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Imaginary relationship

 How do you believe in
a make believe relationship, those squishy inside moments that only
memories re-live as telepathic intimacy? How do you rectify the
silence of too many years passed when you justified a generic
symbol as love? How do you accept the inhibited smile of walking
barefoot in a water fountain screaming out to the clouds of
childhood that evaporate years ago, but so close it almost drips
down the glass as liquid? How do you see yourself as any different
then you are, the monsters that crawls around ideas, the inner life
that you throw away for a foot in the door? How do you love that,
the shadows you predicted at birth and painted on the walls with
fingers tips, singing lullabies to dolls? How do you find the inner
strength to stand in the past of wasted opportunities without any
eyes, and only the nothingness of it happening, only the reasons
and reactions and the faceless words that follow you around telling
you their position on the argument? Those ceaseless raw emotional
words of someone else that got crammed in your ear one day, so far
down that in silence they have their very on stage, and in winter
around the dead trees covered with dirt, they are the only warmth.
The two sided face of love, the belief in someone’s paper thin
promises, the belief in a nightmare as you hold yourself awake
thinking eventually it will change, eventually the tap dance of
love on a vacant street will be special, it will be what you
thought it was, it will be what it is supposed to be, but in the
imagination everything is what it is supposed to be.

+++

Pressure

 Feet being pushed into shoes, smiles being sown onto faces,
love being disguised as meaning again, telling you who to be, who
has the rights to your affection, controlling you softly through
the cracked voice of a mother who is nowhere to be found, through
the soft memories of a father who you constantly dream about, and
you sow yourself shut to sit alone in a room full of strangers
pretending to be a doll, pretending to be the person that is
soul-less, mimicking TV commercial statements, paradises on
computer screens, songs that can’t leave your head, people’s
footprints that you follow up the walls like wall paper. You close
your eyes holding yourself into this mold of woman, this supposed
to be doll face of sexual desire that comes so close to real even
her hair grows, this plastic perception of a helmet that ever so
neatly looks like a face, a voice with a reaction and a subtle
comment about life, a could be half is, who smiles because she has
nothing to says. And the stuffing creeps out more and more in the
birthday massacre.

+++

Chinese Takeout


Who am I supposed to be at every age, or the
minute before I was born, was I supposed to be someone then,
someone who had an agenda walking through life with a purpose that
was more important than the pitfalls and dead ends that society
seems to be known for, the mistakes someone else made that you hear
about over dinner in a foreign restaurant where half of the people
are from another country you can’t pronounce? Is there supposed to
be a pause of interest in-between the millions and ones stranger’s
faces I have begun to know by heart who all carry the same
conversations with the same tones just swooping out the nouns and
verbs? The broken bubble that seems to drift off into another
dimension where people question their own voice, did I mean to say
that, they ask walls, do I really sound like that, is that me
again, the repetitive question, is that me? The strangeness of
knowing yourself through the eyes of too many people whose tongue
is stuck on the half dissolved aspartate that replaces sugar. Do
you know me, we ask one another as we subtly change, cocoon again,
reverse, remorse, find the guilt behind a book and a locket that
was stuffed there? Is there a direction as we bubble back to the
easy going life style of compliance and who is who in our power
hungry directional perspective of constant production. Is there
another you, we ask the million yous all in the way? Can there be
another one, just one more, just one tiny one more, so I can feel
small with you, this little slim door that has opened up behind
your head again, that dotted gray blue line that we can dance upon
in thought thinking it was all made up, even our hearts can laugh
away our lives through a theoretical predicament, we can just laugh
it all away with one solid breath, one more version underneath the
solid stare of an unknown place we all go back to.

+++

What we learn as children

 The head-ducking of
another age that has gotten stuck to our mind, like glue and tooth
picks all wrapped in a ball matted on the side of some girls head
who fell asleep in the sewer beside the drug addicts and the lost
souls, again. The smile that lost itself from being washed off a
face too many times, in an upside down moment, while a little girl
in a white dress twirled beside a music box and a grandmother’s
dreams. There will be people there says the villains who push the
mind back again, the irreplaceable irreversible bubble that we find
ourselves bouncing off of for a neutral story, to love all human
kind as long as we don’t have to personally know them, the before
we forget as we barely hang on beside white bath-tubs and hand
shakes, and the flame of love dies in a man’s eyes, the man we
loved before we met him, the because it will happen that girls put
on makeup and mothers tell their daughters how lucky one day they
will be, just wait as we hold on tight to fight against the war of
empowerment and superficial compliments, all the pain will matter
once someone finally worships you. Keep fighting say the demons as
they finger over porn in day dreams sitting on a toilet calling all
women whores and bitches because we have bodies they will
eventually be held accountable for when the dead pile up, and we
cry endlessly sometimes the rivers and oceans and greed that hold
us all apart, thinking a relationship with another person is a
reflection of good deeds, a belief in beauty is the same as
sacrifice as we all play an impossible game for accomplishment,
while we are watched and guarded by the ever growing
relationship.

