get,
this pitchfork back!
This rusty rake,
it’s mine again,
and I am free,
to now pretend,
that I have work,
and I am bleeding,
raking, hauling,
carving, weeding,
help me so,
what you don’t know,
I'm on the path,
that I have sowed,

cause look at that,
the rake is mine,
a rusty friend,
one of a kind,
so in the background,
I’ll be singing,

a ghost with flesh,
but heartbeat, ringing,
take me forward,

I admit,

I've never felt,
so good, dammit.
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& RACE CAR

Get up to speed, put the wind on my face,
raking the road up, to keep my ride’s place,

kicking the levers and I won’t touch the break,

unless worst comes to worst, and a wipe-out I take,
I'm sweating the heck, the wheel is at large,
I'm as fast as a falcon, you’re as slow as a barge,
I'll go round the corner, and burn up my tires,
L0 fly through the air, to the right, left, and higher,
I'll wave to the crowd, and my girl, Marina,
whip up the engine, and explode the arena,
I'm coming in first, but it’s not the first time-
let’s do this, I'm ready, to win the limelight.

YETI
He surrendered the summit to Yeti,
blue ice, hitting his wind shield,

snow in the lung, yelling over the bluster,

he fell, lost hold of the dog’s leash,
pink in the cheeks, cold body, shivering,
numb, and tearing,
his hair like a snow net,
clenched his teeth,
and faded behind,
surrender the summit to yeti,
the road is closed,
families moved,
research given up,
projects abandoned,
Yeti did not ask for you.

BEAUTIFUL STARS IN THE TREES:

A million stars tied in the trees,
a milligh stars float on the breeze,
a million glowing, flashing lights,

a star for every Christmas night,
flit the glittered bows, and bell,
loft in the wind, with Christmas smells,
golden leaves, and silver balls,
tinsel flys throughout the halls,

a million pearls in the sky,

& a million lights, dipped in your eyes,
in winter sky, and touched, the ground,
a million stars«can be abound,
so look into my eyes and see,
the Christmas lights flow on the breeze,
so look into my eyes and breathe,
the Christmas lights upon their trees.




TEENAGED & CAN'T FORGET
Dizzy, dizzy beby dolls,
us good,
spinning a-round aimlessly,
around the creepy woods,
tattooed and mysterious,
band to band, we gathered,
survivors of the splintered knives,
electric-shocked, and tattered,
Mir, Cool knew every-thing,
belhind that scarf lhe wore,
not nearly down,
& voice mot heard beffore,
sillky-blue, and tiger eyes,
laeld me close to kiss,
girl to girl, here,
& lnope that took me witl-
om her chest were snapped,
were on her shoes,
bellt to bellt in leather boots,
om & mission to be blue,
a fiist so lot fm fiire,
you were doomed ff you were hit,
girl she played it,
would roll her eyes, and spit,
around the world,
with a blade her teeth,
up by a silver sword,
with a gem-emcrusted sheath,
but bossy, bossy, baby,
it drilbble in your march,
a tripping of grace,
may it be the only start?
you, snowflake,
platinum hair,
& cringe within his smile,
that betrayed us everywhere,

so pretty, pretty, baby,
do me something as & faver,
write me one more love song,;
and then throw away the peper,
shreds you crumple,
folld it like a ball of smow,
slice it like am apple,
telll me lhow to let it go,
like kicking up tlhe flowers,

like & pumch you might have thrown,

I'm seeing your refilections,
in the facet of a stone,
she punts you fn the clhest,
like she does, the cocky memn,
like a Hger, she then pawed you,
and you reacted then-
but now you stand here brokemn,
in the bones, naked like tim,
lhow are you an angel,
when there’s no way to begim?
Forgive.,



screamlng at migk
I hope you know where I am - cau
red- handed
Take the sparkle
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what do1 plea‘ when th‘ y :
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I'm a monster who hates su

- a f*"
what do$I &%, when I want youl .
I didn’t mean it, I'lied... =4
But read me.

he loves belng able%tokunderstand pain, but reviles its existence.
He hides depression under a smart and sassy attitude.

He hopes that people will one day realize the damage they’ve done to the earth.

He may still fade, unaccomplished.

Are you thinking what I’'m thinking?



WISHING DEATH TO US ALL?
Have we it, a piece of mind,
a certain way of thinking,

a chip to program every-thing,
to get these ships to sinking,
death befalls, us all, and go-
for maybe that’s the point.

