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Part 1

Drunken Poesie








Introduction


Love me, please
me.

Remember that the
mind

works in its strange
ways.

Whether drunk or
sober,

high or low,

it shifts,
moves,

unpredictably.

 

Let me tell you a
story,

friend,

as I sit at this bar
and drink,

as I sit on this
couch and smoke,

as I lie on table
and snort.

Let me tell you
many,

stories of wild
imagination.










I.


… And always when I
looked into your eyes,

I could see the world as it is,

I could see the stars.

the buildings, the streets,

everything disappeared

and nothing was left but you

for you,

and only you

were my true reality.



I've been drinking

and thinking,

smoking…

my imagination ran wild.

secrets gone,

only true essence of being was left.





I thank my friends, my best friends

the people who listen and talk

the ones who share me with others.

the ones who're always there.



my best friends to this day.

if i've left someone,

tell me who,

and you will be there too

 

*

you, my friend
listen,

don't talk.

And I shall tell you
more,

of my life so
majestic

so strange










II.


… And once
again,

months of peace long
gone.

I feel the
devastation,

the whole world
collapsing,

crying for help,

not bothered by
anyone.

 

… And once again, I
feel

pain, suffering, all
that

my mind flew away
from,

rid itself of.

 

Here he is, that
man.

He meant so much, I
felt so much,

but he's
drifting,

flying

choosing another
way.

 

Him and I, we are no
longer,

for he is him, with
his world

and I am I, with my
world.

The world that we
once,

long ago,

shared.

 

*

Let me tell you my
friend,

you are my best
friend.

Buy me another
drink,

and I shall talk
more.










III.


… Hand me my drink,
please.

Waiter, you should
know

make me forget
tonight,

make me forget what
happened,

make me forget
everything.

 

Pour me my drink,
please.

Pour me my
demise,

pour me that which
will

make me forget.

 

Until eternity,
forever,

will I be
indebted

to me,

for myself.

My past selves and
how

they have
fought,

raged, and loved

through their
times

until I came to
be.

 

*

As you see me
here,

I am the product of
the past,

I am one done,

finished and
complete.










IV.


 

Krvavá ruka mě
drží,

nemůžu utéct.

Křičím a ječím,

bojuji proti ní.

 

Uprostřed noci jsem
čekal,

telefón zticha se
nepohnul.

Čekal jsem
hodiny,

nic a nic, pořád
ticho.

Trha mi to tělem

ale pak nakonec
dojde mi,

jedna jasná věc.

 

There is no
reality,

alone I stand
against myself.

I fight myself

and no other.

 

Forever will I
stand,

stand here
alone,

waiting for my
love,

waiting for
love.

Yet none will
come,

none for none
other

than I,

exist.

 

A tak klidně
brouzdám,

světem velkým,

nekonečným,

a osamělým.

 

Každou dlouhou
nocí,

musím si
vzpoumenouti,

tady tuhle
hallucinaci

která mně sžírá.

 

Provždy, navždy si
myslím

a předstírám že ty
tady jsi,

ale vhloubě mé
misly

sám vím,

že jsem tady

a ty jsi tam.

 

*

A jak tyto víš,

a nerozumíš.

Má slova ti
utíkají,

ma usta se
usmívají.










V.


I heard their
pleads,

so loud and
sincere,

in a language
unknown.

Their hearts, their
feelings,

so true and
pure,

so sad without a
cure.

 

The words, I did not
understand,

their tongue, I did
not speak.

Two of them, forever
alone,

misunderstood,
pleading,

pleading for the
moonlight.

The light in the
darkness

to guide them
back,

back to their
own,

the ones,
unknown.

 

The girl sang with
her father,

I listened
closely,

her happiness made
me smile.

Without legible
words,

she sang to me,

poured her heart out
to me.

 

And even though she
spoke,

not to me but to
everyone,

our connection was
there.

Me and her, years
and miles apart,

we shared that one
feeling,

that one belief,

that binds
people.

 

*

Excuse me
friends,

you have all swelled
up here,

let me wipe my
eyes,

and drink a couple
more beers.










VI.


The wine slides down
my throat,

another distant
memory emerges.

How could such
things be

forgotten so?

When a simple drink
or two

can unlock it?

 

My eyes tear up, as
they always do,

when I remember my
distant past.

It is not for
longing, or that I

might be missing
it,

but it is of pain,
and torture

such things rare in
my life.

 

I remember fiery
eyes,

lashing tongues,

claws made of
diamonds,

teeth made of
stone.

 

I remember the
beatings,

I remember verbal
'buse.

It is such things I
put out of my mind,

that come back years
later,

haunting me,
torturing me again.

 

It is as if living
in hell,

and once lived
through,

living in
heaven.

But then, returning
to hell

and suffering the
rollercoaster punishment

for the rest of
eternity.

 

I thought to
myself,

why remind me of
such acts?

Why remind me?

I screamed so
loud,

WHY REMIND ME?

 

Why did they,
indeed,

why did the remind
me of such hell

the hell, I
endured,

leastly scarred for
one simple reason,

the rejection of
reality,

the mind block of
memory.

 

The wall of memory
that fell down,

briskly and quickly,
fell down,

crashing and
burning, the rest down,

dragging and
screaming, the rest down.

 

I wanted to kill

 

*

So, come here closer
and listen,

my life has not been
as yours,

joyful and free,

it has been

full of cages and
devices.