+++

Two plus two equals four

 You know this soul of
a body you can never forget, your words laced within theirs as
these imaginary moments unfold, this whose who, why not, why me,
moments that you can’t take your eyes off of, as life moves forward
like a babbling creek rushing over rocks, and you get stuck in
those moments, those beliefs in God, the faith because all
humankind is trustworthy, the I told you so, so it will never
happen again moment, and you believe for a slit second in someone
else’s eyes in an inner beauty that won’t ever die, in a life that
is always floating off the ground, in an irreplaceable love that
follows every hardship, and you love for a second, this powerful
unknown force of unconditional love, of every quirky every weird
odd thought, and strange hair and beauty mark and innocent reply
moment of love…and it comes so sweet like the drippings off an
orange in the middle of the summer, it feels like friendship and
watching the shapes in the clouds, and you take that moment and
think it has to be, he has to do this, he has to love me back, he
has to be with me forever, as life turns into a narrow one way
street…and there only feels like one way out again, one way to
break free, one way to turn around and be in the lazy ponds of half
hearted thoughts and whimsical cares. And as you sit admiring
someone else admiring who you thought you could be, this inside
charm and belief that 2 plus 2 equals 4, you find how easy it is to
change, how easy a second or a thought, or a string of long sighs
can be forgotten. How it only takes one person to forget and look
away, it only takes one. And everything that mattered, every moment
in the sun, every longing look and high five and almost there, and
belief of making something happen, and throwing yourself on a
timeline of innocent replies thinking someone else was watching, it
only takes one person to make something so beautiful become an
embarrassment, something so healing become a mark of shame, a
memory you can’t forget fast enough, a person who you can’t run
away from. A horror of whose who and why me again, and you thought
it would be different. It only takes one person.

+++

Assumptions


There are often a million people all stuck to the
same person, the same in-between moment inside out, the because I
want it to happen belief, and the we are stuck singing the same
fairy tales, the same lives that have become so repetitive they are
painful to re-live, they are painful to pretend to understand,
because it feels too shallow. There are often a million and one
people who say the same exact thing, the same exact thing. And in
our era of communication we become fixated by it, the every moving
clock, the ever understanding facial expression that swing around
superficially like the time, like the repetitive laugh during a
joke, and we fear what we don’t understand but we run there too,
like detectives searching for answers, and like story tellers we
become whisked away by the outline of other lives and the better
beliefs. But it is a strange moment to realize the running and the
questions and the social behavior we pride ourselves on, the broken
hearts and shattered lives that we neglect or avoid and at times
worship to try to heal, only stands upon the meaningless
non-consequential ambivalent forgiveness of stranger’s
accidents.

+++

Kyle

 Are
there more people were you come from, so many more that I can cover
myself from them, pretend that they come from another time and make
common day conversation about stupid mistakes that have become
repetitive in our culture that we like to believe is fascinating?
Can I lie to you, tell you my eye color is blue instead of hazel,
tell you I am old instead of young, make you believe in me, even
when I can only offer you empty words to dead ends? Can I tell you
to be with me, cold and alone in a bed made for one instead of two,
inside the night sky where the eyes have widened and closed on the
edge of the ocean, on the edge of a hurricane developed years ago
and a million lands away, when we were safe. Can we pretend to be
safe? Away from humanity again, away from the people who knew my
name before I was born and pretended to love me before I asked. Can
we pretend to be old again? So old we are near the end of life and
can get boundless sources of sympathy for doing nothing at all,
laughing at how close to death we are, pretending to be doctors and
higher professional and grant the respect of the nurses who were
never ambitious to begin with. Can we pretend to be someone else
again, someone who remembers everything, someone who will never
forget, as we carve away the days and the nights on the wooden
trees outside our lives, in the forest we have covered our skin so
thick to see through that the owls seem to have eyes. Can we love
again like we will never forget each other, you won’t just turn
around one day in the middle of an empty classroom and pretend not
to know me, you won’t laugh and I will smile behind a still piece
of glass, and move on. Can we pretend to always remember, at least
for just one more moment?

+++

Insanity

 How innocent are you, the inner life the inner beauty, another
person hiding underneath the seams, a second head, another mind,
collecting facts like dust off the carpets and upholstery trying to
find the sentiment in a lost cause moment hidden under the stars
and forgotten about.

I see you watching me even though you aren’t
here, The lips that have grown cold to me, as they chase me around
on day dreams, following ever so closely with thoughts and whispers
and illusions that tie me closer. And I challenge the dream of a
man who wants to know me, but can’t. The belief in love as it comes
through telephone calls and desires, but I claim that we are
enemies, love and I. I claim it has been forsaken the tickling and
talking and the taking me from behind my back, the subservient
drowning in someone else’s path-tub as the water drips down my
throat to where the fish will drown. I claim I am too good to love,
the impossible irreversible sanity that has become wells in my eyes
towards the nights of abandonment. That I am not what I seem, a
ghost. A woman who has thrown up her internal life for glimmers of
hope in dead end nights, reaching towards the abandonment all over
again like a self-fulfilling prophecy like a forced contract with
the devil and I will follow along dancing on the edge of a canyon
as if I was made to, a doll with strings, I will paint his eyes
blue and call him God, if only to fall down his will into an ocean
of my own making, to run up against the waves like a child who has
gone mad, like a lover who only lusts for moments, and I will run
there as far as I can, into the deepest part of my own
doing.

