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​The Neighborhood 
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Maybe I’m the neighborhood 

The 7AM kids that kick rocks to kill time while waiting for the bus

And the parents behind them too

The same ones that rush to a job that barely knows they exist

Just for a whiff of pay right before bills

The highnoon drinker popped and perked up ready to sing pop classics during highway car karaoke 

The darker man under the eyes of pigs expecting him to be on the block ready to be locked up

Or the girl walking her dog

The honeymoon lovers during their first fight with flowers in hand to cue closure saying “I love you please, let there be peace”

These fractions of fractions make up me

Microbodies called everybody move through arteries called avenues

Busy bodies with no time for wills move and move on only ever motioning more bodies to do the same

The neighborhood stays 

Houses hunkered down holding histories of previous times 

Open doors act as open portals to moments that can only be described by “you just had to be there”

So I’ll be there 

And stay here

To be me is a choice

Maybe I’m the neighborhood 
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​Our House
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Was built on blood

Land laid and claimed by forefathers on piled corpses 

Struck down but not struck out of existence their history stains the earth’s carpet 

The soils coarseness let loose with tender care that dares foreign feet to trample it 

Ironic that relaxed shoulders often break the backs of others

Now I tend to this lush greenery, turn soil and sow seeds 

Knowing that experiences of such vibrant color was produced from red 
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​Spoils
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Fortune favors the bold

Stories told by crystal balls the shine like freshly bald heads

Of pockets plump with shimmering silvers and stolen gold 

Picked from prick decadents 

Collected like playful packs

A war to warn them that I am hungry

It is evident that victory wears armor bronzes 

Once won, I’ll toss a coin to the needy and only one to not sow dependency 

I don’t want them to need me

Or feign tyranny when their stomach growls

When the hunger strikes 

And view me as some prime prick decadent

Who’s fortune is ripe for the taking

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Human Moments 
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Hi how are you today 

Wonderful and you

Good but hey that’s wonderful 

You don’t hear that often

I live for these mundane moments 

The kind that soothe the heart

It’s healing

It’s ice cream on a bad day

I’d say this view is fruitful but only if you’re willing to take it in

To bring par to the subpar then be part of subtle pleasantry

It’s so simple and yet always something to look forward to 
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​It’s Only Time
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When did seconds become existential 

Ticking clocks clock accidental sadness

Queuing madness and the mundane 

Minutes to become sentimental

Moments once fleeting and forgettable now turn undeniably formative 

Musings of minute things fall flat when faced with perspective of “you’ve still got ways to go”

I know but still

Something about it all gets to me
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​Aging
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Father Time comes again and teaches history

Smooth sentences said by a sunlit window

Sun kissed and whispering it’s always nice to hear “good morning”

It’s nostalgic 

To be cared for with loving hands and open arms 

To then be released to the world to do the same

To bear the weight of the world

To feel pressure then crumble

Folding

Then remembering the sensations from a long long time ago those open arms and loving hands 

To grow 

Then growing up to understand how to hold your own

To show love, let go and know that every loss isn’t so bad

Growing old

It’s a feeling I want you to know
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​I Hope You See This When You’re 60
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It’s a strange time for us

A day of celebration becomes reflective and isolating 

At one point I was surprised you existed but I’m happy you do

The view with foresight is murky 

Muddied waters of muddled matters

That’s just certainty

Evidence that you’re there

As I stare outward wondering of the view

I hope with hindsight you’re looking back and the view is crystal clear 

I hope that you smile then more than ever and you say “keep going”
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