
      Riddled with Care


      

      
      
         (1)

I work in darkness in a cage,

And rampage with you in your rage.

I match your paces as you strive,

And as I strain, so shall you thrive.

Your strings of love I boldly strum,

Yet still keep time with my own drum.



_ _ _ _ _





(2)

My first is first, my second next,

My last four were dispatched as text.

My whole is not detected here,

I simply cannot be more clear.



_ _ _ _ _ _





(3)

My first is an unending fold,

My last a temperature that’s cold.

Don’t fret if it is too sublime,

My whole will come in its good time.



_ _ _ _ _ _





(4)

My grave is white, my bones are black,

And what I bear upon my rack

Weighs nothing, fills no height nor span,

But rings through minds since minds began.

In echoed measure, knot by knot,

It bundles space and tempers thought.

You gaze right now at its abyss—

Speak now, say quickly what it is:



_ _ _ _ _








(1) The _ _ _ _ _ descends

(2) As _ _ _ _ _ _ friends

(3) Call us to _ _ _ _ _ _ them.

(4) No _ _ _ _ _ can hallow them.







Hints:

(1) H _ _ _ _ 

(2) A _ _ _ _ _

(3) F _ _ _ _ _

(4) V _ _ _ _
      

      
   
      We're Complicated


      

      
      
         I watched them play their silly game across the velvet chest

And laugh did I, though some did cry, when last their journey fit

For all did know the puppet show was naught but some small play

I think back now and crease my brow that life should mirror it



I question oft, was man or god, that lead me down this pit

To golden eyes they told sweet lies “Think of the ones you’ll help”

But now I laugh, what mirthless chaff did fit to feed to me?

For those who now before me sit seem truly evil’s whelp



There she who reek of piss and feek now scream for all she worth

And he who whore and smoke and roar, a beast within the nest

While both are whole are rot of soul and seem to be quite vile

It falls to me I must console them both for babe to rest.



Now what to do with craven shrew both sides consumed by hate

I must confess with some distress I stumble for a way

To calm them both for I am loath to call them truly bad

How different be my life from thee if fate my luck did slay?



“To hell” I cry with sword held high “to standing for this farce.

Instead, beware! For evil nar doth triumph in the end.

And you who leap upon its teat shall burn when sun doth rise!”

Then slew the two, the boar and shrew, before they comprehend



At least-- I wish. Like trapped crayfish the subjects of my ire

They stay my want for blood and gore ‘go not the way so dire’

For they came here to tap my ear and douse this burning fire

They came to you with moral true to save them from this pyre 



“So how” I ask with not a glance towards the troubled pair

“Does one of you find courage true to lay your burden bare?”

It’s not I fear as some would sneer, a hopeless case of hate

For love I see under their tree in need of tender care



I care for those with rips and tears who wish to become whole

And this I find I oft surmise is what I’m meant to do

For though I can’t through talent scant, become my hero true

We all can try, with word and rhyme, to help the light shine through
      

      
   
      The Autopsy of the Lover


      

      
      
         Take my flesh and peel it open

Be delicate

With the spots that you have touched

With the spots that you have loved



Long, methodical incisions



Slice my soft skin in half



Cobwebs stick to my

Rib cage 

Crack the bones one by one

Be rough

Break them, twist them, pierce the muscle, snap the veins



My lungs no longer breathe 

Your warmth

Your love

Your grace 

They collapse



Wrench my

Heart out

With palms as cold as the

Dying moon

The cavern you leave

As black as 



Space



Not empty

But rather crammed with 

Shadows

(Of memories)

And your crushing, withering 

Love 
      

      
   