
      Precipitance


      

      
      
         Burning drops fall from the sky toward the sea

Not simple raindrops like you and like me.

We steam and boil when they get too near,

They spatter and cackle, they burble and jeer.



And at the sea's surface all finally meet,

And we all merge softly or splash as we greet

Our fate on the surface--And they scream and steam,

And sink to the bottom with embers agleam.



And when the sun shines and the surface is warm

We rise with the vapor, a new cloud to form.

But far down below in the dark of the sea,

Lie cold blackened ashes no sunbeam can free.
      

      
   
      Cranky/Corpses


      

      
      
         Cranky

Here lies an ass.

Cranky his name, and cranky his nature, alas.

Old before he met his Jenny, they never had a youthful roll in the grass.

Still yelled at kids and gave them sass.

Now he’s gone, a lifeless mass.

Now she mourns—his ancient lass.






Corpses

Bloated, stiff

Rotting, moaning, chasing

Love my family, but—

Zombies
      

      
   
      I Can't Wait Till Morrissey Fucking Dies


      

      
      
         When it gets too late at night, 

I think about Morrissey,

and of how he ought to choke 

on a gallon of horse pee.


      

      
   
      Light Domination


      

      
      
         A young sub named Randall sought scandal

When he said that he thought he could handle

 Wax dripped on his skin,

 But to his chagrin,

No one thought that he'd be worth the candle.
      

      
   
      Slamming in the Office


      

      
      
         Wicked, say some.

All, really.

Closed-door tact hides opinions.

Wicked.

Also father. Brother. Son. Husband.



No.

Not that.

Not after that time.

Not after the hot boy with the red dress and the office party.

Nineteen, but still a boy, really.

A boy wearing dresses and taking hormones and still not really sure if he wants to be a girl.

(He does.)



But still she mourned.

Still she loved him.

Standing, still with her sons, she lays a rose.

She cries.

Sad tears.

Glad tears.

Finally-it's-over-and-I-can-move-on tears.

No more wondering.  No more wist.

No picking up the phone to call and staring at the screen for ten minutes before putting it down and dying.

But only a little.



But not now.

Gone was her love.

Gone is her love.

A step, a rope, a final dance before she's still, and now--

Gone as her love.
      

      
   
      Here Comes a Chopper


      

      
      
         While the shadows around me constrict,

I refuse to believe that I'm licked!

Yes, my candles are gone,

But with minutes till dawn,

Unconcerned, I'll not mourn for the wicked!
      

      
   