Let my tears be your
poison,

and let my cries be
your death.










VII.


Remember the young
ones?

They've all
thought,

oh how drinking is
cool,

how smoking is
chill,

and how anything
damaging

could get them more
attention.

 

Remember the young
ones?

Singing, writing,
wishing

to enter the deviled
world we live in.

The world we have to
embrace,

the world they
embrace too soon.

 

One day, a
realization will shine,

their minds will
clear and they'll see

see what we see,
what you and I

know oh so very
well.

But let us keep up
this a secret,

they have to find
this treasure,

cherish it, cry over
it,

kill over it,

when the time
comes.










VIII.


Then the swirling
bubbles come,

the swirling bubbles
of worlds

each one with their
actors,

and their special
roles.

 

And they are all
trapped,

trapped inside one
place

with no escape for
any of them.

 

The bubbles burst
and reform,

showing all the
colors of the rainbow.

But what about those
outside?

Outside those
bubbles,

breathing clean
air?

 

Those people, bubble
themselves,

create bubbles with
them in there,

all alone, they've
never been so alone!

 

*

 

Look at
yourself,

see it, yet?

You nasty
rascals,

living in your
bubbles.

Bursting them and
exploding.

 

What is it that you
say?

Nay, I'm no old man
babblin',

scrambling and
drinking too much.

I'm a man with
stories, I know

I know life more

than ye'll ever
do.

 

So pour me a drink,
son,

and let me tell you some more.

 










IX.


I've once gazed upon
a creature,

magnificent,
worshiped beauty.

Thus my mind took
its toll,

dream and reality
converged.

 

I never knew
why,

but upon such a
stare I had,

darkness all around
arose.

The creature's
beauty the sole light.

 

Flashes of past,
things gone,

intertwined with the
situation in crime.

The eyes stared at
me,

only me and no
other…

 

reality did not flow
this way,

diverging and
converging

it made life into
rolling hills,

 

never did everything
go perfectly,

never did everything
go in vain.

 

And then I come,

drunken,
frenzied,

perhaps an
addict.

My body thrown
upon

the bedroom
floor.

Have your way,
ravage me,

then give me my
money.

 

Alone, violated,

give me some
love.

Surely,
deserving

but never
enough.

 

I lay and stare into
darkness,

nothing to think
about,

nothing to
assess.

My situation is
gone

wild and
impossible.

One day I'll live my
fun,

if it is
possible.

 

The liquor, the
coke,

the weed, stop and
smell it,

give me some of that
to smoke,

perhaps sell it.

Life in mayhem,
nothing new,

I don't know where
the time flew.

 

Always in a haze,
never clear,

I've always had you
to fear.

Without you, I'd be
alone,

that's why I sit
here,

watching my
phone.

 

Hours have
passed,

nothing has
happened,

I've given you my
best,

my will has so
lessened.

 

Excuse my whine, and
my complaint,

but why can't I ever
get

what I deserve?

Why do you always
play

 on my
nerve?

 

*

 

The world will
twist,

turn, I tell
you.

What you expect,

will become
unexpected.

What is,

will not.

 










X.


Let me take you on a
journey,

a trip through time
and space.

Come with me,

join us in
rebellion.

We will achieve
peace,

no war shadows our
heart.

 

Why don't we come to
union?

Why don't you,

be the one,

to become,

one,

with every one.

 

Feel your skin
tingling,

feel your mind
expanding.

Fly away with
me,

to strange
worlds.

Let's take a
trip,

through your
mind,

into the past,
present, and future.

 

Join me in a
place,

where your
imagination

becomes reality

and true reality
disappears,

for there is no true
reality.

 

I don't care what
you take,

eat some “K”, drink
some drinks,

inject yourself with
happiness.

Lick the toad, suck
on the cube,

inhale serenity.

Let's come
together

in intimacy, and in
love.

 

 *

And I came to an
end,

the feeling
left.

Only to be
replaced,

by something.

 

Something that
filled

my emptiness of
peace,

with sadness and
sorrow










XI.


I took a breath

and with the wings
of a butterfly,

I flew toward the
skies.

I flew toward the
beautiful sun,

so that I could
merge with it,

be as one.

 

The beauty inside me
shone,

brighter than the
stars

against the black
night.

My tears of sorrows
fell,

to fill up the great
oceans.

And finally,

my tears of sadness
seemed

so small, so minute,
and pointless

against the oceans
full of salt waters,

the waters of the
great sorrows

in the world.

 

Sadness and pain
make me happy,

reminding me that
everyone

felt, felt,
felt,

felt something
more,

than the droning of
an

every-day life.

*

 

And thus my
odyssey,

of happiness comes
to a close.

The drinks that made
you my friends,

turn against me, it
is a poison,

my blood soaked with
it.

 

Now you are,

my enemy,


and not,

my friend.










XII.


..that day I felt
such pain,

once again, that
damn pain!

Shut up, I say,

stop coming to my
life.

 

Like an eclipse in a
man's life.

 

Uncertainty,
indecision,

the stable ground
had become,

an ocean sea of
water.

My feet bore
down,

and I have nowhere
to turn.

 

*

 

Thus the end of
me.

Thus the end of
time.

Let me leave,
friends.

On another
night,

perhaps we shall
meet.

 

On that day,

mind you, I will
tell;

stories from my
life

endless,
torturous,

promising, and
loving.

