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BALLET: CLASS'MEMORIES
You pace!the blackness to and fro,
whatjyou touch, youwll never know,
butiinithe dark a glowing light,
blessed my:eyes with holy sight,
entranced, intrigued, I went aloft
to that glow so warm, and soft,
an image ofa ounger year,
put sadness'back, into my tears,
afterlife, sought afterglow,
af-ter the beauty, that we know,
warm and gray, and very kind,
aigentle touch, behind my m1nd
peace was here in shape, and form
by means of rain, a cleansin storm
like melted black across the sky,
I wonder now, why people die,
1mposs1ble not possible,
and hearts not nearly, crossable
but heed this now, in sultry, bows
we live as strong as,we allow;,
in afterlife , soughtiafterideath)
we take another irst=born breath

stayingyoung,funtilithe) day

welare dest1ned,\fade -away,,
no one feelsfsafer;finfmyhands)
than doesjthe heart of; wonderland
soiwithia f1nger Iiportray,
my;pointingiarrow, bentiand made)
atithelvision, I wasiseeing;
was a\girl, 1 Kknew.was fleeing),
down thestreet) thenicamethejman,
arugged face hat,jaussie-tan
then'alizard), large and! grand
foughta t1ger toithe sand)
then later came),ithe chocolate) boy,
withia'hand held toldestroy;,
snakes), and'rats) theirlhuman rage,
yet it was sadness|intheir/ca e’
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rass-green lock’, bouncediupian down

erode, and rocked thisbroken town,

adlafter that, came him, and me,
aldarknessfor eternity,
then the kingdom|, short, and!sweet,
killed'the darkness in the streets,
helbecame) that broken boy,
with a hand held, to destroy;,
so holding down the tails of kites),
holy/smokesi-was thatia sight,

but took histhand), andtold h1m qu1ck_ :

lifelisishort, now take thisistick,

baffled hands came out.to touch, ; ~ ,; (

blind'he was), butwithitheisuch;,
his.emerald eyes blinked heavenly,
and then his eyes began,to see..
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CACTUS WOUNDS

Wounded by cacti, gushing sharp edges of something divine.
We emerged full o pain,%ut roses, like wine,
it was a desert-skied hell that wished us well.
Though we ended up on a toy-littered beach,
digging up dolls, and old rocking horses.
A cinnamon Shepard dog with a cocoa-twist,
sang us to life with a coolness, and wist.

She had a crystaled hoop, a pink atmosphere.
Maybe something of a boy shall come along,
take the atlantean bird man by the had,
and stop him.

Poor, blind-folded, toucan, you were too beautiful
to be sacrificed, beheaded by the fingers
of one whom was once so sacred - and there
he goes again, walking the spirit planes by
himself and his guitar.

He’ll end up faded in the pool of radiant tears,
his love looking back, in the dark of the rain...
Those stain-glass windows in the background -
are they real?
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e es are beating, ime is movmg JAF r
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- «a child §oes
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N orm eacursed ull
~ asong t twa notn'irl ttoﬂ
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smj rown, or walﬁts to CW &t
the P antet’s pinning, he is falling
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RED VOICES AND T FROZEN BLOOM
If gend has it, fH]iq o sp et
gel- ps a sec et fort ewea
ittle girls depend on them
wh en umans orget we're o sent,

ever wa1 s for
r1e SO assured
but c¥y l:‘ er storlﬁs end,
with litt o are sent,
ears rs cales grow
t%a Ler%gi wefl e re%v old,
e’s ng w 1s ers out,
toaNlﬂcha c 1n  the shrouds,
remem er, f ember me,

a secret you, will VS ee ,
year t yearte m ea oo,
iltas tue tp a look,
sow ena uman longs to smg,
et ey’'re remem er1n

asegret that lfl ﬁ'

passed to a Nut ont ew

and now is wit an owl’s sou
pass the torch, and keep it whole

his is where our trust gets spent
w en we forget we’re heaven-sent.

WHITE IS BORING
Ishtc on white, thenT see rgd
onto my finger, paper-fe
my fingers dan eg m ptepeth o tight,
onto a cut, rom a er-w 1te,
but hereIw1nk wit wav1p g hands,
with m ﬁn ers 1nﬁa

I smile wit shut,
Iwant a colore paper -cut!
COLOR BOYS

Superstition armor,
I am armed with a sword,
I may look 1ntact
but I am totally bored,
compensated cruc1als,
I am armf Yglt agun,
I may look 1nep
utIam hav1n no fun
weig statloné
Iam armed wit éb
I on’t ook pertur
but I have eiver been n1ce
irreversi (fmentlons
I came arm Yglt asmﬂe,
I may EN
but now I’ve loved or awhile...






