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​SECTION I: 

​LEADERSHIPS
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​Dicento the Actor

Conceit, my dear, DiCenzo.
You are the concept of a flower.
A stillness for the hours spent
A cello stark and anemic

To the bulimia Nervosa

From the starvation
Is that of a spindle lathe?
No more lead than a lie
So maidenly with purpose
Lack is this theology.
No less like
Than unlike
For the equal and opposite
Of me has been spoken for
The narrative has switched.
To the Paragon of parabolas
Third to the second
Second of the hours
Failing in the efforts
In your radiating brightness

We have savored
The sweetness
Broad, buttered bread
Fasting on sliced pickles

Conceited

Is that of a spindle lathe?
No more lead than a lie
So maidenly with purpose
Lack is this theologian.
As the plastic rubs me
Fibered hares, say
Striving imprisonment
I'm within tin cans
Thus, the form
Unnerve tame
We the obvious
Oxidation form
A dove into love

‘Uncas’ me of your 

resentments;” DiCenzo Cento

Heroines

Primitive, primary
Wedded to Hellishness
Incorporate the health
Of my atmospheric water
Or primers to restore love,
Do right, and heal the hurt.
​

​Doddliers

Scribbling children
Freedom a feeling
American dreams
Living differently
I became the voices
Beckoning onward winds
Humanly invisible
Marked by meaning,
Love of friendship
Believing in the songs,
Singing hymns
Learning to keep busy
Laboring for affections
Favorable for expectation
Hoping you think of me
Finding meaning
Marked by scars
Marked memories
Hoping for more
Then time gave
​

​Doers

I found my meaning in this poem.
Where and when love is meant to live
My dear brotherly sista’
How do you do?
How do I paint thee
On the side of a barn, weathered,
Braced and bracketed to conceal
Not feel the hinge, the handle.

The rooster's vane shifts
From east to north to west
Within my heart,
You dear child
Of fur and might

I, holy, decline such heights.
Heat, in such
To delight this
Orbs to recite
Form we have’t
This bark wished for equanimity.
​

​Judge or Jury

If you’re good
Father, brother, sister
I am good too
I am good, you see
I am good to be seen
With someone like me

—Mommy, daddy, family
There on the street
Numbed, bored,
Scarred by living
At home in the dreamy silence
Of someone else’s dialogue
Personally public,
Leadership manipulated
With malice intense—begone
If you are good,
Just go on being you.
If you have other plans,
Don’t include me
In your public subjectivity
It is the reason we write.
About the life we couldn’t live.

Media Hippsters

Hype writes
I never could
Never—so, I see you’re good.
Keep working on hope.
Or hope is working
On hoping for ego power
And if you are poor,
Even when they ask for your retribution
Don’t tell them it was someone’s fault.
But all of ours, when the earth explodes
From the storage clouds of eyes,
Tears are no surprise this hour.
For was where you there for
For hope is working
Keep on going
Strive for more
Thrive for the best yet.
To be sensed
Unlike ourselves
Or our fellow young citizens
Or even the elder without care
Tell me about ourselves.
This day, the plans for our children

Children of Children

You continue to do it.
Shift the blame
Cheat America
In front of my back
Behind my back
When the water was,
When the air was,
When the land was,
When the ocean poured into my dead sea
Pour out the carcass
Of the wounded
What is our economy
Hinged upon?
My dear Earthlings,
What do we value?
No two people are alike.
But more than the same
When an atom only has two particles
Particulates
Prudish, you called .us
For seeking better
For your children

Satirist or Critic

Sarcasm is all you should
And more than I could show myself
In the rehearsals of barren beds
Frozen nights
Energy is all we've got -
From existing the same
Squeezing out the survivors
That adjusted the lies.
Polyamorous themselves
Politics, for the economics
Yet, the trade lies wasted.
In your mind
Your body is not allowed.
To feel such
To love-love is a virtue.
For someone
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​SECTION II: BEHAVIORISTS
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​Narcissist

Not for us together,
Not for the human,
The elderly institutions of religion noticed
That theology to practice commerce

Is more than enough,
More of whomever,
More on the status of lies.
Married for power, a hero on heroin,
Long enough for love to love.

Two can exist apart—
For you and me.
Selfish, conservative, narcissist.


​Escaptist

Condescending dissention
Of me,
The love of love,
The more, the more to assure
To love a life,
More than the love for another,
Love that is more than love.
So, take your place,
Share these tragedies,
Falling, falling angel
On the wind—fall, fall, fall.


​Falling Angels
 

Ascend winged, 

flap, flap, flap.