 

Remind me,
friends,

and we shall dive
deep down,

to the art and
mysticality

of

Drunken Poesie










Part 2

a Chaos Organized








Chapter 1

 


Introduction


Let me tell you who I am, what my purpose might
be. Night after night, I cannot sleep; I wake with memories.

 

Whence I cannot sleep, I wonder.

Whence I cannot forget, I write.

 

To understand this poem prose. Search within
yourself that which it conveys.

 

Each chapter, each section,

a new memory, and a new reflection.

 

Be kind, and listen to my thoughts, maybe you
will find me. Maybe you will find something else.

***

I do not know the point,

but I keep on writing and hope,

I will come across one, eventually.












I. When I met Satis


My lips moved, sounds came, slithered into the
phone. I talked to you the whole night. You were my shining star
back then, my beacon.

 

Your voice mesmerized me,

the sound of you crying,

all the tears destroyed me.

And I wouldn't be lying,

 

if I said I'm sorry.

 

The road ran on and on, the lights became a
blur. Every word you said, every accusation put me in a
turmoil.

 

I remember one day we promised,

to never hurt each other,

then I put you in a pained twist.

And then we hurt one another.

 

When I saw your pretty face that day, when I
held you for the first time, you became my Sun, my goddess, from a
beacon star.

***

I repeat and repeat this story,

I tell her every day.

I'm glad, I can finally,

put all this away.










II. Forgetting Menhit


The stable world crushed to bring along chaos.
Unanswered questions dwell. What I thought domestic became foreign.
Then a kitten grew into a lioness that I wished to tame.

 

“Just a hug and maybe a kiss,”

I say; one message, one call

“Menhit, you are the one I miss.”

Let me see you, that is all…

 

Her answers like deep shocks. A thunder inside
my heart. Her rusty hair, red freckles, she was tall and grandiose.
I shared my soul with her.

 

“Go away, bastard, go to hell,

scoundrel, leave me be. Go!”

But I do not want you to yell!

I miss you, you ask “So?”

 

Years passed with the wind, your rusty hair
blackened. Your playful blue eyes darkened and reddened with blood.
Your once pristine white skin, and soul, punctured with lies and
charades!

 

“Get off the phone,

will you be gone, disappear

Leave me alone!”

I won't shed another tear.

***

Erased from my life,

I must forget this strife.

Last memory to share,

she's gone…

 

 so is this affair.










III. When I faced Set


The Skies thundered and the Rain fell. My white
shirt and blurred eyes were soaked with the Storm's wrath while the
Clouds spoke to me with a musical symphony.

 

A Lightning flashed and told,

“Traveller, why so bold?

Do you not hear my angry cry?

How dare do you defy, go awry?”

 

I challenged the Storm. Like an oppressed man,
I stood up with revolt against the Heavens. My spirit tore through
the torrential waters.

 

Tremors shook my body and soul,

the cold sank in and took control.

Crashing thunders deafened my ears

Revealing a fear I've had for years.

 

But I persisted and walked until I saw a
rainbow and the skies clear. The blue above reminded me of the calm
I felt at that instant.

***

Thank you for my fear,

Set, my dearest dear.

My sins washed away

See you another day.










IV. The Story of Satis


I held her close, my heartbeat storming through
my body. I wished to never let go for her spirit nurtured my
soul.

 

“Two hours more,” she said,

“My love, I will be dead.”

“Don't die on me, love,

“I need you, my love.”

…

but she whispered,

“It's too late..”

 

Tears welled up but they did not escape my
eyes. My head on her shoulder, I whispered sweet things into her
ear in an embrace.

 

“This is what you mean to me,

and this is how it's meant to be.

You and I forever together,

Forever thus apart never.”

Closer, I held her and asked,

“Why?” my feelings unmasked.

 

Shaking her head, the great Satis would not
answer and when I kissed her, she breathed death into me. My arms
held and treasured her.

 

I called, “Nebt-het, heed my warning,

she'll stay alive till the morning.

And beyond, I will protect her.

 

Take my body and soul instead. Let my life be
traded for hers, Nebt-het!” But I received no answer.

 

I whispered to Satis, “I love you,”

I whispered to her, “I need you,”

whispered once more “Don't leave me.”

 

It is then when she buried her head into my
chest, sobbing gently, “But I am not dying, dear. No, not anymore.
Your blood is my salvation.”

 

***

I will never let her go,

Though never to be mine,

Love continued to grow,

and we were to be fine.










V. Thank you Anubis


I spin the ring on my finger. I take it off and
flip it in the air a few times, such a lovely trinket but what does
it represent?

 

“My forged tungsten steel,

will you show me what is real?”

 

Decades of memory guarded forever, they
represent pain and happiness past bound to my hand the same as
Prometheus with his memento of torture.

 

Let me be,

and my memories blocked,

feelings forever locked.

 

When this band burns my skin with awareness, it
frees me so and lets me forget. It will always be there, as my life
once was.

 

My dear Anubis awaken me,

store the concept of mind from within me,

and let me enjoy my life.

***

Such a simple story of metal,

a mind fluttering in the wind,

a drifting rose petal.










VI. Loving Baset


I sat down and looked up at you, Baset. An
awkward stare, I saw the deep blue in your irises darken as your
pupils expanded.

 

When you stopped and stood to speak,

I kissed you, wouldn't let you even shriek.

