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The Law of Inertia
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I’M NOT BLACK OR WHITE or fat or thin.
I feel music and then I write something about it as honestly as I can.
I am falling weightlessly though through an entire life.
I’m no angel or devil or disaster or dream.
No one wakes up excited to call themselves a poet. They rise realizing that they are one and go through the five stages of grief in one gigantic breath.
I am freely tracing curved paths endlessly it seems.
I’m not here and yet I’m never leaving.
Regardless of topic all poets only ever write about love; and love is their heroin so you cannot really trust a junkie for whom there exists no rehabilitation in this life on this earth.
We are neutron stars colliding me and you.
I am nothing but a fucking vessel in all of the ways that it could be meant.
I’m not near or far or desperate or imbued.
I am a part of a macroscopic illusion. Where did this love come from, this music?
Why aren’t there enough words yet to define how much I want to destroy you and remember it?
I’m not good or bad or right or wrong.
I just love you is all.
With any pen I can find.
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I CLING BECAUSE WITHOUT static electricity
I will fly off the world
I wear sleeves made out of insecurities
So I don't choke the things that I love to death
I draw a line with my gloved hand across concrete
creating an endless cavern to keep you from me
because if I were good enough
if I were the one
I'd have stripped to a smirk thousands of moments ago
and been gone
simply floated on
if you'd lie and say I was wrong.
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I WISH THAT I HADN'T embarrassed you by existing.
To the motherfucker who wished she hadn't had me
And the one who wishes he'd never met me
And the one who was mad about the abortions
And the other who created my distortions
To the clown who called me fat
And the one who said I wasn't all that
And the one who came when I tried to die
Know that I
wish I hadn't been a burden that you had.
I wish that I hadn't caused you so much pain by being alive.
To the motherfucker who left me 2000 miles from home
And the one who wished our marriage would end so he could be alone
And the one who hit my mother in front of me
And the other who lied to me constantly
To the court jester who called me a bitch
And the one who said I wouldn't amount to shit
And the one who helped me keep on my lights
Know that I
wish I hadn't been but I was
and I wouldn't change a damn thing about us
because of you I became who I am
so I don't give a damn
anymore unless you tell me
who else was I supposed to be?
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The Apple of My Addiction to the Sea
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IT COMES IN WAVES
like a siren's call
to reach out to him
and if I wait long enough
an eternity or two
like waves it crashes
and the sound echoes
reach out to him
and eventually it recedes
into the tiniest of bubbling armies
clinging to my hands
don't reach out again
cascading the lust back temporarily
into me
and for a little while
I can barely see any remnants of
the love boats set free
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YOU'RE SUCH A FUCKING girl trying to get your way and shit and talking back and holding your breath and daring death. Look at you. scared. weak. playing hard. When you know good and well I own you.
You'll dance for me if I say so. Shut up. You'll sit in the corner naked cold and quiet until you shake off the attitude first. I don't need you, heroin. I want you. And I'm immortal.
I'm going to wear you like a skin. I'm going to stretch you beyond your understanding as soon as you surrender. This is not a game. Never was. You walked into the devil's cave, foolish one. You think its about sex because you're just a horny child on the surface but the soul of you has already belonged to me in another life and will again over and over and over.
Your mouth and mind and dick and ass have always been mine for an eternity and always will be. Distance does not matter. You belong to me. Accept it. I have.
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AND I'M IN NO HURRY. Why would I be?
YOUR INSIDE AND OUTSIDE IS MINE.
You are completely fucking empty and everything about you is an act. I still just want you.
More than anything in the world. I want to break you in half like a fucking pinata until the REAL YOU oozed out.
The little boy inside. I want him. And I am going to fuck him blind.
G ‘Night.
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Thickening The Lining, Just In Case
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SOMETIMES I MISS YOU
but it has nothing to do with me or you really
like a clock ticking toward an alarm it did not set itself
sometimes no matter how much I fight
the magnet in the moment
makes me think I want you
then I miss you
but only when I can't control myself
and the moon takes over
and I remember that I am just an animal on this floating sphere
I belong here
because the tide and the passing of days make me act like other earth bound animals do
just another cat on a hot tin roof and the cycle continues
and one night right before I fully howl at the moon
proof my body can still do what its designed to
find another parasite that could survive the brutal birth of man and birth another one;
BECAUSE I CAN even if I don't want to
that's when I miss you, if I ever do
counting down ticks and tocks
If I had to introduce another creature to the long road to death
I would want him or her to look just like you
A you that I could own and love, whether you liked it or not
And in a few days when the blood dries up and the cycle with me and the moon starts all over again
I'll want you exactly where you are- over there pretending you're more than just an animal- far away as possible from my touch.
my punishment will always be giving you what you want
Sometimes I miss that so much...
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