OVE FAIRY
A bit olfi ove and candy,
ou an almost taste how s
11s cotton candy crystal,
o s good enough to eat.
You might 1magf( e strawberries,
or cold lem na e.
Ii'la be even bu

um,
su ar sweet ¥ma%
eo

eet

Althou
1mes (Fnows 00 muc
ens e’sE n in the poc et
in a spar silent h
It may be love she likes to see,
u}; 1now she has seen enoug
ove

s kissing before her
and she’s forever stained in blush!

cry stal love,

-Arianna THING IN THE POCKET
I often kept him in )Lpocket
Not deep enoug
He'd leap out at any given chance.
His s 11 he colors of%urnt oranges,
] in shades of boiled milk.

[ often let him r1de in my

pocket.

He was mis-identified
mis-labled, f) t nonei%nei ess loved.
He risked his
He rlske his leaps
LUCKg P OI\(Iﬁ ut never fa1 to return to me
F1re spice and fri glow, et er than enI ast saw him.
red -orange a1nt an cream often kept him in my pocket...
I% ac 0.in his ways, -Arianna
ut he els 11 ream
Al Wﬁ ys wants t 1 ou out,
%’s open 11
H1s ire ni er goes out no,
his work is never dope.
Serving is the Way he lives,
_ serv1ng 1s 1s art.
He’s big and smooth, but very sweet,
an carrie qu1te t e heart.
1ma cu 1ne ﬁ eI*nt e, GRAPE JUICE MUSE
lo e ire light Swee u1c 1re,
Bea tifu an ugtamed a smal of can
glass clear and bright. Deep an lus as root eer
He’s rea w enever yo are, Crysta 1zmg int gSun
SO W enever that may pure and viyi
he will always answer you, Burning reds violets,
just pick him up and see! once tr tegﬁ in a drop
-Arianna rop of blood in the lig ht

-Arianna






I SAW A NOISE
I saw a noise,
somet ing wooden,
in brown and tan.
saw a noise,
in somet ing glass,
that was shimmering in your eyes.
I saw a noise,

which just cquldn’t be,
but it }iltter glﬁ li u1d A GOOD KIND OF ﬁ
nd it re ectecf ou'r favorltew ower,
-Arianna on’t e me say th erwise.

You kept the sun nside. me urning,
I hopey oulrcea ﬁze,
yo e a gray girl technicolor,
;i clil gﬁen brogu }Ztgher to the li %
filled her up with dreams an tr th

w
and then cast her through the sky.’
-Arianna

OLY SAND CASTLES
T ake ? grab the bucket,
? 1lli;cw1 sand.
d let’s build a castle
so stron t at it stands,
aga inst battles, flag races,
storms on'the eg
Tak em hﬂl rab the bucket,
m

an I’ e you see.
So let’s bui %u p a castle,
SO stron at it stays,
thro r and wind

he rolhn ue waves.
But Ipu stopp gme an pomted
it co 't be done,
in the sands ever- sh1 ting,
in the water and ﬁu
You sald "Itlellf ra t j)ucket
gt's 1 fv san
And let’s build the castle,
that we’ll never have.
We can bu1 d 1t up tpretty,
al

but that’s not he est reason

Let’s %uﬁl 4 at a

it with
and let’s bulid it wit fove

SO even once it’s gone,
that will havecbeen enough.”
-Arianna









S EWA DERJ‘ STINIE;é ’
ellow el acke
ﬂock1ﬂ eff he)il ‘E] s nest- wwww ‘
Spookin terflies,

ou're too o to ugh or j adp &
yYellgr{ a‘% ﬁOW &Ck t
ou stifig, you buzz, |

= scarln
. off t edragon 1es
P el ow t]% cket, yellow jacket,
?i ang with us no more,
‘ ~ No tus cater ilTars, nor us moths.
%W hata wasp| You're such a bore.
> iellow cket yellow acket
- you ro ]l back off to
Secret just too a ra1
- to in your estiny...
. __ZArianna

i

- RIDDLE ME A THOUSAND
Rattles from the rgtt esnakes,
1nd cup& es made for two.
ack and orange pr%ten 1ng
to be reefri’l f
Beads of ha f—smcerlty

a cranberry jeweled rin
Feathers that %,Njere in enogu h,
to crown the sevent
lalb es in my hair aga1n
and treasur on my tongue.
I lo%ked d)l it made me feel
ousan ears more y
A finger up agalnst m
a cares to m
I'm darkness
an t e ast one ou' suspect.
I'm a piano with no keys in h1te
ahh(ile E 1t:'s full of stuf;?'
ie that paradoxic
turns truth og from g ff.
£ 3a made in Eden,
s adi in my spine.
Starlight o?the last depree
a m1 glte lost in t1me
I'm a werewolf in the hunting grounds, '~
with chocolate on my in
I've a ways been a r1
et's ‘g emysti
r1anna