And when your hands grasped me,

I held you, wouldn't let you be…

away from me..

free..

 

Baset, my love, we did not speak. My lips
silenced anything you wished to say. My hands took away the
struggle from your body.

 

You looked down on me with emotion,

I did not understand, I continued the
motion.

Separate, isolated, the two of us in a
trance,

engaged in a primal, animal, mating dance…

for a chance…

of simple romance.

 

And although I did not show  raw power,
nor felt the epitome of love: you and I were unique.

***

Take me back to that day,

one more time,

let me have my way,

before the time runs away…










VI. Hello Nut, My Companion for
Tonight


 

There come evenings wherein I do not talk.
Those evenings are simple.

 

I smoke a cigar, I write,

Enjoy the smell despite,

the burn in my throat.

 

The dark outside gives me comfort, but I long
to be with you. The moonlit sky is my only companion so far.

 

You and I, we'll be together,

my mind to your soul tether

to unknown ventures…

 

Aren't you …. tired?

Maybe our friendship has transpired,

or transcended.

 

It happens that the moon winks at me. The stars
drown in the city lights and with that I drown in smoke; only the
bright tip of my cigar burns brightly.

 

One day, you will be my moon and the stars. You
will be here when I write, and when the darkness outside is not
enough.

 

So why do I not talk?

Because one day when you walk,

my way, I do not wish to scare you off.

***

I can truly say I love,

And I see you up above,

in the stars and the moon,

I will see you soon.

 










VIII. Hapi and Sokar


Hapi and Sokar have clashed. Life and death
cycle and become endless.

 

As fact becomes fiction,

I will lose my diction,

along with my direction.

 

A short story, a great plot with a relationship
and a deep connection. I have felt it too, and I am sure you found
yourself within my thoughts.

 

Hapi has brought me life and skill,

a method to show you how I feel.

Sokar will take it away, and leave,

there is a plan into this weave.

 

The weave where life and death are strung
together. They form a pattern of nature. So what am I telling you
by this?

 

Let me say it in a simple rhyme,

I am exhausted, not in my prime.

My memories and love are fact,

told in stories rather abstract.

 

Goodbye Hapi, and thank you for being my muse.
Greetings Sokar, please put an end to this pantheon of truth.

***

The Gods have not left,

me, my life bereft.

Let me rest for a while,

give me some time to smile…

 

:)










Chapter 2

 


IX. a Path to Self-Destruction


Do you see my path? Because I do not, and I
look to you for guidance.

 

People tell me to follow God,

people tell me to follow my Heart.

People tell me to perceive Clarity,

they tell me to enjoy the Rarity

of Life.

***

One way or another, I am the Dreamer of this
World and see what I want to see.

 

I close my eyes when you make me Cry,

I try not to hear anymore Painful things.

And when I talk, I hear the birds Sing.

 

I laugh when no one tells a joke, is that
bad?

***

 

god is a lie, soul is a placebo.

heart is an organ, nothing more.

my glasses show me clarity,

and life is without purpose.

 

On the day that I realized life repeated, I
became a Poet. I saw the Pattern, and I saw life as it really
is.

***

life is without purpose…

or meaning for that matter.












XI. Laying Waste to Life


Life is but a bundle of happiness and sorrows.
When you asked me to tell the truth, I told you but you could not
take it.

 

Why is it that we claim,

that we can withstand the truth.

When we mask our shame

we resemble youth.

 

I remember that you told me once, my eyes
screamed pain and cried sadness. I cannot tell you what your eyes
say because they are in a constant haze.

 

***

if I had not seen who you really are,

I would not see at all.

I hope you can recall,

I listen to love when you play guitar

 

You show me yourself at times, but I know, once
I leave, you will plunge deep into that world again.

***

 

I made a promise to you once, to never
leave.

I promised you I'd love you no matter what I
believe…

And I hope that one day you can achieve

independence, freedom, and relief…

I hope that you won't ever deceive,

me and will see life the way I perceive

it. It's not now, I'm not that naïve,

But one day you will conceive

the path to enlightenment.

 

And on that day, I promise you, you will see my
truth as THE truth.

And you will know, I did not lie,

and you will know, I love you

and you will know, life's not hard,

and you will know, the lie is you.

And I am the truth that frees you.

 

***

You asked me to tell you the truth, and I did.
And at that moment, I thought I lost you forever










XI. the Easy Way Out


After all the chaos I experienced, I have to
let go. She asked me, “Do you feel alone?” And I answered,
“Yes.”

 

A poet's mind wanders through reality,

All the death and sickness,

reminds me of our mortality.

 

So what if I cut my vitality?

Just to see a different state…

a different type of mentality?

 

Intoxicated with poisons of life. You're a lie.
I hate to let go. Scars on your arms let me know who you are in
your darkest hour.

 

People on conveyor belts passing,

commotion, giving up, no hope…

thus my fear is surpassing,

slithering down a slippery slope…

Do you see my problem now?

One mistake and you're gone.

I ask myself to let go but how?

Then I cry withdrawn

from my society.

 

I recycle my friends when a bump throws us off
the road. When I try to hold on, like on a horse, I get kicked and
hurt.

 

So what's the easy way out?

***

Here I am for you, and for me.

The world is my playground,

and my prison.

 










XII. i have Traveled far


My mind has wandered the wastelands of
thoughts. I saw the injustice, pain done to others. When I pick up
my phone, I see you calling.



