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Twisted thorn, broken muse,

Death becomes them when they sleep
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Alcohol-abuse victims Scream

from the gulleys of misplaced trust
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If only their tears could sate them

When their hearts become ripped apart
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Creation cries,

Subterfuge lies,

The death of my horizon 
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I languish in pain,

This lonesome night

Called Hell
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If I could scream

To the passerby,

It would be only one word,

“Goodbye.”
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I have come

To the end,

Only to find

New beginnings
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I have come to new beginnings

Only by meeting old ends
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We met as old friends

Dining on misery, lending

Each other our coats in the cold
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Life became a cigarette 

Passing between hands,

Staying lit only for a moment
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You have found your God,

And I cry for the happiness

he brings you
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Another cigarette,

Another drag, pulling

At your tongue while you drift

Along joyfully
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I cry for the happiness

he brings you
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Another bowl,

Another high,

Puffed between breaking lips,

Euphoria split

––––––––
[image: ]


I cry for the happiness

he brings you
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Another 8-Ball,

Another rampage,

Love in the form 

Of white-death kissing

You closely
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I cry for the happiness

he brings you
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Another bottle, 

Choking between swigs,

Pursed between teeth

Of glass, pecked like love itself
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You have found your God,

And I cry for the happiness

he brings you
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But for the love of Heaven,

Keep him far away from me
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For I’ve been drowning

In tears and ruin in the vindictive

God you now kiss nightly
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I smoked my last cigarette

White kicking back a fifth
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As the cherry dwindled

Down to a smooth nothing,

As did I
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I realized in that moment

that was what I was becoming
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I drank

My last bit of hope

Last night, but I can

Afford a bit more tomorrow
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I spent my last dollar

Breaking the Sun

To spill its blood

Into my hungry mouth
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The broken goodbyes I’ve been left with

from those who love me most, torture me

When I take sips of God
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Leaving the fire for the belly

and the insults for no one but myself,

Leaves me simply on fire
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I burn with the ashes

Of the lost cigarette

Butts, drowning

In the contents of my last

broken bottle
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In the name of avoidance

Just to see the liquid

Smile plastered on my face
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Only to find that each

Sip crushes me like canine

Teeth baring down on rigid meat
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And as I venture to yet another

AA meeting, I am greeted

With the almost holy surrender
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The AA veterans spit ash

Onto my fire, for they already know

And have already been there
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