WHAT IS NONSENSE

What is nonsense?
Losing your life to the belly of the bats on your way to find the chocolate king.

Losing your way when you took the dusty hallways to escape the clone Spiderman hunters.
Having escaped your pursuer to fish on the flooded piers which were across the ocean from that
strange aqua-blue world of white-sand islands and evil herons, and rusty, old, abandoned trucks.
When Yuri was an alligator, that writer was a wash boy, and the Indian stewarded a killer whale.
It was the same time that that single iris sprouted from the corn field.

That is what nonsense is.

But more than that- It’s eating glass candy on the dragon-shaped play gym.

It’s when you thought you could get baby bird food from the super market.
It’s when you released another hawk, and it begrudged you for not releasing his brother.

It’s that time we spoke of tornadoes on the Galapagos islands, and then saw a green one with weird blue eyes.
B a T re shocked to impairment.

nse I tell you.
-




actuallyundersto
Dojwe go crazy, thlnklng
belongitofsomeone else’s

and’jovial
he manmextkdoor accic ental
W&m s

ur,overcoming
they don’tilast’soilong?




KANDY KORN

Slo py, poppy lipstick,
erry-berry ooze,

sh1n litterlipgloss,
what c)(I) ogrs do we]éo %hoose7
Fragrance of a blJoom storm,
- fragrance on the breeze,
avors of a candy bar,
, peppermmty reeze,
my,; gummy chapstick,
uhoney-stlczy slap,
u kmpunkyypurple,
-yellow clap,
ce of a'fruit stand,
ragrance"df a'sweet,
flavors o a ru1t gum,
a'soft and chewy treat
flashysflooding lipgl 0SS,
melty- -glitter.splash,
deliciously reflecting,
a@atermelonﬁmash
excellent for sipping,
(alcolor=coated art,
kandy-korn andfrainbows,
you'ré a'canvas with a heart!




THE GIFT SHOP
Sell it to me,
the cinnamon-spice
hickory nut, oak, birch,
wooden dice,
peppermint, basil,
my ginger 'he_art,
taste apple pie,
and the apricot tart,
silk, cotton, sisal,
satin feathers and salt,
cornflowers, daisies,
and my chocolate malt,
watermelon slices,
pumpkin to please,

licorice, sugar,
and sunflower seeds,
gold paint on a pinecone,
glass jars of dry beans,
maplé syrup, potatoes,
and a walnutty-cream,
flour, and shells,
decorative sand,
lavender oil,
and some beeswax,
 wax crayons,
it all gives me beats,
these beats in my chest,
sell it to me
and I'll pick the best.

\ /




PROMISING YOU A GREAT CHRISTMAS

Have a very merry Christmas,
with the crystals and the snow,
the nutcrackers and angels,
and the feel of letting go,
may there be gold, and silver glitter,
and gifts to everyone,

a prayer in the morning,
for the rising of the Sun,
have a very merry Christmas,
pull a hat off to'the Moon,
and cheer into the sky,
with the stars and white cocoons,
have a wonderful New Year,

I thank 1you with my heart,
for loyveliness is everything,
and of it, you’re a part,
you are a part of me
andto me, you're very dear,
this is something you should know,
this is somethingyou should hear,
so have a very merry Christmas,
let the songs be of your voice,
let the movement ot the colors,
be a thing of your own choice,
because even with the bells,
and the bubbles, and the shouts,
the music, and the dancing,
is what Christmas is about!