+++

Silence

 Often there is nothing inside of me but the belief in you
again, the needless silence that I have coated with my own
whispers, the belief in purpose as I dress you up and down with
outfits that I claim fit your identity. I call you my own in
sleepless nights when I wonder where you are sleeping, and I claim
I am no martyr as I touch the devil’s hand as we dance on the edge
of life watching from another place, another man’s back, another
dream. I call us together when you are clearly guarded, preaching
your highest morality to strangers, as if confidence and a sales
pitches changed reality, as if ego and acceptance could explain a
limitation for only liking one type of person, or one object, one
painting in a room of beautiful art work and cars, of beautiful
women. I pretend to know you, in the zoo where you are caged, the
people who pass between us, as we grow like trees intertwining
branches and thoughts, leaves and flowers. I pretend to love you
too, the innocence of love, the beginning as I am constantly
chasing and concluding the end, wrapping it in a bow so it can make
sense again, so the logic will be tuned with a pitch fork and a
high melody. I pretend to love you daily, every day, every moment,
I pretend as much as I can as I hit the walls and I force my
feelings into these containable moments of chit chat over nothing,
over walls shaped like eyes and irreversible silences. I create a
nest for myself out of thin air through the sticks you throw my
way, I try to make it in the in-between moments we never say that I
am constantly waiting on, the belief, the fantasies of dirty
thoughts and raunchy appetites, the beginning of the rainy season.
I try to pretend love is more meaningful than this, than the broken
down communication that has left the brown slush stuck. I like to
believe within these walls between us there is this crack, there
are these tiny grains of love that get through into a jar that is
stored somewhere that will one day pour like sunlight into my life,
but we all know I am the only one keeping track.

+++

Drawing mountains on the wall

 I love you, you
know, I tell myself every night. Thinking of the thoughts that echo
somewhere else, in side of a room that is so much bigger than I
want to admit to, the air that has gotten old and stale with the
dust on the photographs. The beliefs that come around in the winter
time, when lost love and hopelessness are charms on the necklace I
wear. The belief in what people don’t say as it turns into monsters
sometimes, the maybe they meant this, if I heard it correctly
moments, or I turn the silence into angels and lovers, hoping to
grab into hearts and steal back something I assume is mine, the
covers over my bare bones that have caused me to shake at night
from the cold. I live in a strange place of amusement of change as
the world is constantly made a new, with new faces, new projects,
new beginnings I assume, or old ones dressed up and refashioned
like upholstery on couches. I sit alone thinking of who I want to
be, who I was, as I find a solid place to land, a solid place
behind my head and a thought, a world within myself that is quiet
at night, the characters that dance around in my head have all gone
asleep leaving behind the outline of the words we never say, the
conversations I wish I could have but usually don’t, the belief in
magic and innocence. I cry sometimes staring into the moon the
castles I draw on the walls, the mountains I sometimes feel are too
large to climb, the other people who I once knew who are waiting
somewhere for the day I come back home. I stare at these far away
lands, these dreams that I can barely remember, the world I used to
know and I wonder how hard the climb will be on my own. I wonder
what my worse days will be like, and I silently pray they are
behind me. I wonder was it always supposed to be this way? Was it
real, the face and the flesh and the moments in my mind, the people
I have met, the dances and the games and the superficial lives we
coat our tongues with, was it all the way it was supposed to be?
Could I have changed something? But often even in silence
surrounded by the walls, there is only the crushing of the sticks I
have intertwined to make myself comfortable.

+++

The eye who knows me by heart

 There is often an
inner life underneath the skin, another person banging against the
flesh the before we met and the never will see again, last line
that comes around so effortlessly through the strangers who dance
in superficial ponds, the before we know one another in the shadows
of a naked room, hallowed out by the kind words we were taught in
school, before words knew the outside world. “If we could only love
effortless,” would say the neglect and intent mirrored inside our
own minds, the lives before lives. The you before yous, as we
circle around again back to the rattle and the million heads all
growing from the same neck, all rehearsing again to be the same. I
can be everyone claimed the million and one I can be you, you can
be me, and I will be better at it.

I am the best one. We all hear that same voice
that is so small and innocent that has grown to be ten feet tall
that has taken on a name and an identity that claims reality even
while we stand strong in our truth. It claims solid ground in a
non-emotional world we can’t reach but we cling to in thought, as
our foundation.

And we stay frozen inside our houses as the
rain pours through the roof. We watch our gadgets and photographs
and cd collection drown against the walls of our closet in the back
of our mind, we want to run to replace the memories and people, to
replace the humanity that remains among our lined lives like the
vase we borrowed 3 years ago, we want to keep our trinkets of
thought ever so still to collect dust on the inside ourselves, in
the winter that have been deeply frozen and untouchable. We want
that, to keep something still as the water rises to drown us
against the chaos, we want to remain inside the buried down dirt
trapped in a corner somewhere so dry it has stuck there like glue.
We want to be loved, we want to be needed, we want to be the one no
one can walk away from, the irreplaceable you that is everywhere
and everyone and everything, that neon container in a land fill
that will never degrade, we just want that, that fixed stare in the
dark that knows us, which can’t be shaken.

+++

Society

 I am stuck inside of a monster searching its inner brain
pulling at the threads, reaching at the tip of my toes to see
through another pair of eyes, another set of I love you again,
another human heart that lays on the table during a family meal
that people keep sticking forks into. “I am trying,” say the
hopeless even though real hope is constantly out of
reach.

Inside the broken down buttons of an old man’s
coat is just another preoccupied thought, it sits narrowly on a
finger like a rain drop and eventually it slip its way down a hand
on its own path.

“The horror of another freak show,” we cry like
an empty sky for the sentimental wishes of desire that are
absolutely imagined. The dark Tuesday when we thought our night
vision and a thick lock would protect the thieves from stealing our
transportation, out and in, in and out from this life into another.
The inside out version as we climb up the flesh again, ontop of
another one, a third one, a fifth one, until we lose count of who
we were never supposed to forget, who our mothers preached about
from encyclopedias of values and womanly
responsibilities.

We lose our minds into our hearts as we fit
into the narrow doors that men have painted on the walls of the
kitchen and the bedroom, and we sit there in the dark pretending
they open to more than concrete as we dream about the other women,
the women who have it harder than us, who killed themselves with
the weapon of other people’s thoughts. We live like we are heroes
in a story that is only an internal struggle and we die by
constructive logic, criticism paved on superficial
streets.

