
      Where's an Offisa When You Need One?


      

      
      
         The haze-Krazy Kat wanders, wonders

Under monumental forms, orange-peel moon,

Clean desert surreality, ponders thunders

In thought, brainpan like steel balloon.



No haughty thoughts can reach her; nature

Smiles on her wiles like daffy taffy,

Still, lurks behind her a creature, hatcher

Of plots, mousecreant, crafty-chappie.



Brick bearer shadowcreeps, sparks arcs

From bright brain; Ignatz walks, balks

At no foe, cop or saint, through dark parks

He mutters lovehate as he talks and stalks



To send or signal his bent intent,

To penetrate her addled pate, sate

His connective zest, indent cement

Of her attention…he waits, distrait,



‘til she bends to pluck a desert flower. Hour

To strike, he hurls brick to fly high!

Clong like a gong on her head! Now her power

Is pronged, she weed-tumbles a-cry, awry,



Though Krazed, she’s unbroken, the token

Of his distressed interest impressed on her crest.

Yet set loose, a small heart unspoken is woken,

“Ain’t he a doll-link?” she’s blessed to suggest.
      

      
   
      Meliae


      

      
      
         Awake to the sun; make light of the pain

To be borne sans excuse, borne, no delay

A crack in the blinds, a crack in the sky

A crack in my armor, a crack in my heart



Every day was exactly the same

Fardels borne without purpose

Faces passed without names

Inertia unending, a dry lifeless rose

Why I deserved respite, God only knows



The gray seas of trouble of life are unmoved,

By the reds and the blues you've brought into view

Though all else remain in their dull leaden hues

Your flashes of color in the dark see me through



I never expected, I did not deserve



To lose from my shoulders the weight of the world
      

      
   