"IGNASHO AND SABL

~ Fire, I must see it well,
the blue flames in your fist,
fit into the coldest ice,
before we ever kissed,
water, I must know it well,
the rain, you let it fall
onto my skin, on Summer days,
_as we took down our walls
llﬁhtmn , I must know it well,
the striking %lance of oceans,
hit me withthe sharpest light,
and set me into motion,
the gales, I will know them well,
the breeze of storms so dark,
had me hanging on for life,
ut waiting to restart,
snow, I never knew it well,
contusing was this cold,
crystal-white and beautiful
so soft, and bright, and bold,
chilling to the bone they say,
_as was that sultry sway,
of loving eyes from a strangér’s face,
that softly glanced my way.



ilver) bubble waters,
| brewm% in'my heart;

made'me taste] my‘b ood
that was so ven

can’t lexp
the|bloody; f diI ate,
Jlt«remln sme of
dithink:it;tasted/great!|
L1fe blood'can\be anythmg,
N\ ortlt‘ assion
. (takelit'bythe
don’t forget\what's onit
And if;welchoose]to breathe thls
' Iiwillmotlentrus
something: that' he}color of
a 51mf e/grainlof:rust’
these golden bubblejwaters)
brewm in my;heart)
made me taste my, blood"
»and then Ithad to'start)
t ste’so strange
can’t explain, [
o/l ~the l quid that I bled, :
whateveryit reminds'me of;
I'mmotisure that it’sired




WHEN LIES BECOME GOBBLYGOOK
Angry at a lie he told, but brave enough to say it,
I keep alive these very words, if you’re brave enou%h fo hear them,
the city tapereéd like a flag in the watching ot the fall,
the citizéns not in refrain, but the madness hurt them all,
a ghostly hair of feathered white, her capes and stardust-hue,
then'she said a curse upon, the me that then now knew-
take my hand, just one small kiss, I’ll grant you anything,
together we will be much more, than we have ever been...
It’s true I dreamed that awful dream that no one could define,
a dream that no one could resist, so no one crossed the line,
we danced like foolish pixie-dust, we screamed like curtling blood,
it’s true he laugdhe a tender 1augh, it’s true I sank in mud,
it’s true he died in desperaCﬁl, it’s true he reached for me,
it’s true he saw a blindinghli t, which no one else could see,
so do it when he’s reachable, just do it when he listens,

I keep alive these very words, if gﬁ)ur Christmas glass still glistens,
and nobody can be like you, the strangest, weirdest things,
hieroglyphic enemies, and no one is the same,
he’s angry at a lie he told, but brave enough to say it,

I keep alive these very words, if you’re brave enough to hear them.

SILVER AWARE
A silver cup,
a silver spoon,
a silver web,

the silver Moon, PINECONE APPLE
a dash of gold, Silver-plated bromelain,
a splash of white, the punch of yellow-fruit,
a sprinkle here, caught a f'(uic&/ Eineapple,
a starry night, in a polka-dotted suit,
a silver beam, sweetly acrid on the tongue,
across the ice, but gushin in the gut,
a silver twinkle, satisfie

_ with tangy tho%ghts,
at a price, and other stupid stuft.
and when he eats
he seems confused,
he picks up things,
he’s never used.
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ODD BIRD
Breathing in, breathin%}i)ut, this is what you did,
peace on earth for everyone,
this is how you lived,
spill the shell, fyou're coming out,
popped ouf in the groove,
sweet & soft, can’t be caught,
he was just more news,
hear this out, he’s come to be,
a living thing - not normally,
a living thing that flies so free,
a bird of flight,
a bird of joy
a bird that sings of such,
a bird that Iistens,
like an egg,
a bird with a strange touch-
pumping in, pumping out,
this was your own heart
forgiveness was your way of life,
it was a graceful start,
lemon white, a teacup spills,
he’d pour the green, before the pills,
a steaming bowl of chicken soup,
kiss her forehead, leave the room,
quiet music, whisper, yes?
Helped her up, & helped heér dress,
practicing on everything,
everyday %Io.u lived,
focused on the things dyou felt,
& all that you could give,
now don’t forget - I've suftered too,
this was my secret plan,
to detour any weaknesses-
Don’t fan a flaming hand.
Danger in,
the heat that burns,
medicine, for stomach churns,
but butterflies-
he’d pour the red,
before the drugs,
go back to bed!
You can be what you have known, or you can be anew!
All you have to do is trust - But first, you have to choose!
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e’s'a bangled, gold-dipped gypsy,

‘he’sTal %ord behind'a masﬁy Y

he'streasure -seeking] 1rate,
he’s[alcowb oyélpflng asks,

. he’sla’continental breakfast,

butwithout the'food, and! free,

~ he’salpharaoh inithe pyramids,

ahmermanTm the sea,
thei 1ce withintyour frour r.water, glass,
helcrystal in'your/cave,

he’s a‘kmght«mﬁhmmg«armor,
sobeautiful’and brave

awas hed’ontolyo ur beach .
male'siren w1t a'song :

he’s’aninja in thexdarkness

golden'dragon'with’a’g ong,

a gadi wit fall\to livefor,~
does he own@l’rench{estate? ¥
/Has/he/sailedthe seven'seas?
. D1dlhe make what’s on'your;plate?

