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The Phantoms 
Here they come... on they go...

One by one in a row...

Misanthropic phantoms 

Drifting by me on the street;

All snuffed candelabrums,

No warmth to meet; 

Shadows del Dìa de Muertos 

Like distant echoes from the vigil,

Gregarious as gargoyles to greet 

Whilst they all a waltzin’ thru my peripheral, 

Yet always on their passin’ but a chill I feel,

Each secrets hushed and skeletons concealed.

A brood of bad bananas, rude & unpeeled.

Where’ve you been?

Where’d you dwell?

Bless me your heaven.

Confess me your hell.

I yearn to turn you over like a stone,

Cruise your every crevice, flesh ‘n’ bone;

Kick down the catacomb

& catapult flower petals

Up your uptight spine 

to startle your tomb

W/ a sunflower bloom;

Veins fomented for the finest

Wines to flow,

Drawing agape the dreary drape

‘til we’re both aglow

Like grinnin’ happy-go-lucky children again

Lavished in the light of Lothlorien —

Now incandescent in the distance.

And when we’ve basked in

Our fill of social sustenance,

Our souls exquisite as bloodstones 

and its subsequent dookie

Buried in the kitty litter of time,

Let’s make like Mickey and Mallory Knox,

Freed from society’s spooky pantomime,

And hop the next train

right out of town.

No 

strings

attached. 

Dharma Bums

Surrounded by mirrors,

And they’re all so empty,

Reminding me of times

That my mind felt nifty

Enough t’keep me company,

And there wasn’t this fear

Of dirty 30 gettin’ near; 

But age is just a number,

I guess, when every day’s

A bummer and your life’s

A mess. 
How astray I’ve led myself 

from my self.

Been too damn concerned 

About jobs and wealth —

Stressin’ about credit scores,

Rent and retirement,

Scarcely sparin’ a cent 

On my own mental health. 

I’m slowing down.

Everyone’s speeding up,

Chasin’ glitzy crowns 

& gettin’ tipsy off 

corporate cups —

Slavery to the mammary glands 

of suit ‘n’ tie deities;

Worshipping that elusive dollar;

Whipped and poked

& the flame of their anxieties

‘neath them stoked by fear of failure. 

Seems like Civilized Life’s allure’s

To lift off far from the ground, 

Forget about soul and soil around,

But I want nothing of that

With but a rucksack on my back, 

hitchhikin’ out east to west, north to south.

Gonna sleep next to brooks

& big river mouths

And look to get starry-eyed slumber 

All alone, blanketed by warm summer

In groves overgrown

As my dreams rove 

As the brook does

Into the kaleidoscopic magic 

of the Milky Way unknown. 

Would it be strange at all 

To live ‘mongst the trees,

Answer my bohemian call 

& disappear with the breeze?

Be a Zen lunatic,

Dharma bum prayin’ on my knees,

Spontaneously yodeling the bebop 

Of poems and art from my heart

On the sides of mountains;

Drumming sick Zimbabwe beats with sticks 

all over the land;

moon-maddened

With my toes in the sand;

Brew some green tea in the mornings,

Silent ‘mongst the dew,

Lotus style, still as a praying mantis —

Hakuna Matata trances — 

Done with contributing 

To the world’s industrial chorus. 

The bearded bodhisattvas bard born anew. 

Oregonian Chagrin

There’s a damning aura from the flora surrounding me amidst this crisp morning as the birds whisper requiems. On the limbs across the brook, I look at the squirrels as they scowl, and later the owls shan’t bat an eye at my bones picked clean and overgrown with weeds next to this gentle west-bound stream where I now lay all alone wondering why it’s getting harder to find genuine warmth in my self-esteem. I toss into the water my dreams like dead leaves and watch them languidly go, with them my every care, every woe. And if they make it to you over there in Oregon, don’t say a prayer for me — I’ll already be gone. Take them out in the sun to dry for all to see; take them and sow their seeds to grow and bleed creative ichor in your own gardens... I’m sorry I didn’t have the strength myself. 

The Devolved

All the men and women of our tribe grew four arms and four legs with colorful hair and blood moon eyes eclipsing a myriad of worlds unfathomed — we’d hang out around office buildings where we’d ingest magical drugs and ridicule their greed — the Big Boss couldn’t believe it when we stopped caring and sprucing ourselves up in suits and ties — we said to hell with our jobs and realized how easier it became to get lost on trails away from the city — we’d carve nightmares on our limbs and welcome the warm flesh of harlots, harlequins & nuns alike with our words whisky-smooth & risqué, scat-singin’ rhapsodic songs wherein both the lion and the lamb belongs — we’d seek shelter from storms in ancient churches and feed the poor on its steps — we’d take over warehouses from big corporations to turn them into free Airbnbs with ginormous adult bunk-beds for the lost — and despite how obnoxious all the fire trucks wailed their horns, we couldn’t help but notice the gorgeous sunset while the whole world burned. 

Creepy McCreepo

I saw you standing there in that ridiculously long checkout line at the grocery store while I mindlessly stocked whatever vegetable my manager demanded at the time. I was people-watching and honestly didn’t mean to stare, but you had this... this air of sadness about you. I could tell you hadn’t been sleeping well, and my mind amid its midday boredom made-up a thousand reasons why. But then you accidentally caught my eye, and you... you smiled? And me being so doggone shy quickly looked away, embarrassed I could be caught with my gaze hooked on someone else’s aura in a goddamn Piggly-Wiggly of all silly places. The seconds struck like matches to not peek again. Ignore her, damnit. Be through. Why be bothered? But curious flames grew. What the hell else’s there to do when stocking kale and collards? Only this time I accidentally caught you looking, and I could tell you were a bit bored when your attention returned toward the man standing behind you with all his chitter-chatter about the news and the Lord and over and over again asking you what’s the matter. I wish I could’ve been painful root cavities in those teeth of his that got to sink their inconveniences into your day-to-day store activities — that’ll shut him up. But I reminded myself that’s enough; I’m bored and blinded, and you’re a bluff. I promised I wouldn’t look at you as you went to leave the store. DON’T look again. DON’T be one of those Creepy McCreepos way up in the Creepo stratosphere that make you so uncomfortable, next thing you know, you’re making a Facebook status about me for your friends to smear... but I couldn’t help myself... I wanted to unravel your mysteries like carefully wrapped Christmas presents, only I wouldn’t act surprised by what I found — the grave-keeper in me would recognize the grave-keeper in you — and so I did, I looked, and you, knowing you had gotten everything you came for, pretended near the exit to glance behind you once more and maybe spot something you missed knowing damn well you weren’t going to fare that check-out line nightmare again even if you did, and our eyes happened upon each other’s... and you smiled, and I smiled, and for a second... for a second we knew it wasn’t a hoax. We were just two regular folks who both somehow returned to the same moment... I’d like to think we both needed that, whatever that was to get us through our morning. 

To the Past

You cling to me like dead trout swinging from my ears, but I must rip you out & toss you in the trash for your crimes that knee-bashed my youthful years, but not before one last time holding you like the molding memory you are, dying in my grip, to make sure, eyeing you atop my cosmic flower, your nostalgic power over my future me-to-be will be but a blur, but a blip. 

Commercials

5:56... 6... 6...

5:57... 7... 7...

5:58... 5:59... 6 a.m.

The alarm blares. Dan gets up. Combs his hair;

a sharped dressed fella to catch the train.

No time for an umbrella despite the rain.

Clock-in at work. Earn that 401k.

Collapse
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