There is more than just who what we think we
are, as we are nothing but dust and skin, eyes that live in a
telepathic universe talking to aliens and walled up
strangers.

“There is another world, inside the foundations
we create our cities on,” say the monks who are waiting to die for
the rewards of prayer. And we believe them as we sit with them, and
wait for the ceiling that is crafted by guitar strings to finally
come down and strangle what looks too much like authority, who
looks to much like a solid group over-looking the individuals, who
looks too much like harmony, and we wait buried underneath the
music for unity within.

+++

A boy I met with a superman notebook, who lost
his family.

 You know
me remember, we met during another life time, another human
experience of what we used to know by heart, the life lessons of
another soul whose reflections of roses and smiles remain in the
puddles of our dreams as silhouetted heads watching us sleep. We
are the reminder of entire life time together, don’t you remember?
When you stepped on my toes and I felt as if I had lost a dream
again, that whimsical thought that is catching air as we speak,
drifting father and father away on the breath of a Tuesday that we
will one day forget? Do you remember when we barely spoke the
news-week in your left hand, the loose change of another
transaction slipping on your tongue as you waited behind me and yet
it all changed already, the yesterdays have lost their hard edges
as we count them down, moment; moment, trying to catch up to
something in an imaginary land; we are chasing one thought into
another again, running away and running towards like this colliding
skin attached on a monster’s back. The broken down hero who has
found comfort in the middle of another set of common day
phrases.

+++

Grains of salt


My heart has a bit of a wall around it, will
someone make themselves as small as a grain of salt and drip into
my pores, become the film over my insights and fall into the raw
gut bitterness that makes me circle around and around the same
points on the floor like a dance toy that is broken, wrinkle up
between the bones and push my heart back out again, and its drips
will be caught by those who watch me, making shapes and animals as
ink blots doctor's use to decipher someone's sanity, thankyou. That
sticky red gooey guy has gotten stuck somewhere inside of me,
afraid of the wild again.

+++

Innocence

 Inside of one set of eyes is often another, watching you with
a thick skin, pretending it knows, it remembers, the windows and
mountains and dripping ocean that has been ripped apart so that its
fish jump freely about without oxygen. It is the sour feeling of
words and thought and air escaping our last breath of a name we
can’t seem to recall, the distant gallop towards another lifetime
where we were better once, without the worries fear and dark needs
that society can’t understand. The broken hearted glance at a lover
who won’t return but we call anyways to hear an old answering
machine message or to see a green dot on a gmail account, we return
like a lost cause, a drop of water inching ever so closer to a
drain and the inner cliff. We wait there timid on the edge of
reason and emotion, thinking of rainbows and puppy dogs and the joy
of being submissive when we no longer have to take moral
responsibility for the world at large again, up-righting and
up-rooting the inner perspectives that have grown into us. Like day
old bread we can crumble again, we can go back to not understanding
life as children, when knowing it all could simply vanish like the
grains of dirt.

+++

Mindless chatter


Other people’s eyes are quietly scattered all over
my body like pin balls, watching moving circling the wisps of paper
that have fallen down from the sky, and within me, are a million
I’s they all claim to be right all of the time, the righter right
version of a societal line we all causally pretend not to step on
to avoid the marks it leaves. I am right claim the higher spiritual
angelic perspective of force, forcing us forward into these glee
full bodily functions of purpose, as we turn into the dust that
rains, as we cover the land like purple rainbow thoughts of
eachother yellow and green ribbons, dancing without a thought of
money, without a thought of justice of consequence like that woman
who is mad at me, because the men around her are belligerent and
there is no other way to distance herself from the
anger.

There are people inside the niches of our
minds, hovering quietly as they turn us into them, slowly with
painted on masks and wardrobes crafted by hand, and we go with
them, hand in hand, dancing around in circles singing the same
songs they do, we go freely and easily as if there has never been a
war, as if there was never a side to choose or a grudge or a deep
and a sticky emotion or a profound thought, we go as if we are
liquid turning into any shape the water lets us, and as we collide
with this world of sunshine perfection, shiny and brand new, every
face we give is adorable.

But in the mist of violence and love we find in
the pain there is no perfection, we find the lowest of the low
places to be, the unwanted girl who is so submissive that men have
destroyed her brain because they thought she was a toy and they
thought her care was slutty, because she was so easily bendable and
her will wasn’t on fire. Her brain didn’t speak ten different
languages of I told you so, her heart was innocent and naive, and
she was a horrible person for being that way, a witch in disguise,
a woman that was above them, so she was taken as a bird in a cage,
and told to entertain others without the knowledge that all of
their hearts had been tied like strings around her neck, that she
could never untie, and she would strangle herself to death singing
and entertaining and celebrating with others.

And as others melted into the surface like oil
and gold globing up the middle ground and the outer rims of hands
squirming to get out from underneath, we hear the soft subtle
crunch of a woman who is nowhere to be seen.

+++

The inner voice


What are we doing here, is the sound in the dark,
a closed door or a shut voice, that is circling me over and over
again. Like a finger drawn in the sand, like a beauty mark that
will never go away no matter how it stretches. I am here yells a
voice in the dark as we all reach for it, the mysterious eyes of
owls who watch us, knowing us since we were 12 or 13, before we
believed in miracles and logic, thinking life only changed once we
got to be a year older. I am here, says all those who feel alone,
they quietly whisper it to one another like they are in a prison
with thin walls. I am here, reach for my hands, feel the passion
against my beating heart as I run past you again.

