
      Today's Forecast


      

      
      
         clouds upon blue sky

it’s the first day of summer

dull monotony



it has been raining

just a little bit longer

we’re getting antsy



first day of summer

it is beautiful outside

maybe I’ll go fish
      

      
   
      Still Seeking Prime Partner


      

      
      
         Day's drooping! I've ironed out hours of omens

Propitious sung symbols scroll-scribed a wise way

Lines leaping, odes ordered, right rhythms and aspects

Paired palatals, taps, even vowels twined tight.



Limp lover comes calling, rote writing as "artistry"

Trying to tell me "so sorry!" and add

Fraught, feeble conclusion with wishes for friendship

His heartache laid lengthwise, pale parchment for form.



Rereading his heartache, my mouth soon goes gasping:

Ends echo, same-sounding! How horrid! It irks;

Kin codas? Mad magic, chant-charting gone gamy

Deep danger, we warn them, hex-heretic text.



Shocked shouting: keep clear of rogue rhymes to woo witches!

Cad's careless, barbaric love letter's soon spurned.
      

      
   
      If Rhythm Be The Food of Thought


      

      
      
         Read now for me the real rhythm, friend,

Hope madly that it hides a precious pearl.

Your ragged lines conceal depth, perhaps;

My meter yet abides and sets its sway.

I cannot try to feel what has no beat,

Nor spurn assured guides, enrapt with form;

Go, squander out your spiel in your haze.

Against chaotic tides, how can I strive?

 

Why should I thus relent when I command?

I heed a sterner dream within my soul.

No one can sing what's meant, when all's a wreck,

Nor parse your scattered theme from storm-tossed words...

Enough. Curse, plebe or veteran, repent;

Recant vers libre; show your might of mind.
      

      
   
      Plagued Poem


      

      
      
         Film of filth on false beige windows.



In acrid orange bronzed, wasp circles bulb.



Musical fugue, obliging opus, replenishes rhythm;



Woman on cusp of chaos in midst of month



Amongst anxious fiends that gouge tufts, 



Sculpting monstrous pierced wounds.



Husband in foyer glimpsed a silver gulf;



Secret sanction of angels,



Nothing emptier.
      

      
   
      Diss Track - to the Tune of Rapper’s Delight


      

      
      
         OK, let’s see if this rap will stick

Got yo girl over, she’s riding my... horse

Step aside boy, I’ve got the right, of... way

Why so quiet? Not a lot to... ask?

I’ll make sure to complete this... assignment

Rock you so hard I’m gonna change your... motivation

The way I’m not rhyming is cause for... concern



[tape stop]
      

      
   
      Lose Win Now


      

      
      
         Overweight and happy and lonely 

The pot belly man slumps in his chair 

Staring at the video screen bored 



Overweight and sad and lonely 

The sack of human flesh stands from his chair 

Looking for something exciting in this life 



Fat and sad and lonely 

The blob walks out of his room 

Towards the door to the outside 



Wondering aimlessly though the streets 

He trips and falls and they all laugh 

Walking over and around the splat 



Wondering how to get from the sidewalk 

A mountain of man offers his hand 

Overweight and sad and lonely still reaches out for it 



Wondering what to make of this 

They began a conversation with each 

To other they talk and the mountain of a man helps 



Them the blob and the winner walk with purpose 

Then winner suggests a change to less 

With loser skeptical the anything would come 



They go their separate ways for now 

But later the sack of human flesh ponders the it 

With what do with himself 



The loser decides what to do

And goes to the winner for help 

Deciding that pot belly man to win by losing 
      

      
   
      Medal Worthy


      

      
      
         There once lived a poet, secluded.

Who thought long and hard and concluded:

I won’t do what I’m told,

I’ll rhyme to get gold!

The truth is: he’s largely deluded.
      

      
   
      Definitely Not Worth the Trouble


      

      
      
         Rhyming is for losers

And poems are for wimps.

Words are all for wusses

And reading's just for shrimps.



What kinda freakin' nerd

Has time to care about

A bunch of strung-up words

That other nerds spit out!



There's sports and cars and stores,

And clothes and shoes and sun.

If you'd rather write or draw,

Then you're un-American!



Who's got time to ponder

Beneath a willow's shade?

Or find themselves a lover,

Compared to summers' days!



What kind of freak would like

A hand to hold their own,

While shooting stars and comets dance

With streaks as white as bone.



The silence of the winter;

The insect-songs of sun.

The difference 'tween a wine glass

And a tankard full of rum.



The itty-bitty silence

That follows every kiss.

When you try to throw your keys to her

And somehow fucking miss.



A freezer full of ice cream

And an attic full of stuff.

I could go on for ages

But I think I've said enough!



Who, why,

Who



... would care for these things?
      

      
   