
      On the Dreariness of Carrying a Hod of Bricks Downhill


      

      
      
         At the top of the pole in your hand

Is the box with the bricks that are swaying

And your steps hammer hard on the land,

With the off-balanced load you're conveying.



And so you may sidestep and slip

Past the rocks and the crags and the flowers

But you need all your care not to trip,

As the joy of the enterprise sours.



You may wish to catch breath for a while,

Or to cool in the soft breezes flowing...

But momentum cares not for your trial,

And it's down, down and down you are going.
      

      
   
      Static Potential


      

      
      
         It was the constant brush

Against each other's sleeves

As we strode past each other

Along the narrow hallway

That built up over time

And drew us closer still

And with the charge we shared

Empowered our affair.
      

      
   
      Past and Future


      

      
      
         Chill within walls of the vestibule

Snowless-ness felt by the gray-grown tint

Casting its grip like a draggled tool

Waiting for new season’s white-shed glint.



Stepping once more in familiar pass

Scowl on your cheeks as with snowflake play

Rue at the window, your cede of gas

Hedges a-flit with the bluebirds’ stay.



Taking a drink from the cabinet

Slipping your feet in an ankle-cross

Wond’ring aloud that the sun has set

Waiting for life in the whiskey sauce.  
      

      
   
      Family Ties


      

      
      
         My mother, the monster of legends of old,

Most terrible witch in all the biz,

Is ancient from all of the lives she has stolen,

Brings pain and disaster, embraces her role and

She takes what she wants. And truth be told,

With all of my heart I despise what she is.



My mother, the monster, for all of her crime

Did raise me with care and kindness, still.

A nightmarish being whose black heart is empty

Except for myself. On occasion it tempts me

To let her embrace me one more time.

I love her despite how her deeds make me ill.



My mother, the monster, who loves me in turn,

Is truly a blight upon this land.

Most terrible witch, and it pains me to say so,

I must stand against her, I can't let her crimes go.

For all she has done, she has to burn.

I love her, but swear she will die by my hand.
      

      
   