“He's]ajpink’and €iulcy “melon, ©
2N llkéhISl issicould be so/sweet,
doeslhe walk‘around'like'no ,one,

cou ever are com ete?
Frigid’but’so ho "w ’
0 likeTai nfenergetlc‘quartz, ,
he 11ves£ or/every. moment,
‘ utqt oesn't mearﬂlt's[bort-

'he 'was/drawn'into your
couldfy'bJu'spare him Zny vtv'érycis,
1 as he soarsfaway: with ange els,

|as he talksto'allithe birds] *

gh mess/of all his beauty,
puts is'shades/on - not’alcape)’
a eal1ng’1tw1sted heart e )
formedito)suc a gor%eous sh ape,

Iithinksyou' may have known him;F J
it’isreall ﬁ hardito{sa¥Jl

1dent1 y/hisifacelgir M
and theniyc ou'lllknow hisname!

1 A .
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DOLLSFORKIDS. = &
High-fives, .chocolate bars)iis this what you intended?
Falling down'the stairs for fun,;is thiswhat you'defended?

WAlliday, all nightiTever;go/to’sleép,
everything you're fighting for, is’everything you’ll keep,
pretty, girls,'gorgeous boys, all you ever:wanted,
the house out:in the woods, no, it isn’t.really/haunted,
all these ocean eyes reflect; the cocoa'set’in gold
rub¥rbrgv1nﬁn porcelain, and I've got rootbeer. cold, i
ireworks;go shooting off, the a}yl/, is an?/ day
these kids are not’your,average teens, for they stil lau%l and play,
forevermoreithe basket balls, the skateboardsand the mitfs;
nevetggl;p’uﬁht ou’d be so’oldYamazing, isn't it?
Chest-bumps'and the fencing gamesijthe ﬁ)ractlce that you fear,
refusing all the bad-aids, and the'world has got to hear!
The dirty words, the motor bikes, but the hugs and kisses, too,
confusing livesTof young people, what is'aMom to do?
The couple’s ié?ts, the metal-core®the beach'escape at dawn,
Waking to the sound of doors, 'On-l})l/ to find them gone
the sweetestithings you've ever seen, the love thatthey behold,

you wondwhy@ time has stoppediwith'love, you don’t grow old.






JANUARY 19TH 2010
Pirates, more pirates, we wish it weren’t so,
but naked as sea salt, is the warm Winter glow,
he walks the beach lonely, to meet with the wind,
that carried him this far, in spite of the grim,
she holds to the past, like an artist does, photos,
and a giant, wood beach house, appears in his motives,
the remains of a ship, that he held like a cover,
patched to%lether a home, for some reason, or other
to the door he goes knockm%, last resort, in his mind,
to peek under the porch, and be surprised by his find,
vertebrae of the beasts, skinless skulls of the dead,
to tragic, the witness, forgot what he said
swallowed by whales, but the president strolls,
contemplating the work, that his company rolled,
to red carpets, and back, but what’s this? It’s a picture,
a ziplock of evil, and a poor photo fixture
called for the missing, but the wood house stands still,
the ]ﬁlpanese beauty, blows a kiss from the hill,
hile her sisters awdit, and their Father, so fierce,
hides in the shadows, with black eyes that pierce,
3 tinar gold statues, to commemorate women,
3 goddesses baffled, but so filled with wisdom,
he’s a Plrate a pirate, but he’s just as foolish,
when the Mother, the savior, knew she could just stop this,
- her darling, a singer, a man sweet in words,
put an end to the madness, and replaced the black birds,
and the boy and the girl, sleeping soundly in bed,
awoke to a softness, to a ghost in their heads,
and it thanked them and praised them, for the trust they had built,

a healing so great, that it boggles us still.






MAYBE HE JUST DOESN'T LIKE COMEDY
Like a zoo, like a plane, no end to suffering,
chased by bigcats, his cousin, wild Leo, so fierce,
he almost took an eye, but black; a little kitty undisguised,
carrying a rifle just for fun - cause he couldn’t shoot a cat.
We dodged hyenas, peacocks, too, almost rode the ostriches,
but missed ‘em by a mile.
To feed the beasts, or starve the beasts?
We're locked in the store house again - had to climb over the
alligator-infested waters.
Pretty kitty, hand over the shotgun if you can’t use it - but he
never did.
We rode the train back to Eden, and as the stranger got tickets to
enter the zoo, an escape shrew stole a piece of chocolate candy from her.
“Maybe he just doesn’t like comedy.” He concluded.



