
      It's tommorrow now!


      

      
      
         the moon is a harsh mistress 

but nothing compared to the sun 

still, without their hard touch and indifferent dance 

the world would be a dead or boring place 



though we be doomed to be dependent on our first mother 

for we make our own reasons 

yours, mines and theirs 

there are plenty of other stars out in this dark sea



still nothing will replace the lose 

at least in our hearts 

when the time comes to find another 

and sail with the new moon tide to a new lover 
      

      
   
      Hole in the Sky


      

      
      
         Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul

Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,

Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured,

And the sad augurs mock their own presage;

Incertainties now crown themselves assured,

And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time,

My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes,

Since, spite of him, I'll live in this poor rhyme,

While he insults o'er dull and speechless tribes:

   And thou in this shalt find thy monument,

   When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass are spent.

–William Shakespeare
      

      
   
      All Around You


      

      
      
         Weathered asphalt sparkles on the lot

And scattered cars like coffins, one by one,

The shadows of the great black birds arise,

Circling and basking in the sun.



Hovering, they seek a sign of life

Or sign of death. But all is calm and still

Under the naked brightness, and the land

Takes its own time and counts the seconds well.


      

      
   
      Night Shift


      

      
      
         Night surrounds

Bubbling like tepid waters beneath frigid winds

Reaching up 

Crossing boundaries and pulling close

It suffocates

I yearn for light, for day, for life

There is nothing

I’m trapped in my prison of black

Self imposed

Exile maintained by naught but my own need

I envy

Those who walk in day and consider not

The emptiness

Of vampires who want only the kiss of warmth

The Elusive

Waning traces of my desire as I rise with the dusk



At last

I find myself basking in the glow 

But temporary

Necessity drags me back to the darkness and again

I’m trapped

In a well of my own choosing I sink slowly

Into black

Always reaching for light I cannot hold
      

      
   
      Dissimilies


      

      
      
         My pizza pie is nothing like the sun—

Except it's round and warm and yellow...  Um...

No, wait! I'll start again. This will be fun!



A block of cheese is nothing like the gum

That sticks beneath the desks within the school,

Abandoned now to pandemonium—



Except they're quiet, empty...  I'm a fool

To think I might summarily compose

Some sprightly verse in times of such misrule.



"My love is nothing like a red, red rose,"

I'll start to say, but then on second thought,

"My love is nothing like a red, red nose.



She clowns about more often than she ought,

Descends the stairs with shoes that flop and squeak,

Her purple hair—" But there! Again, I'm caught!



She's nothing like, I say. It's super weak

Enumerating just the opposite!

So once again! A breath, then start to speak.



The sun itself is nothing but a chit.

Symbolic, standing in for love and light,

It's just a ball of gas and quite unfit!



Avoid clichés, I think's the message, right?

Engage in fission—nothing like the sun—

And find the parts beneath before you write.
      

      
   