And in a race made for one is a woman, running
in the same circle over and over again. And the man chasing her
around watches casually as she double passes him with sweat, mud
and struggle written on her face. Don’t try so hard, the man says
grimacing to trip her, to be on the same level as her, to explain
to her as he does to all women how easy sex can be, it is just two
people talking, not one woman asking a million people to accept
her. And he smiles lightly, reaching for her but knowing he will
miss, always getting to be almost there, before she quietly sneaks
somewhere else, under another rock in a stream that will evaporate
one day. I am here he says as she begins to cry, stark in a black
and white world where love has become a nasty word in seduction,
used against the weak who don’t know self-preservation. I am too
good for you she yells, wishing she wasn’t so out of breath so it
would sound better. And the guy shyly smiled, if only I could hear
he says, but I haven’t heard a word you have said in years, I am
only watching you from afar. And in that dark moment she realizes
she is stuck in this never ending loop, always searching for a
reason to stop, and all that she can create are the wisps of wind
as she passes others like the breath of kisses of an animal who is
much larger and greater then it will ever realize.

 

+++

Slipping on intimacy

 I see you, can’t you see
me, staring through a thin plastic curtain whispering names of
people who we used to know, as if we both see the same shade of
yellow, as if we were machines with zeroes and ones and everything
could be perfect somewhere, perfect in its language with all its
dots and letters, and in-between spaces, with all its yes and no,
coming with a timed sense of perfection. I want you, don’t you want
me, come the whispers in-between us, come the hearsays and the
gossip and the empty promises that return around again, like
headless bugs. And we sit there unaware of ourselves smelling up
the world with our half thoughts and attempts of conversation that
go nowhere put to a strange laugh or a sneeze, or a bathroom pass.
And we sit beginning to know life all over again, thinking it could
all happen in a split second if we allowed it to, it could happen
in five minutes if we pretend to skip over all our tragedies in
simple conversation. And we lay there inside of one another, and it
feels like luke warm water, hoping for an answer in the dark
through a daily conversation about nothing, and we live bleeding
but we deny it too easily for an ease of gossip or random passion,
avoiding life like seeing our own facial expressions in a stream of
water.

+++

 Hiding

Inside of another jar of another soul are
memories and words and magic thoughts that we all so easily pick up
like Velcro, tying ourselves to our dreams through choices and
actions, stereotypes. We live like we are children in a zoo of
cages constantly searching for the impressions of footsteps of
those who have ran away, searching for the worst words in a
horrific situation, or the best forms of praise. We look forward to
the nothingness of a blank, thinking it is work to write our story,
create our words out of plaster from the molded faces of paid
models. We think we can fight for a voice in a world of silent
partners as we constantly find the easy way out that no one will
notice. We are the soldiers of time, living in the after-thought of
a monster and the pre-conceived idea of someone’s pain who hasn’t
yet been born. Living in another time with a different set of
backbones and situations that no one has heard of yet, beginning to
find our voice in situations that could be juxtaposed into the
right brain as wrong, so quickly with a thought, with a solid step
in another direction, with a rain of tears, and in fear we run into
the holes we can fit into, not aware of the alternatives, as we
wait for the others. But as we sit there alone, shaking in this
sweet spot of life, we find nothing but the bird’s eye view of the
city we have escaped.

+++

Games we play


There are a million different ribbons inside of me
all leading back to you, this strange little point shaped like a
locked door, unhinged and inhibited with strange wooden lines. I
want you say the strangers as they walk by this door way made for
one. But none of them know me outside of the entanglements of
sensitivities and outer beliefs that we carry on about, but we
pretend anyways that it is enough, that laughter and joy and
innocence can be the glue in a house instead of hard work and
sacrifice, we pretend because that is what TV commercial’s imply we
do. And we sit there me and this locked door and a million eyes,
all expecting the small simple movement of a turn of the wrist to
let them into this place within myself, that not even I can go. And
I lie simply as we carry on a dance, telling them of fortunes and
exterior political beliefs that I let lay on my tongue, the ones
they teach as lofty principles in school, why hate can be viewed as
love. And I cry as I explain the knives I have used to change my
words so they are acceptable cascading over an untouchable place,
over my naked body and vulnerable inner life, and we all seem to
enjoy that a bit better, without the truth. A game of chasing mice
and cheese into corners. I am in love with you, don’t you know,
says someone casually as I glance away, wishing for a moment that
words were curved instead of straightforward and I nod as if I am
gambling on slots instead of bluffing, as if human bodies were weak
in lust instead of powerful. And we both cascade over each other
like the water does underneath waves. I am wrong I say secretly
like the prisoners as they search for redemption in a new society
where their food and lodging will always be paid for in return for
constant submission. And I smile trying again the locked door in my
mind, finding that I will always remain on the outside.

+++

The women in waiting

 I am loved you know women
say during coffee as they gossip about the reason the world
rotates, or when it should stop and who is who when the night
permits itself to change into dawn. And while they sit gossiping
over a table, they remain always ready for adventure by buying
dresses and shoes and beauty marks to become someone at another
party with a different celebration around someone they haven’t been
yet, someone perhaps they are not ready for, the person before the
other person knew itself they would say in tag lines of adages to
explain why they are the one who socially deserves the change the
most, not the other women who have been captured in their parent’s
homes, or worse in a societal dungeon. And they will ring true
empowerment as they run over men, run towards them in desperation
for another person they haven’t yet cocooned into yet, the bite of
love that has tickled them to death in a bath-tub. The because I
told you so that is why I am in love with you moments when men
pretend they are kissing innocent non-agenda children who are
submissive to their labyrinthine of emotions and career. She just
smiles and does what I tell her to, they say in half spoken lies
across locker rooms. I am here you know, the women say casually as
they skim the water a man lays in, touching him with soft spoken
words of faraway places that might peak his interest, lullabies to
the insane as they sit in cubicles typing about the weather. I
might be everything and nothing, the women simply say picking the
verbs and adages that sound nicer. And the men in their hindsight
keep searching. And the women continue to watch them through
windows of coffee shops waiting for the parties and celebration
that never seem to come, wondering what makes a man strong, why are
they never as gullible and frightened as they are.