“Everything's not fine,” you say,

“I can't believe that happened,”

I have become a shining ray

of light in your darkest hour…

the sadness you feel I devour…



Tomorrow, you won't wake up. I heard you say that over and over.
Who cares about me? You ask. I care.



But my love can give only so much,

it cannot replace a lover's touch.

I have not traveled far enough,

on my wrists rest a solemn handcuff…



It binds me here, I cannot leave. My heart cannot shield you. I
know you feel, so bad, unreal, but I cannot help you tonight.



Days later, through the chaos,

you see the truth and the path.

You smile without a hint of wrath.

And that makes me happy.

***

It gives my spirit a relief,

you found your calling,

and the right belief.










XIII. numbers and Plastic Thoughts (an
intervention)


One, two, three, four. The water droplets
plummet my window.

 

Five, six, seven, eight. I hear a flood coming,
and splashing sounds.

 

Nine, ten, eleven, twelve. When the lightning
cracks with thunder, I see the face of god.

 

Thirteen, four, fifth, six-teen. Dance, dance,
with the gusts of wind, and the tornado will lead.

 

Seven, eight, nine-teen, twenty. Smoke rising
from a fire unseen, how can something burn?

 

One, two, three, twenty-four. Keep on counting,
I won't stop you.

 

Five, six, seven, twenty-eight. Soaked,
drenched, you can call me Mister No-one.

 

Nine, thirty, one, thirty-two. Suspicious minds
look up at the clouds and what do you see?

 

Three, four, five, thirty six. Six times six is
thirty six and with that comes order and peace…

 










XIV. outside Fountains and Springs and
Waterfalls


A swirl of water, I see the cascades of my mind
flow into rivers and lakes of thought. Impossible, to follow,
impossible to control.

 

My mind, my brain as an ocean,

flow, tides, full of wondrous creatures.

Explore it, I do, I am not aware.

Consciousness, too large to grasp.

 

I wander through and through,

I wander through my head.

Too full, so empty,

impossible to conquer.

 

I sway on a boat, call myself the masters of
the sea. I am the victim, falling and tumbling. Whisper to me and
tell me it's going to be alright.

 

But it's not; lightnings flash,

shocked, appalled, synaptic convergence.

Snap together, a toxic shock.

 

XIV.Afterthought

Poison released and absorbed,

diluted into oceans, a cyanide of
depression?

 

Like God, and meteors falling, my ideas go
extinct, running creatures singed into a mass of matter. Destroyed
and reborn through ashes of the dead in my mind.

 

Lost, no reason, finished,

there is no path for me, through the trees.

No road less traveled by,

there is no road.

***

Paint the grey matter

that makes up my brain.

Happy colors make happy thoughts.










XV. the Dreams of the Dead


Pounding, pounding, the blood rushes through
tight veins and arteries. Pulsating, flowing into the muscles and
organs.

 

The world, my mind, still grey.

Devoid of thought, blank. What is
happening?

 

There is no death, is there? I am here, and you
are there. Life is endless, whence dust falls to dust, a flower is
born.

 

When the flower grows, I grow;

I am the flower, you are my soil.

And when I die, you will grow.

Within, you'll grow until you spoil.

 

Darkness, an astral plain takes my body above.
We cross and flip, we twist and turn into other places.

 

I am the fold of this universe,

you are my paper.

I open my eyes and see light,

you are my eyes, I am the light.

***

Twist and turn, life is complicated,

shadows, lights, but nothing is true.

Real, unreal, it's all in my mind.










XVI. the Hard Truth


What we do not want to know, don't want to
realize. Sometimes the truth is too simple, sometimes too
complicated. It's not special

 

How can I trust you, lady?

How can I trust myself then?

You are, miss, somewhat shady…

I'll have to think this through again…

 

With no acceptance,

there is no deliverance.

No justice will prevail,

No prisoner would exhale.

 

Questions, interrogations. You won't find out
anything new. I've told you all that is true there is nothing else
left.

 

Yet you still do not accept,

then all night you wept.

You accuse me of lies,

you talk, the time flies.

 

We're getting nowhere. This is endless. I am to
blame but so are you. That is the truth so run, run away.
Scatter.



I wish not to know you anymore,

I wish not to fuck myself over.

***

I am who I want to be,

fuck off. Leave me be.

Play my beat, love my truth.

I am your light, I'll lead your way,

but if you go astray…

face confusion and blindness.










XVII. bland


The taste seems bland, boring. I see no
treachery, I see no passion, a simple robotic progress, nothing
new.

 

I wish for something new, but nothing happened.
I do as I have before and I see the candle light flicker the same
way it had for the past months, almost years.

 

There is always a high, a peak. An Everest upon
which I stand before I crash deep down into the ocean.

 

My journey like that of a feeble man flying.
From the lift off to the end.

The man flies, reaches the clouds and rejoices,
as I had done.

People below were meaningless then.

Another swish of wings and the man rises
further, and further.

Far above in the 'spheres until that singular
moment,

when he gasps for air and there is none to be
found.

 

I have choked and torn up, I fell to the
ground. I am no Icarus but I still feel cruelty of the tides and
the ocean's wrath.

 

Self-centered and hateful. My poetry becomes a
meaningless drivel.

It repeats… never stops.

But why should it not?

My life a linear line with no bumps. I should
be grateful that no Mischief crossed my way.

***

And by Gods will I see my life,

torn to ruins without a struggle.