THE SCARY PARADE
I think different, sa%r what I say
I think different, andl goes this way-
Sudsey pink, and poisonous,
the ocean is a land,
shores of shale ostrich eggs,
and wispy purple san
there’s conifers wearlng w1gs and fur,
singing at the sk
with beetles watchm% breathlessly,
and trying no to 1e

gibbons, apples, fewe ed bears,
a fluffy case of clouded stajrs,
the world would bite into a frult
and with that, I would follow su1t
ravelty bite tflat orange and f1nd
brain, and open. m1nd




BLESSED
A memory, from far ahead,
the vistas of/our/lives.
The olive groves), and'feathered masks,
a sweet and blessed surprise.
[ run'across the powdered'sand,
in'loveliness'sublime.
Your coat tails flying'in'the wind,
in some other place and'time.
M){ hair awry, my thoughts undone,
eavin]g footprints on'the shore.
Glowing for all history,
like our grandfathers betore.
The sunli%ht on your handsome face,
he echo of a bo%.
And I the ghost of girlish things,
that you had so adored.
Our running feet go through the sand,
we lau%hed and hit the sea.
Sprayinﬁ iamonds everywhere,
and then you turned to me,
to chase me straight across the plains,
then you tagged me, and s¥un around.
And T chased you fast throuéh streets and lights,
We raced through China town.
Past lanterns, stars, and neon signs,
the dragon masks and dancers,
you ran so fast, youran so free,
I had to chase you faster.
In the apple trees and barnyards,
the fields of cows and corn.
The endless green of the highland hills,
we passed here once before.
A smile ablaze, my eyes aglow,
as your coat tails caught the wind.
And as the heavy rain poured down,
it turned to diamonds on'our skin.
We collided'with each other,
lau§hin§ hard'and soaked with rain.
tanding in the gray, the mud)
and with'nothing much'to say:
But laughabout it, tell me so,
how beautiful, these fghosts.
A bo(i/, a girl’ithe sparkling rain,
and\whatjyou'loved'the most’ Yy
-Arianna






\\ ; > x ” » o .
3 > o ”«»- - Vm\. X V ’
| - *  BURSTINGJINAIO SPARKLES

1 will give you thejtaleSjlhave treasured &8

the stori€stlfSangyi
Q2% g aThe beatity }’Véﬁ’g’?\t
y the diamendsfl’ Ve cutw
*, ID've beemspinning on circlesidiyided ,,
g . nmibecomingiajgenieioffse

L, iy IS,
tly colored glass tower

. | 0 (= ¢l
: . Twilllgivelyou the
b Most will

&

be so many things

i : I'll be beautiful even tome. = ° -

7{ . * !  Thedjinn of fhe deserts below s, © . .

A, - « . 'the’owls-of purple night skies, . ph
s .* the shadow o ~sométhin% majestic, st A 2

LRt e e that we’ve waited to see all our lives. .
i 5 Glass and the crystals in water,
N ; the glitter that shines in the Sun®
: o the:passion that rains out as teardrops, -

: ol ©oh Father, see what wé’ve become. -
oA ‘ The treasures, the feathers of beauty, < T T
| sl e ® of passion, of loving, of,truth, ~

il let-it rain from the sky in our dancing,
#  letit fall and touch something brand new.
. L S  I'm apromise that no one has broken,
: by j I'm a Eromise I promise to keep. ~ ¢+ -
b | T e : I'll be beautiful even in darkness, ‘
£ because this is what I4th meant tobe...
" s ., -Arianna . N
st = €. 4 W € -

e 4




THINKING OURSELVES SILLY
Slither, swim, just do your thing,
the dissonance, or the pealing ring,
it stings, I sing, then you don’t seize,
placed a sassy swoon - now on your knees,
starrgf shady, smooth like silk
twiste w1sty, over %lasses of mﬂk
shooby-dooby-she, s ut up and cry
why are the shamrocks, so darn shy7
]¥ fly, fly, was it worth the stride
wal ing f'or wakmg , and then for a ride-
sh opﬁmg shaking, just do your thing,
out i 1n the dissonance, was our grumbli ng,
he’s hardy, w1tty, rough like stones,
drunk, and tangled, in th lue traffic cones,
if I were a lover wou be so helpless7
Would I take it, plain u% so sourly selfish?
What did Da% wood do here? at did Snoopy succeed?
I think ound aith, in Just one apple Seed,
so slither on, sw1m 1lust o your thing,
we all have a right, to be wondering...