+++

Walls

 The
sing song butterfly that comes around the sick and the hopeless as
they pretend they understand one another again, as they dance in
the streets and they act as if love was a mystery instead of
circle, that five people constantly pass amongst themselves, the
five people who are good enough. And the words we exchange sting as
we dance along the moments in time, as we pray among the rhythm of
a simple day that has stretched longer than it used to, but we
remain beside one another, in this paradox of what we used to be
but now what we can’t accept, what is forbidden and we walk on tip
toes about it. And we talk as if we know love, but we don’t, we
only know what other people have brought back from the books they
have read and the conversations they have had with angels, but we
pretend anyways to get closer, to find the common ground of so, so
and okay, and half boredom in a holey temple. We want to pretend to
know one another so well so when the ribbons come to tie us
together to explain God or whoever or a servant that is brave, that
it will explain why we loved one another on a strange day, when the
wind had stopped moving and our only dreams were of paradise in a
guilt stricken dead end, waiting for the walls to cave
in.

+++

Fantasies

 Deep inside there is a lost voice, a hopeless cause of those
who it sees through a narrow slit, a lets begin again as we dance
to the same tune we have always played around in, the endless
vibration of a life, of a person’s heart. And we dance and smile as
we remember the way the words rose to meet one another, the voice
on the other side as we played along with the mystery assigning
blame and purpose and re-destroying our actions for new choices,
new beliefs, new bodies, running and searching for the same
faces.

There is another lost cause will say the men on
an adventure, kissing one too many women, thinking one too many of
the same thoughts that have created bricks instead of doorways.
There will be another you, once this you is lost, they say casually
like sunshine on a rainy day, like a broken arm on a boy who jumped
too high on his bed. There will always be another way to be
perfect, and we believe him, these mystery men with perfect vision
who ignite lust and passion with a drop of sweat, with an inner
belief in beauty even if they are ugly on the inside, and we run to
them as if they are sunshine and the answer for internal suffering,
controlling doorways and mysteries, and we laugh when we realize
the men we loved were never real men but fantasies. But pretend
men, monsters we created during dreams about being alive, but
really we were asleep when we met them. And all the courage it took
for us to change, to look someone in the eye, to look beautiful
enough in a summer’s dress, was just to touch a cloud in a blue sky
that was 300 feet off the ground.

+++

Womanhood

 There is often a darkness inside of an eye that catches the
sun. It blinks to see clearly but through the tears and the rust
and the glimmer on metal tables, there is nothing but an unusual
reflection. It is a strange world when the women began to emulate
men. Become them with every footprint and sly remark, with the
cutting judgments as they attempt to bestow a sense of
revenge.

“There are never enough people,” will yell the
conservatives as they pile on the births as a way of making
everyone happy, one more mouth to feed, thought to have. A person
with a passionate drop on their finger as they run from face to
face to face, force feeding from their hands.

And inside the womanhood are children becoming
compliant alliances, witnesses and detectives, eyes that know the
truths of what powerlessness feel like, what it feels like to love
a man who is always in control with only a sense of superficial
experiences to navigate the deep waters of belief and
emotion.

Inside is an innocent child who dresses up in
clothes waiting to wake up one day and be in a woman’s shoes, to
hurt like she does, to love like she does in a world titled to the
left with all the game pieces falling off the table. And you tell
the eyes that watch you like dew on a flower, you tell them how
lovely it is to be an adult, how beautiful it is to chase around
men like butterflies, how easily their admiration comes like bubble
gum popping and whispers amongst best friends, and how quietly it
undresses you into a better person, the right logical person
without a stray thought towards another life.

And the men come around as you talk like a dark
storm and they act like someone lying about their compliments,
lying about their lust as a way of getting close to God. But there
is a strange truth in their eyes, in the way their mouth curves, in
the thoughts they give away like loose change. And you believe in
the thunder, you believe you live in a house that can be destroyed,
you believe you can get caught in the rain, blushing for someone
who is only a hypothetical thought in the day. And you will be
stuck telling all your friends how you messed up love, wasted your
time on an accident, because they acted nice. In the dead of night
in a half insane frenzy, you were scribbling on refrigerator doors
while standing on half hearted sing song words, because you wanted
so badly to be better. You wanted so badly to be in the story that
has built you from its concrete walls. But all you find in your
moments of innocence is a child, standing in shoes that are too
large for her, asking you again what adulthood is like and you
lie.

You lie to be better than you are, and to never
be alone. Because in this die hard competition among women we only
have the story and we all fight to fit into the story. Even when
those men no longer know who we are.

+++

The cycle of pain


We often wait like heroes in the winter in the
middle of an abandoned land.

We wait like energy that has only a universal
thought, like beauty that only carries itself by a thin toothpick
on a dark stage, we wait like a smile of someone else that is a few
minutes from changing. And we look the other way while we watch the
darkness invade.

Inside the mystery of love and the broken timer
on a kitchen microwave, is often the strange shopping list for
unknown emotions.