Rebuilt to a corrupt city,

with no remorse.










XVIII. illusion


** Introduction

A journey through life, we see these
illusions.

Plastic things, fantasies unreal we wish
reality.

Bad or good, we live it as we live our own
lives…

They die though they live,

why do we feel responsible?

**A thought

Nothing goes on, though we can review what has
happened. We see and relive those moments as we remember our own
memories.

 

** Sound

We go on, munching away at realities
unreal.

We devour feelings and treat ourselves like
drama queens.

Outside, quiet, distraught.

Sometimes too loud, because we want it to be
true.

Define that “it”.

 

** Drugs

Drink to a coma, smoke till you black out.

I snorted oxy in my days, to forget.

One day, to kill myself.

The next day, to feel free of the chains
bounding me.

Day after that, to keep away my fears.

 

** Feelings

In a man-made world, we are walking
zombies,

beyond that blank look, we feel.

We feel, and no one else does.

Because that's what we see.

 

** Reality

Confusion sets in.

Truth, reality, or lie and fantasy?

How can we distinguish these all?

They are the same, we are the reality.

It is in our minds

 

** Conclusion

I have no answer.

I do not know…

My mind is the truth.

 

**Afternote

We repeat lives, we repeat everything. I repeat
words, I repeat reality. A dictionary-full of words, a
thesaurus-full of synonyms but we keep true to the same repetitious
standards… .










XIV. one Sentence, one Expression


Life is a lie.

 

 

***

It's all that needs to be said

 










XX. dedication


Years and years have passed by,

Winters, falls, summers, and springs

I have said my goodbye, bye.

I have cried, and the pain rings…

A pain, a memory of fire.

And don't call me a liar,

when I say I mean all this and that,

And what I am getting at,

 

Is that I will never forget.

Not today, not tomorrow, and yet,

when you speak your broken melody,

it reminds me of a rhapsody,

composed only for me.

 

Countless hours spent, burnt like an effigy in
your name. I have sacrificed thoughts, and my heart but as a
goddess, you will not be moved.

 

Tie me to a stone slab,

get your knife then stab, STAB!

Twist, turn, let the blood flow,

drink! Let your power grow.

 

My blood wears thin, unsatisfying.

Like saltwater to a thirsty man.

It is then I ran, and ran.

Away, from the horror,

and I became an explorer.

 

I searched and found an altar of my own. I
found you as a trifle being, and ascended my way. Dodging ignorance
your worship caused.

 

You can beg and plead but cannot obscure,

a truth freed from my lips,

compared to a lie of slavery I had to
endure.

You caused my heart eclipse,

so I left you be, writhing in fire,

with me at the center of your desire.

 

Every tear you shed,

reminds me of the bloodshed,

the breath of lust, inhale;

torment felt, then exhale.

 

It is endless.

***

My love walks a fine line with the frustration
I feel.

I am the love, and you are my frustration.










XXI. I'm coming


I'm coming, we're coming,

you killed my wife and child,

you murdered my soul,

tormented my body.



I'm coming, we're coming,

be prepared for a clean slate,

You'll be cleansed free,

sin will not survive.

 

I'm coming, we're coming

to get you away from here,

a murderous intention,

life without savagery.

 

I'm coming, we're coming

and tomorrow you'll be dead.

Today you will live,

yesterday, you sinned.










XXII. Copal and my Succinite


Succinct, brief, fleeting.

Butterflies on their journey.

A touch here, a touch there,

for eternity, I swear.

 

Concise, tightly bound.

We are books of memories.

A copal fossilized,

an amber holds a life.

 

There used to be a time, before dinosaurs and
such things, when we laughed and ran down the streets. We danced in
the rain, and got wet.

 

Water flowing, a stream.

Rain falling, a cloud above.

I hold my hands together,

but

the

sand

escapes!

 

Years later, the oasis is gone.

The river eroded away.

The lake dried out, the fish dead.


                       
A burning background of red…

 

The memory of me pulled, Copal weaves her tears
into a rope, a noose, strung from atop the world.

 

Soft, and painful.

 


           
Constant reminder,


           
Concise message,


           
Choking but alive.










XXIII. Glass Ceiling over Hell.


I looked into the mirror today, and who is that
I see there?

I do not recognize the man, “Who are you?” I
ask, but no answer came to me.

He stood silently and I began to wonder.

Where is that boy with his blood red lips, and
a pale face?

I remember him, about this tall, short little
fella, “What have you done with him?”

 

But still no reply, I think and think.

The man before me, unlike the boy, he was tall,
handsome… and hairy.

“Where is that boy, so skinny, his skin white
almost green,

and eyes dark though deadly red?”

The man did not reply.

 

I paced, he paced with me, thinking too, I
suppose.

“Do you remember him? He had a goofy face and
sickly appearance?

Short, with bones pressing up, trying to free
themselves from his body?

And one arm twisted backward?”

I shook my head, the man shook his head,
too.

No luck.

 

“His lips bled passion, his eyes cried
sorrow?

Maybe you know him,” I told him,

“Silent, but happy. I guess you could miss
him.”

That is, I missed him too.

 

I watched the man, “He had thin arms,

smooth as a lady's freshly shaven legs.

Face devoid of hair, no goatee like yours.

His hair was choppy, short, unkempt.”

The boy looked nothing like this man, whose
shiny hair swayed gently as he walked.