Bobby Bobby Bobb
his name it rings a bel 'l
we wanted to know why,
it’s this name th ey want to sell,
Bob Bob g
what are 01ng now?
We're le t to ask in questions,
like w % and wh ere and how?
But if Bobby, Bobby, Bobby,
not remembered, oh for shame,
will we now regret
the last time we beared bane,
and forgot who Bobby was,
and cried into our brains,
no matter what we do
our minds were locked in chalns,
lost in memoirs not concise,
lost in dreams yet so remote,
we forgot who Bobby was,
and it sank our sinking boat,
we are quite aware of beings,
but we are almost human too,
Bobby, Bobb fy
Do we know the name of you?!






TWINKLE PINK

Twinkle pink, around my neck,
what rosy hue, do I detect?
Pink pearls as my glittered charm,

mustn’t cause
ilot on, the

ou any harm,
ebra’s skin,

ot the best, the worst of him,

orse shoes on, and style, out,

twinkle pink, what it’s about!
Hocus pocus, magic me,

looking good i

in dungarees,

vesper awn, it’s eventide
a white lie from the evil side,
so nothing can, and can’t get out,

shut the

oor, sit on the couch,’

envious it’s got to be,

floatin
of twinkle pink, ornately

in the red, eadfl sea,

ecked,

what kind of words, do I detect?’

The meanings that
because

THE IIAPANESE FAN
He h o
holds a bunny,
holds a book,
she thinks 1t’s funny
holds a fork
and olds a s}El)oon,
he thinks he holds
the Sun, and Moon
holds his pride,
his dig nlty1
and took it with him,
sea to sea,
but now I know,
what I believe
he holds ah and
so suddenly,
he holds a fan,
the one I gave,
not IIla anese
but t 's okay,
he holds it in,
his splendid hands,
to sort out what,
he didn’t plan.

ds a stopwatc ,

were always there,
lied, because I cared.

PAPARAZZI THUNDER
Clash, flash, a lightning ball,
borrows past your face,
it creeps across your mlsplaced smile,
and in that oth erllzé ace,

The li tnlngbbolt that jolts and quirks,
it wheezes by, that’s’how it works,
but not the sk y spo orts flashing llghts,
it’s not the live t at strikes our Kkites,
it’s owl eyes, and camera moons,
that leave our eyes in };1) doom,

qtuallln bright, the t1psy amps,
ter click, an imprint stamps
forever struc'k by li htnlng bo ts,
the fire urns on flaming colts,
the sna]gplng whip, o wh1te so blind,
this type of storm, is so unkind,
so leavé me be, and drop your guns,
you use to shoot, and make ustun,
cause honestly, and honest sent,
it took a moment to connect
have some mercy, I've no shield,
but I can talk, we have a deal? '






- so why did ere
~ Is he okay? Or is’it queer,
to ask a question such as that,
pardon me, I feel so bad,
but now the sky is black with smoke,
red with clouds like artichokes,
I heard today would be the end,

 but maybe it’s not happened yet-
~ the battle of the Earth and .

S ¢
cquﬁf)oys- ‘spaceships, 'thingséh‘

st poodles in pictur







BLACK TAKES WHITE
In the garden of roses,
some black, and spme white,
was a boy ma e of sﬂver
and a girl of pure nig
set in tw1nk ing stars,
jewels, opals, and jet,

a fountain of ink
oceaned outwards and wet,
white doves and the crows,
we’re the ravens and swans,

set the chessboard to be,
but the Ip1eces were gone,
in th1s f1e of pogped cotton,
blankets it’s made,
I'm sor )i to mentlon
but the co ors have f ade,
black daffodils wave,
in the eeriest winds,
and the evilest people,
have the cheeriest grins,

the black hoods, the white hoods,

the hoods with no heads,

tall men and short men,
gems to embed,

the sl ones the sad ones,
se uce { nlg t- ack,
dark, and lonely,
the not-coming-backs,

in the hide-away gardents,

we gather for that,

gold over silver,
the weeds against cats,
the white doves, the crows,
as the spies of the skies,
scan the barrens for beings,
to match her white eyes,
and if they should find her,
ust 1ma% ne the mess
w en all that they find,
is a boy in a dress,

