
      Thirds


      

      
      
         Once I had an awful dream

And it vanished (so it seemed)

But as I walk the waking world

I still feel it in me twist and curl



In my chest a rising heat

Which burns brighter each time I sleep

Waiting for an admission of defeat

And all it ever gets is steam.



Yet sometimes when my mouth won’t shut

It bursts its way out from my gut

A serpent scaled in black tar

Who lashes out to bite the scar



That I already won’t let sit

That I scrape and gnaw--

I pick and pick



I know I spoke with little words

When the world broke into thirds.
      

      
   
      1414///2577


      

      
      
         Standing up tall

Now we can’t get any rest

Those were the terms;

The conditions were set.



So let’s dance around the parasite

And tell ourselves that it’s alright

She’s not coming back tonight

No, she’s not coming back tonight



So let’s sing a song for the olden days

And not give a shit if it goes both ways

And when our atoms all get replaced

We’ll meet again in that other place



Little white lies are just grains of sand

Biden to the oceans’ command

I hope I speak in a way you understand

This wasn’t what I planned



The serpent rose from the water deep

And put the costal shelves to sleep

And opened up its mouths to speak--

What was heard made my heart leap



“The tragedy of man

Is they did it with their own hand

And if given another chance

They’ll surely do it again.”



And in the valley of my slowly flooding memory

The storm couldn’t put out the heat

A white lie for the poor guy--

He dead, he dead.



And all the computer started talking--

As all the serpents came together--

And as all the lines were measured--

Every word was in its place.
      

      
   
      233///451


      

      
      
         Under the ocean

Next to a boiling vent

He moves his tail

Earth’s first resident



The valley floods

And we all run away

Drains out again

Come back and plant the grain



He rises up

Up from a benthic plume

The earth splits up

And it’s all over too soon



And it all goes dark

In the blink of an eye

No one around

Except you and I…



And paper burns

But it’s alright

These old books 

Can give us light



Fumbling blind

I caught a flash of light

Outlining your features

Just one last time



And I gripped your hand and asked again

If it would be okay

To tell you about something long ago

That might seem rather strange



“There’s something that’s inside of me

Underneath my skin

And I think I know exactly who

To blame for putting it in.”



I gripped her hand--

Mine rough as sand--

“And I hope you don’t mind

If I bring it up all the time.”



“It burns through my bones and turns me to rust

And makes me feel like I’m about to collapse into dust

And I know the things it’ll do it if fucking breaks free

I know for a fact because that thing is me.”



“It’s not who I like, and it’s not who I want

But at this exact moment, he’s all that I’ve got

Sometimes I wonder if this was part of the plan

To test to see who I truly am.”



“I fumbled blind through a little white lie

To see how far I could go--”

She raised a hand to my lips and said

“I already know.”



“I know that it pains you

And I know that it hurts

Regardless, that’s not how I want 

To spend my last night on earth.”



“And I know that’s not 

What you want to do, too.”

She was totally right. 

The bitch fucking knew.



I heard a laugh--bark from the dark--

“That’s all in the past.

For the moment, I’d like to see

How long this moment lasts.”



And I told her stories, singing strange 

All up until the dawn

Found out we had settled out 

On some neighbor’s lawn



The fissure cracked the earth in half

As deep as one could see

A gaping maw of dirt and rock

Made like gnashing teeth
      

      
   
      i'm fine


      

      
      
         tear out your kneecaps

gouge out your spine



smash your head against a wall

again and again and again and



 again and  

         again



           and a g a i n



and look your loved ones in the eyes and tell them:

"i'm fine"
      

      
   
      100///212


      

      
      
         I can still see the sun through the storm

But let me tell you, I feel anything but warm

The waves rose and took from us the beach

The land crumbled and sank back into the sea



And somewhere out in the cold of the Pacific deep

Opens its eyes and flexes its fins, tryna break free

It’s the world, it’s our heart, it’s in our lungs

Rising up with the swell of the ocean



And the time that it took to wake back up

Was more than enough to keep it locked shut

But in the haze of a life lived back to front

No one stopped to make sure that it didn’t erupt



And as the storm rolled in I tried to forget

All the useless shit I’d kept in my head

All the things that I felt, heard, and read

And all love left to give that had never been said



And I thought that I’d never again find that warm place

Until the record needle skipped my vein and everything was erased

Now I weigh one-hundred and I can never escape

Even with my skin breaking off as I increase the dosage I take



And the rain lashed like tongues, soaking me through the skin

It was then I knew how much trouble I was in

I felt like I was going to turn to a tree in the leafless grove

And leave just like Plath through the kitchen stove



Someone left it on so the water would turn back to steam

The tide rushing through the halls to lap at my feet

Biting my tongue, I suppressed a scream

And wondered if I was stuck back there in that dream
      

      
   
      this is just to say


      

      
      
         I have broken 

the red wheel

barrow



that was beside the white 

chickens



and which you depended

upon



forgive me

it was glazed with rain

water



and so old
      

      
   
      Blue


      

      
      
         The contents of this story are no longer available
      

      
   
      Little


      

      
      
         Little white lie

Little light why

Little slight vibe

Little right ride

Little might bide

Little fight slide

Little tight side

Little knight tried

Little bright cried

Little smite tide

Little wight died
      

      
   
      Title later


      

      
      
         Procrastination — it's like
      

      
   
      grind


      

      
      
         grind:

like gears in a machine

or bodies in a bed

or bones beneath your hands



rend:

friendship

love

flesh



 all between your teeth





you go outside and smile



and nothing is wrong








as red drips from your teeth

      

      
   
      christmas


      

      
      
         in dead of winter

trudging through snowbanks with

bloodied feet and frozen

hands



red trails red trails



as sunlight fades

and vision fades

and body cools

lay down under fir



and think about how everything will be ok this christmas.
      

      
   
      Ballade of the Gray and White Matter


      

      
      
         Within my deepest, darkest brain

It stirs, a sluggish wad of hate,

Demanding, shrieking, loud, insane:

"Our skin's the thing that makes us great!

Ideas, poems we create,

Cuisine and music rightly prized

Depend upon this single trait!

Behold, the truly civilized!"



Cathedrals, mosques, and temples stain

The earth with blood to mitigate

Pollution's threat: "We must refrain

From mixing hues! To hesitate

Invites destruction! No debate!

And once the threat's been exorcised,

Our race will rise, rejuvenate!

Behold, the truly civilized!"



It stabs and gouges, wracks with pain,

Destroys the quiet mental state

I've sought to stringently maintain

Until I'd like to abdicate.

"You traitor!" screams my addled pate.

"Disgusting how you've temporized!

We must forbid and legislate!

Behold, the truly civilized!"



O slab of meat, you desecrate!

It's those who've talked and compromised

Who turn the world and bear its weight!

Behold, the truly civilized!
      

      
   