 

But there was another difference,

“This boy, he always smiled, do you know him
now?

He had ideas, a brilliant boy, a prodigy,

enlightened beyond belief!”

I smiled, the man did too,

“The boy smiled just like that!

A being of happiness!”

We both knew him, but lost him.

 

***

“He was not happy,” the mirrored man said,
finally.

“He was just as sad as we are,

he has always been.”










Chapter 3

 


XXIV. a Shift in Perspective. end of
Misery


 Angels fly high above in the skies,

As I watch them fall with cries, I remember a
song about being alone.

Falling stars, I make a wish on their broken
wings,

like a puppet with cut off strings.

 

Lonely, and desperate. I feel like a little boy
devoid of any joy.

I cannot cry, and when I ask to be with
you,

you wanted to be with me, too,

…. but you had someone already.

 

 

Thank you for the great night, hazel-eyed
beauty.

My angel with black wings, medicated from
sorrow.

I will see you on the morrow.

 

 

When I lie here without company,

not another warm body next to me.

I can be happy enough for you, not for me, that
you do not feel as I do, abandoned.

Deserted, desolate, detached.

A wretched endless life, like a single railroad
and I am the train.

I try and try, but so in vain because I cannot
attain, a blissful harmony.

 

 

Thank you for the great night, hazel-eyed
beauty.

My angel with black wings, medicated from
sorrow.

I will see you on the morrow.












XXV. friendships Simplified


Something different, and something new.

Rebellious, spiritual and very true.

 

Friends.

 

They bring harmony, and peace.

A balance in life, and a release.










XXVI. liberation


It has been so long since I've felt,

as a feather floating in the air,

a weight fall off my shoulders,

a smile without a hint of pain,

and truly free of any burden.

 

It has been so long,

since I've felt my heart beat,

My poetry makes sense,

a swirl of smiles and butterflies.










XXVII. One man


One foot in the grass,


           
one foot on the concrete.

 

One hand holds the sword,


           
one hand holds the shield.

 

One eye sees the beauty,


           
one eyes sees the faults.

 

One ear hears the music,


           
one ear hears the cries.

 


           
One man takes advantage of,


                       
all the things he feels.










XXVIII. slide upon Ice


I hold your hand and whisper,

“You are safe.”

We slide upon the ice.

 

A solid ground, slippery, firm.

“I won't let go.”

We hold tightly.

 

Exhilaration, fear, and trust…

“Now go off alone.”

You skate beautifully.










XXIX. my Gift to You


What will you receive from me?


           
My love for you.

I will


           
bask in your beauty.


                       
And write poetry,

in your name.

 

my Gift to You.


           
Eternal place in my heart,


                       
admiration


           
of your perfection.

 

I Offer,


           
an ear that will listen,


                       
eyes that do not judge,

lips that kiss softly.

 

Puppy dog eyes,

crystal ball with bright future,

the blue from heavens…

 

hot tea in cold winter mornings,

flowers in sunny spring days,

an umbrella when it rains in the fall.


           
I don't like summers,


                       
 sorry.

 

****


           
So whence the stars shine,


                       
come with me outside,

and enjoy my gifts.










Chapter 4

 


XXX. Awkward tensions


What is this like?

 

Awkward tensions, secrets hidden.

Chip upon the clay mask hiding gold.

A darkness with no light,

the light bulbs burnt out.

 

Tendrils extend, feeling around.

A touch here, a poke there.

Forests of mystery, a desert

with an oasis.

 

Water so hot it feels cold,

air shimmering a mirage.

Chances have been given

yet wasted.

 


           
Encounters and confrontations.

 

A swordplay, with no fight but,

if you beat your partner, you will know.

Swing here and there,

lunge upon the target but defend.

 

Masterful dance, hit slash.

Block, jump, kick. Punch, dodge,

and grab the skin.

What's going on?

 


           
Oceans of your mind

 

A surf upon a large wave,

tsunami leads me away,

to see the scattered islands.

But where is the mainland?

 












XXXI. My moon


When I feel the breeze,

           
the air dancing,

I close my eyes in peace,

to see clouds hang in my mind.



 Hiding,

   shrouding,

           
enclosing,

my feelings and my thoughts.



A slight rain, drizzle, falls,

                                   
the sun runs away.

The moon comes, and with it,

   a question.



A blanket of misty vapor,

   a fog obscures my vision,

but my heart stays pure,

  and I yell to the moon,



“Take me away with you,

           
to the darkness and beyond!

Light my way, and be mine,

           
for eternity and after.”










XXXII. Goddess of Winter (A tribute)


From the first moment, I knew.

I saw you, your golden hair.

And freckles on your face.

Like chocolate chips,

on a perfect cookie.

 

Never once did you gaze upon me,

but I knew, one day, you would.

Never once did you hear about me,

but one day, you did.

And you loved me.

 

Crystal clear eyes surveys me,

my muddy brown eyes retorted.


           
A silent language,

the world of hugs, tight grips,

something unforgettable.

 

A loving smile, caring embrace.

Laughter, the sound of angels.

 

I remember the look you gave me,

blank, wondering, maybe scared.

Then, I saw that twinkle in your eye.

A sudden recognition.

I felt waves of happiness fill up the hall.

And then you were gone.

 

We used to walk, we used to talk.

We used to kiss, and we used to love.

Oh, how I loved you.