That moment when avoiding life feels more like
living than being in the moment, than standing in your own two
shoes and being present while you feel small, when someone says
something to sound cool, to be thought of casual and sexual,
unknowingly that your devastating memories have become their
entertainment. That your broken heart sitting on the edge of a
kitchen counter has been sliced upon by words that had gotten too
loud in quiet moments, has become food for the ants sweltering
against locked doors. And you sit there quietly in a game designed
for one but everyone plays it anyways, and you hear the laughter of
your life, you hear your most painful moments being relived through
others as a cat and mouse cartoon, as intimacy.

And in the chaos of the laughter and the
giggling and the closed minded weapons of leadership in a ceaseless
uncontrollable wave of emotion, is the feeling of disappearing into
the walls the line our hallways and photographs. It is the hidden
smile of pain as it becomes the next hero, the next broken
unattainable symbol of fitting in for someone else. And the marks
of a hot breath on a cold window become written upon by someone
else’s fingertips.

+++

Being broken


I am broken we yell to one another, through the
shattered heart of a broken piece of glass, that has split our
tongue, that has destroyed our time into sections and months and
verbal worded arguments. And the broken often have so few words to
describe pain, it is the same words other people use to describe
babble, or superficial entertainment and finical
obligations.

There is never enough time to say everything
you want to say, before life turns its head again, before its face
drowns in the million tears of yesterday and speaks of sorrow. It
utters promises so early in life, it words them carefully as cold
tears on the hot pavement, in a place where please, thank you and I
am sorry have become obligations instead of sincerity.

And we love her, this voice we follow every so
longingly, so easily like a sun that won’t set, like an answer in
the desert, like a lover we can’t fix. And we run towards the
oceans that evade her horizon, the water inside a mind that has
lost its way home, inside of a superficial sacrifice for the
foundation of money instead of love. And inside of who we used to
be is a disease, as if as if we were children running towards
safety, ready for poverty.

+++

A faceless boy


I am no one says a voice. It was created by
parents who thought a foundation of love was made by sugar and
protection from the strangers who come as thick as walls, that we
can control and demean and easily turn our back on, with words that
are too easily manipulated as metaphors for the experiences we know
we will never have, a second population that are too easily wiped
away by a simplistic cultural compliance, by a faceless boy sitting
in a room of non-humans pretending he understands
wisdom.

And we sit there, these longing strangers
playing games with our tongues and our superficial thoughts as if
we were candy, simple and sweet and so easily digested with licks
and happiness and inner points that are constantly redefined as
boundaries and inner beauty, as a blue sky on a busy day that has
nothing inside of it but children’s palms reaching for the clouds,
and playground rhymes. And we live in these make believe lives
searching for protection in one another, similar truths in a war
until we meet the strangers with a knowledge that haunts at
night.

+++

Hate

 Life
is odd as it moves, the voices that we have heard before, the life
before we fell in love again, over the same cup of coffee the same
eyes, and breath; the same yesterday we always go back and dream of
thinking the past is better perception we carry inside of our
heart. And we wait like travelers moving towards the edge of time,
cocooning into different bodies and different minds, different
agendas as we walk over one another, thinking about one another,
forgetting one another, so easily like the flick of a wrist on a
broken word that hasn’t gone out of style yet.

And we breath waiting to know what is on the
otherside of love, what is on the otherside of the foreplay and the
boredom and the hopes that wait like leaves on a lake,
superficially drowning themselves in dew. We wait like the hunters
and the predators do, on solitude, the beginning of life as time
moves below us now, we just stand in the same place. And inside
this strange solitude with new people, clawing to get out or
clawing to get in, stuck in the hate of power and the hate of
powerless-ness is the cracking of morality, the heckling of another
drunk man being bullied, of another girl thinking she was being
sweet but was called out as dumb, another too sensitive too needy
too lonely person waiting somewhere to be found, waiting to be
liked by the popular kids with their money and beautiful clothes,
wanting to fit in, inside the world of make believe kindness, of
having too much, to to to much juxtaposed against someone who is
too shy to ask for help.

+++

Pretty houses


A girl sits and waits and watches making dents in
the piles of things that stand in her path, who feels overwhelmed
by those mountains that block love, that throw children under the
bus, that think survival is about who looks prettiest in a picture,
and love is price tag instead of memories, instead of caring,
instead of paying for your daughter’s doctor bills, instead of
showing up for phone calls, or dinners, love is about having the
prettiest best happiest family possible, those who look good in
photographs which hang on the wall next to the laundry room with
granite tabletops in a multi-million dollar house. And against that
stupid crap, is often just a broken heart and an unheard of voice
that was silenced, as all the people become robotic in how they
behave and believe, and eventually they all leave so that it
remains just a pretty house filled with photographs.

+++

Caught on someone else’s hope

 I am caught in a dream
I can’t seem to forget from last night. Caught in the memory of
another face, eyes and love, human touch as I travel along the
seams of human companionship. Laughing about the way my name sounds
on a French Man’s lips who would lie about what he ate for
breakfast if it would make a woman stay longer, inside his
uncomfortable life that fits smugly as a facial expression towards
the easily manipulated.

And we all want to be better, painting our
walls white in hope that someone will graffiti our brain with
better thoughts, ideals like color pencil flowers, like power trips
and authority issues, dressed up as women and men, dressed up as
love instead of babble.