Burst Heaven, star sent,

Falling, falling, falling.

Break pond, calling on splash,
Up on fall, fall, fall angel.
Foreign waters



​Anebrianna

Are you there?
Can you hear me
At the club of hair?
Her name was Ann.
She told me, “Annie Inebriate,”
So I called her Anebrianna.

It stuck like gum, tingly in the mouth,
Dissolve a sugar cube, calling:
Anebrianna, making her timeless.
Light under a frame, remember me.

You can call me:
Anebrianna, your momma.
The shoppe was empty,
The steps are slippery, sandy.

––––––––
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A man with psoriasis sores,
A patron of parodies.
Inebriate, Anebrianna, timeless dreamer.
Can you remember?
I hear ya.


​The Drone Eye

Don’t run—Anebrianna,
What do you want?

Remember snow drips, 

pilot skies lie blinded.
Hypochondria disguise,
kneading, measuring meters,
Disbelieving in viruses.
Mediocrity irresponsibly sighing,
Spy flying virtual,
Text me, an email blast,
Video spool, man.

Zoomers contrive,
Digital marketing,
Unsecure messages.

––––––––
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Conservationist
Like a voyeuristic 
nature in an armchair.

A warrior watching—Anebrianna,
Condemning their chaos,
Sanitizing our holy hands.

You said, “You’re no different.
Then what has been done is done.”
What’s your name? Anebrianna.
A mirror watch crystallizes 
who they were.



​Sticky Eyes

From one sticky eye,
Drooner plays cam,
spies a movie on screens—
Voyeurs.

There you are,

unseen by fathers,
Adjected mothers.
We were all children once,
Forgiving nothing.

Going on disillusionary allusions
Of autumns, where 
Johnny-jump-ups
Reach the sunshine while learning.
To love oneself. Patience.


​For Waiters

Female or male,
Waiters listen,
Take the order, 
do the best she can,
Do the best you can.

Men with apron strings
Wrap around your thoughts,
Give them purpose by providing service.
As you enter each day,

An internist, an interviewer, a provider.
A woman or a man, this is your message.


​Petitioners

Words or curses like spells,
Amateurs hurting, rehearsals.
Of leaders, 
of comedians, 

of actors.

Words for you,
Those words—or not.
Just love.


​To a Brewer of Coffee

Do not look at me,
Plain-faced, pouting,

lying, made up, cold.
I feel your nails,
acrylic, plastic.

Duncan donuts, hollow, 

holy coffee, blue,
Stuck in the drive-through.
Doughnuts, control loss, 

diabetes, debilitate.

These losses—sounds of the heart.



​Conceiting

Capitalizing on the weak,
Questioning nothing, 
doing everything,
Illuminating nothing,
Speaking, spoke, 
sung, singing,
As if you knew what 

You wanted to say.

Tender-hearted,
Wo-men,
Woon-did.

​

​
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​SECTION III: 

​INESSENTIAL CITIZENS
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​

​Season Taster

Thought in caramel, salt in sugar,
Rice and soy, vanilla in strawberries,
In the silence of salvation.

Looking for heaven, quenching your thirst,
Searching for saviors on sidewalks,
Pounded by flesh on rubber soles,
On fabric threads, tanned like leather.

Around here, heavenly city,
Heavenly children, heavenly mother,
Heavenly Father,
Looking for saviors like saints—
Who walked on the pavement?
​

​Porthole Inspector

Every day, everything,
Searching from the portholes of library domes.
Skylights roam, clouds depart,
Dumped, broke up, praised, and punished,
For loving and creating that which was for all.
The body needs to touch the body.

Freedom is a virtue, equity is a value.
Poverty is racism; economically,
Experiences are mimicked.
Addictions are illusions of reality unaccepted.

Vacancies no one can afford,
Cause we all heard your curses,
Spilling out of the birthless.
Learning what illegitimacy means.

No better for them, 

For the poor in spirit,

Are the rich in fame?

​

​Injured

Injuries from the outside
They are not always seen on the inside.

Injuries on the inside
Are not always scars on the outside.

Tattoos aren’t always the antidote.
To hear the acupuncturist’s soul.

The soul has many pathways.
Avoiding life for Nirvana—is it?
Avoidance of the line to love?

Caring for their injuries, soldiers ask:
I am strong, I am brave, and ignorant to last.
So says the male, where eagles prevail
Like egos surrounding their prey.

Themselves, their child, their loved ones,
Injuries don’t always have a Band-Aid.
They are part of the human


​

​Starved




​

​
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