 

*** then what happened

 

There have been times when,

a poisonous venom seeped through.

You grimaced with anger,

and you started to cry.

 

There have been times when,

finally, we embraced in love.

But then you left me,

and it ended.

 

*** and so I…

 

Secret bygone, I was torn.

Shreds of my soul, a slap.

WAKE UP! WAKE UP!

Stop being who you are!

Not good enough,

I am the poison.

 

I am the snake,

the flute-master scares you.

She is not my master!

I bite and squeeze but I miss.

I miss you.

 

*** ouroboros

 

I bite my tail in infinite humility,

but you, my goddess, you.

Winter comes and goes,

but you, my goddess, you.

 

Inspiration, declaration,

truth comes out, and I know.

Questions “Why?” “Why?”

they are gone, nothing left.


           
No wonder.

 

When I think back, the hugs and kisses, it all
makes sense.

Now that I look back, your stare of hate
becomes love and pain.

 

And finally, I know.

Let's make the future different.










Chapter 5
Conclusion


Chaos is Peace


Garden's bright, swaying grass,

marble stones, a walkway.

What things have come to pass,

in my secret, hidden hideaway.

 

Oh mighty tree of wisdom, tell me,

What is wrong, what is right?

An explosion, a trunk full of debris…

Out of darkness comes the light.

 

*****

 

A tiger pounces upon my flesh,

brings me in his teeth,

strands of clay that create a mesh,

become my true belief.

 

“Oh my higher self, bring me joy!”

I scream in vain upon him,

“Why does it rhyme with destroy?”

The shadow's face is grim.

 

******

 

Cowardly, uncontrollable, emotional.

Describe the shadow.

Strong, caring, powerful yet relational!

Where is hidden the flow?

 

Words become jumbled, Here comes a man. “Lose
Control Lenny” That is his name. With a stern flight, we flew.

 

“Dig!” he threw a shovel, and stumbled
around.

The stream of water in a creek cascaded down
some rocks.

A ditch, long and shallow dug by the creek.

Lenny removed the last of soil, and the water
poured down.

“Watch the water, friend, watch it flow, isn't
it beautiful?”

 

I worried about flooding, I worried about the
fish.

I worried that everything will fail, whatever I
wish.

But there, the sparkling water  full of
life.

It eroded the shore and became my wife.

 

******

 

We flew back, the round slab of marble
waiting,

The shadow looked up, a fragile man.

My higher self, no where to be seen.

 

A disheveled man walked toward me, cigarette in
hand, clothes dirty and damaged.

“Felix Failure, at your service, mister.” He
grabbed my arm and we flew into the skies.

“Flap your wings, mister!” And he threw me to
the ground.

He grabbed my arm again, and we flew through
time.

 

“Do you see her and what you did?

She is not to blame, you are! See your failure,
become wise. Mistakes become knowledge.

Failure becomes strength.”

We swirled through, shouting

“Failure! Failure! Failure!

Do you not see?

Admit your fault, accept, so you can be
free!”

 

******

 

The man grabbed me again,

“'Tis not my fault,”

A hard punch into my jaw,

“Honest Herbert, your demise,”

“'Tis not my fault, I tried -”

A crack in the ribs!

“'Tis not my fault, she -”

A bloody nose.

“'Tis my fault”

A smile upon his golden lips.

 

We flew through time, “Do you not see? Your
failure?” He turned me left and right.

I saw the string of fate, “Do you not see? Your
biggest failure?” And I sat down.

 

A crying face, a tortured body, dark aura.

Blood on the ground, leaches on skin,

a nightmare indeed!

“'Tis your failure, mister! Your failure to recognize your
greatness!”

I stood up, healing, feeling the blood pump its
way into my heart.

 

******

 

A marble slab, dark figures all around,

I smiled at my shadow, my angel was there.

A fragile beautiful woman walked by,

Lenny and Felix and Herbert smiled.

 

“He-e-ll-o” she stammered, barely able to
hold,

tears of pain in her eyes.

Solemn droplets fed the soil,

broken earth became new.

 

She smiled suddenly, with her the world
shone,


           
“My name is Emotional Emma,” she grabbed my hand

we flew to the skies! High above into the
clouds, again.

Our bodies gave way and we fell speedily.

My arms caught her mid-air and we landed.

 

She smiled, and then frowned.

Her fists pushed and punched.

Screams echoed in the valley.

Arms spread wide, she hugged me


           
and tossed me.

 

A bench on the side, so familiar, we
talked.

“My dear, my dear. Do you not appreciate
me?”

Far away her voice, I moved, and then I
walked.

“My dear, my dear. You should Love me!”

 

Tears, not so solemn, pounded the marble.

Cracks and breaks littered the surface.

“Why do you hate me so?!”

Screams like thunders shook me.

 

She grabbed my hand and we flew through
time.

“Do you not see,


           
the beauty of me?”

“Do you not feel,


           
that I am real?”

 

“Imagine your world without me,

a world of grey, with no colours -”


           
- “Without darkness.”

“a world without singing, without love -”


           
- “Without torture.”

“Without art and words.”

 

Lines of my poetry bound me,


           
like ropes.

I cried.

 

My friends smiled, waved at me,


           
from afar.

I cried.

 

A short flight of tears.

The rain fell lazily.

Lightning and thunder,

now even I could smile.

 

 

******

 

Finally then, I left the greens,

enjoying the scenes,

of my peace.
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