+++

Married women


The married women all talk about problems as if a
political agenda or a topic change or a painful hurt could all be
washed away by being submissive to a man. “No need to know
reality,” they tell themselves while swooning to human interest
pieces and cats and dogs, putting on makeup in metal tinted
mirrors. “All I need to know is that I have a husband who shelters
me. All I need to know is whose authority to take seriously. So we
can all get along, and not be petty or argue about things that
don’t really matter, because women never really fight about
anything important. Let’s just look at life through the same eye,
where all my heavy thoughts and deepest fears vanish. I can claim I
am good because myself-esteem goes through him first. And I force
everyone to get along because their voices all step on
mine.”

And woman among woman act like this limited
understanding of life is necessary as the unruly emotions have
their way with us behind closed doors, inside the lines in a closed
fist and a broken heart, next to the shattered glass of strangers
seeking approval. “Can’t we all be good enough for that one
husband,” all the women scream, creating a mold from roses, jewelry
and jealousy. And the women on the inside look out at them, knowing
them all by name, she had coffee with each one discussing her
wedding dress, and she says causally as if her heart is not held on
a string balancing on an edge, “only the lucky ones marry.” And
slowly her eyes turn into snakes and her heart into a
child.

“I couldn’t make it in the world,” she whispers
as an apology or a confession to those who look like friends, “I
needed someone else’s heart.” And we all believe her, because why
would she lie?

+++

Compliance


“Have sex with me,” cry the angry voices of women,
trying to find a heart inside their legs. “Toy with me, make me
believe in love again,” they scream at heaven for letting them fall
so far from the clouds. “Make me believe in myself again,” they say
worriedly as now their lives have become a broken down storyline
about an incident that no one else can talk about. And inside the
people who believe in people, inside the lives that seem so far
away, is a dance of I told you so on white walls without shadows,
without vulnerability in a game of intension, an underlining sense
of obsession, a let me bend over backwards so a man can hold all my
cards game, that we play to see who can win, who can feel the most
belittled in a fight to be small, to have someone come in and take
away the burden of looking through life in a cracked perception,
which alienates people with words that sound like such harmless
observations at night but become mountains in the day, words of
different points of view, different values, words that create faces
of data on mannequins in store windows wearing orange.

But we all want to buy the same outfit, pretend
that self-abandonment is better than preservation, because it will
protect you from the judgment, it will protect you from the past
and pain. And we curl up inside, thinking a penis and a brain are
the same as solid ground, and we wait like soldiers to hear a
whisper in the wind of foot prints, so that we can say when the
negativity of never being good enough to be sincerely loved creep
into our daily discoveries of ourselves, that seep into
conversations, that come in ever so subtly staring at a kitchen
table, that we have protection. That we are better, because we have
become a part of a much greater entity just by agreeing.

+++

The men who I have loved

 We stare at one another
like children playing with crayons, how will you draw me I ask,
glancing at the colors and the lines, glancing at your fingers as
they move through the selections of us, the timing and the reasons
and of course all the running around we seem to do. And you glance
suspiciously at the color blue.

I know you I say laughing, taking the crayon
from your hand, the words from your lips as I paint my face on all
your characters. I know what you are thinking when you are alone, I
joke spelling out adverbs and nouns as I create a city, the
fantasies in my head, one by one, by one, until they appear like
drops of water on petals.

Wait I hear you say, the men of men of men that
have created our towers of history, the life line of generations
and children and truths that can’t be pronounced for they would
sound too dangerous on a tongue, wait. I don’t think those things
at all.

But, I say with the color still between my
fingers and my body leaning dangerously close to your side, I
thought.

Well I never said any of it, is the voice
behind another mind that I can feel crawl out from some small
corner crouching and scratching.

I thought, I want to believe.

I don’t want you to like me, comes a cold set
of eyes, a half hazard lazy tongue that has now circled around all
my adjectives as if they are candy coating our hands.

And I stare away, thinking about what I was
never supposed to have thought, as the strange thunder of another
man’s authority has ruined my infatuation again, it has changed my
guard into silly putty with strings so carefully entwining, so
carefully changing, becoming mushy and softer and
afraid.

I never liked you, says the boy with all the
crayons of different colors, attempting to draw with that same blue
that I thought was made just for me, which would describe my
eyes.

What are you drawing I ask, timid now as I hold
on to the edge of the desk dreaming about the mess I would make
with his paper if my hands could get closer, if my lust and dreams
and fingertips could unravel what love is supposed to look
like.

Nothing he says, turning to the wall feverishly
enjoying the process of ignoring me. As I wait like a lamb staring
at a gate in someone else’s farm, like a child who has been told to
stay indoors on a sunny day.

I want you I scream, my voice so loud it shakes
the walls that have been watching us.

I don’t want you he replies, with a gleeful
look, with a squinted hope in the corner of his eye, with a strange
obsession I keep between my legs.

Why I ask casually knowing the answer, but
asking anyway. I thought we knew one another, I thought I
recognized something in you.

No reason he says continuing to watch me, watch
him. As I feel smaller and smaller and smaller.

I thought.

Don’t think he says, as I go to touch him. It
will only make it worse.

And we sit, me and this strange man. We sit
isolated. We sit dreaming of something better.

I loved you, I say. Hopeful that my side will
win, my version, my perspective, my truth that I keep alone in shoe
boxes in my room, that I have written in diaries and across board
games, that I have secretly gossiped about with
strangers.

I know he says, as if I am only water running
across his face. I know.

I realize in that moment, what hate
is.

+++

It is strange the way insignificant moments
play out in our lives, how they coach us and scare us and create
our journey.

+++

Thankyou for reading my poetry. I have written
a few other poetic books about Carl Jung, Nietzsche and Freud to
describe my perception of reality. Look for them on amazon.
Otherwise have a great day.
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