THE CLASSMATE
Lazy, happy, slow-reacting,
funny sorts, claimed nothing special,
scarred and tan, extremely weird,
yawned a lot, but was shocked by fear,
he’ll get over it, but only if he has a friend today.

EYES WERE ALL OVER
I am in your hands again,
living as the flesh I care for,
breathing as the angel I adore,
live as the windows of the soul I gazed into-
there is madness in mine, but what do you mean by that?
Why do you crave this?

It is darkness, I know it is sin, so...Why do you want it to be yours?
Keep this in your mind next time - he didn’t have to,
but he left something in the concrete for you.
There’s a reason my eyes are gray,
gray as grief-ridden skies,
they are there for you to gaze into-
maybe you’d have strayed further off your path,
if you kept looking into eyes of green or brown,
maybe gray is just what you need - lucky you.

Only problem is, you still see madness - but do you?
These eyes have seen many things for you and me,
can you respect that?

I'd rather connect than turn my back on this.



GIVING UP THE VICTIMS
Antebellum memories,
the bellicose of now,
and even in my dreams,
can’t deceive me any how,
she was wild like the river,
just a sparkle of gray-white,
could cast the look upon you,
and regenerate your might,
took back the simple flavors,
of the golden days, her skin,
before she’d grown so cold,
and before the wolves could win,
she was dreaming of the winter,
in the heat of world-at-end,
but she saved us in the rush,
reunited were her friends,
but a dash upon the earth,
in her heels and cascade clothes,
showered blood behind the wound,
behind the body that she knows,
her antebellum memories,
cast a shadow in the dark,
deep as any cut,
in the wood of her own ark,
where she’s saved the little memories,
the happiest, the brave,
but the bellicose of now,
says that she will not be safe,
so where is her love now?
Do you think we can undo,
the things that you have done,
to others and to you?
No time there is to waste,
No chances must be blown,
now you have not been falling,
in fact, I think you’ve grown,
if we don’t act today,
do you think she will still come?
We must let her know we’re willing,
to come back out in the sun.

DIVE INTO A MILLION DREAMS

Have you ever fought your consciousness,

did you ever win?
Did you open up your heart,
and dive beneath your skin?

In your mind, the things you see,

cannot be seen, by you or me,
so here’s to your right privacy,

your head’s a room, your heart’s the key.

HITO BITO
Souls collide,
I was I, you was you,
and now,
we were that,
people saw that,
people met that,
I could not blame,
lost memories,

I could not thank them either,
I was I, you was you,
and that was that,
you see?



‘long for Jane to bloom again,
I see through Anna’s eyes,
a hummingbird in silence,

omes sh1n1ng,
end of Mla’s way,

glowing pin
sienna sme
her root be

sass;
it slips .




LISTEN TO THAT!

I could push you in the way,
I’ll push you aside,
want to beat me up?

Oh no, I think I lied,
listen this is it,
that if I give a damn,
we could be moving this,
“circles in our lives...”

I want to tell you quickly,
love comes in any size,

I saw so many like it,
if they, then so could I,
let’s rewrite this storm,
the pain could disappear,
and maybe then the music,
will come back to your ears.

LIFE IS EVERYWHERE
A gem for every rock,
there’s a branch for every tree,
a cloud for all the sky,
and a bloom for every bee,
a home for every man,

a coin for every thief,
there’s a dance for every dancer,
and a dewdrop, every leaf,
there’s a love in every child,

a fish for every lake,

a wish for every woman,
and a tide for every wake,
when the moon fills up the sky,
there is light for all his sons,
there’s a dream that is awaiting,
it’s a life for everyone.

EXERCISE PRECAUTIONS
Exercise precautions,
get up in that game,
punch the bag of socking,
and teleport his name,
erect your ears are perking,
good sign of happy hope,
don’t climb or walk or slide,
near daring, deepened slopes,
dead-end yellow signs,
crossings of all kinds,
avoid the cracks and crumbles,
in the pave-ment lines,
never be too careful,
it could save you in the end,
respect your fellow phobia,
for it could be your friend,
then again, I see,
where I have wasted time,
clambered on the edge,
for another shot at life.






A thank you to the Characters (both real and imagined),

dreams, and places, that inspired these works.

And a special thanks to Traci,
the one whom gave me “Yeah Whoo-Hoo Fire”
as one of my first poems of 2020,
[ don't think the piece saysit all, but at the very least,
[ hope I never forget what you taught me.
Thank you.
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