he’ll be caught in the headlights,

in the spine of the road,
frozen like statues,
like Tuck’s lucky toad,
spyln%swans then the ravens,
ut he’s got a plan,
rising demons and angels,
and a fake Wonderland,
tell the dogs and the cats,
tell the bears and the boars,
cover windows and chimneys,
bar the ceilings and doors,
don’t let out your lovers,
let the children be safe,
let your pets be alive,
%one in their graves
n’t e ainted or tempered
daffodils sway,
and the reason we know this,
is the same as this day.
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LOSING YOUR ONLY MIND
The fox jumps in and out, and leaps,
pink §litter dusting off her feet,
whisxere wind, says white brick, wait!
top the hill, you used to hate,
the ferriswheel is but a mirror,
of vortexes you had to fear
one island big, another, small,
sell bananas to them all,
or load the gun with fiddler crabs,
protect your sub-merged T-shirt stand,
because you didn’t catch the train,
the T-rex had much more to gain,
and chases mice and men alike,
an unsmart move, and way to die,
but in the cave, the mouse she says,
one more story on the dead,
and we'’ll report; what isn’t true,
for I am tired, of the “Truth”,

Do you not hear what you’ve just said?!
This is why we're falling dead,
Remember when, we used to lick,
our postage stamps, and postage slips,
and mon e%reened most every word,
before we Iost the blue-check birds,
so tell me why, you don’t just boast,
from seeiné]esus in your toast,
it’snot a essinfg, but a si%}rll,
you are looking for your light,
so lose the ego, let it fly,
see ya babe, this is goodbye,

I ain’t your sweetheart, now if’s over,
and I will find, a truthful lover.
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SURPRISE BABY, SURPRISE
I took the road of Half- Asleep,
I took that road to town.
Across the et of Lucid®Dr ms,
and the symbols on the grou
Into the Land o Dra nﬂ1es,
upon the Sea of Spheres,
within the*Caveof Nothlngness
before the Stream of Fears.
I took the road of Half-Asleep,
I took that road t® heart,
across the f crystal snow,
into the en Ing's start
Onto the rocks of Ghmmer's Edge,
up to the Cliffs of Noir
and I sat th ere to contemplate,
with a sparkling red cigar.
I took the str eets 0 Atm (g)here,
I took that path toy
Across the Lake of Irony,
Up to theHill of Blue:
Into the Mountains of The Lamb,
%" within the eye of me.
And I realized that w1thout my heart,
there was not a thing to see'
So I took the road ofiHalf-Awake,

I took that road to you.
Across the street from Broken Heart,
like so many of us do. '

Into the Land 0 B1tterness,
to the Led %}el of Dreams,
yelled into the chasm there,
but it was I who answered me.
So after all the searching,
on those maps of butterflies,
the diagrams of Sky and Ground,
in the tones of ou oodb yes,
I couldn’t find a s le t 1 g
that could make my broke hearf heal.
But when I whispered i 1 o the chasm,

it was I who answered me.
-Arianna
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THE GYRFALCON SCREAMED
Seven songs singhin the bells of the world,
in the drumming of the hum, in the spelling of the word,
babble melodies, she smiled, Goddess loved to be love,
in the heavens that she brought us, in the Summers up above,
belfry doves clapping fire, in the breeze, warned us all,
in the ivory of color, shuddered towers, crumbled tall,
in the bubbling of water, glassy windows, shattered flashes,
singin% dinging, in the graveyard, fall to {)ieces, was three ashes,
garbled dubbing; do we do? Reading out the precious pages,
rubbing, trumping to the backdoor, with the birds stuck in their cages,
I was telling of a sonnet, set to come, a righteous hue,
but alas, I heard a sobbing, tourniqueting él‘ﬂet blue,
seven songs a-singing, in the arms around the girl,
in a heartbeat that renewed me, back unto this changing world.

THE RAINBOW IN MY CITRINE
Citrine, citrine, all around,
' and not a piece is gold,
but gold is never what it seems,
this is a story, to
citrine, citrine, sunlight caught,
a drop of citrine here,
sunlight in the crystallized,
and citrine, cause it’s clear,
gold could not soak in the Sun,
but citrine had the face,
to take the color into grasp,
and hold a ?(ac_red space.
-Kai

FREE ME
Call me what you like,
but that’s not what I am.
Spoke the most sincerest of eyes,
with most emptiest hands.
-Arianna
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