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​Alexithymia
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Nothing left but soft nothings flitting between fingers

you wish were just bone, while you fumble your thumbs

attempting to grasp the memories which make you real
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Isolation brings a hostile environment, as you tear

away posters and punch holes in the only four walls

you think you’ll ever see again, even in your dreams
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Deadhead sputters forth a new meaning as you climb

ladders of tape-reel pacifier memories, only to plummet

down into the wastes of substance abuse and self-harm
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Hired by depression and fired by anger, you exhale

deeply the nicotine into the air while flagellating

for a God you forlorn for being too much of a wimp
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Hollowed and left for ants to crawl upon, you wait and wait

for an accident to happen, you wait for an accident to happen,

you wait for an accident to happen, even if just to feel something.
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Stolen by greed and starved by gluttony, you simply cannot entertain

the idea that everything will be right again. You cannot find the missing

tape reel, and no matter what you try, you are bound to repeat the cycle
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I am not Broken

I am not broken

I am not broken

I am not broken
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Repeat it into the broken

shards of your mirror lying diagonally

across your floor like traps who scare

at the sight of mice
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Remember

Remember

Remember

Begin to face the trauma

which harvests your crucible

of bliss and startles your peace

in dreams of screaming baritone
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Think

Think

Think
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Hurry to your next synapse

to release the pain you feel

from remembering that night
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Bargain

Bargain

Bargain
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Make deals with the inner-child

of your mind, telling

you that your closest relative

never strangled you in bed-sheets of trust
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Peace

Peace

Peace
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Lie back down and recount the blessings

you harness for Holiness, cradle slumber

once more in the embrace of newly acquainted

pillows which promise that damage will never touch you again
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​(Mask)ulinity Is the Beast Which Brings Death
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Hyper-Masculinity in Weightlifting magazines

Hyper-Masculinity on Men’s Health

Hyper-Masculinity from wrestling on television

Hyper-Masculinity from criticism of high-school peers

Hyper-Masculinity from sports

Hyper-Masculinity from through online chat-rooms

Hyper-Masculinity from beer ads

Hyper-Masculinity from through cigarette ads

Hyper-Masculinity from video games

Hyper-Masculinity from action movies

Hyper-masculinity from music

Hyper-masculinity, doesn’t see my tears

Hyper-masculinity doesn’t want me to love

Hyper-masculinity screams in silent pain

76 percent of suicides are from men

76 percent of suicides are from men

76 percent of suicides are from men

Hyper-masculinity is a major part of this problem

Hyper-masculinity, I rebuke you
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​Tears Shed Hold No Punishment
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I cried aloud last night

I had been suicidal for two months

and hadn’t told anyone about it
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I didn’t want to tell anyone about it

I kept it locked tight

in chains of “manly”

pride and stoicism
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I broke down crying last night

I had thought about cutting

my wrists like ripe tomatoes

for an open farmer’s market
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I tied my emotional noose

and snared it tightly

around angst and loneliness
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I broke the last chain-link last night

I thought about how “Sissy” I would

be if someone ever caught me crying

in an unknown place, even though I was at home
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I wept and I wept and I wept,

spilling the contents of my whole

existence into that one moment
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I cut the noose apart last night
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I feared constantly that I would

surely be beaten or punished

if I shed a single tear
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I wept and I wept and I wept,

and my brother was there to hold

me until my throat was sore with coughing
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That was the first time I’ve cried

in front of someone since I hit puberty
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​Love is an Ice-Cream Cone Named, “The Color Crimson”
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Your Gun barrel synapse

fires its agony-dread

bullets into my flack

jacket of breathless goodbyes

while simultaneously screaming
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Wait! Wait!
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There is much more to do here

than pull your trigger of anger
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I yearn for your soft petals

of tender remorse to caress

my soiled fingers

and your stem of harmony

to lie next to me like

cucumbers and strawberries,

able to absorb each other

and grow together

before being eaten

by the pressures

of garden-time life
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Why do you insist

on blasting me with

waves of ocean gray

when you know full

well that my favorite

color is Crimson Red,

because it is the color

of your hair when

the sun sets

from across the diner

where we first met,

and you dropped

your ice cream

on my new Nike

sneakers while Inside I cried,

“Please don’t let this be the last time I see you”
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Your phoenix eyes nascent

with laughter, and when you walked

away to grab a napkin.

––––––––
[image: ]


I anxiously kicked it off of my foot

hoping that no one saw the teardrop
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Love sitting next to the curb where

the remnants of yesterday’s

sleep-filled tremor stumbled

from haze-locked memory.
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I love you

I love you

I love you
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Nothing could have made me say it

so I’m grateful that you said it first
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​Medusa
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I wear scarves like sleeves

because I could not, would not

feel my emotional headlock of grief.
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My teeth are broken and missing

because I refused to acknowledge

that I, too, feel pain.
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My back is damaged

from putting too much weight

on the bar of pseudo-toughness.
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There is a mark in every corner

of my being which proclaims

keep going/stop going simultaneously.
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Depression, I keep close, like ice

to icebergs, I am a frigid, freezing mess

who turns the temperature up just to stay alive.
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The mirror glares at me with remarks

which Medusa’s snakes yearn to crawl

onto, nihilism portrays its ill-kept scalp.

I blink every time the lights flicker

and pour myself darkness in cups

of mutual disdain which yells at me to lift weights.
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​The Mirror Hides Behind Memories of Grief
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Dumbbells of anger

assault my unfed stomach

while I strive for another

repetition in pages of tears.
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I rip them clear from books

of love and paint myself

a picture of guilt, hidden

safely behind the bed covers.
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Mountains of fear betray

my heart, while mimicking

perfection in tangible denial.
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Photocopy highlights serenade

my senses as I attempt to piece

together the nascent wall

that was once my life.
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As I sit in the arms of finality,

I yearn to grasp something

besides anger in this gym

which I’ve dubbed Hades.
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​Conflagration of Eve Yields No Quarter
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Thermite flash-bang neuropathy
blasts sideways from my skull-wise
antipathy through symbiotic chambers
of vesicles far left untouched
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When clandestine moonshine
forges hallways of dim doom,
gyres of jilted salt will fall
from jinxed moon

––––––––
[image: ]


Death, damn thee in thy wake

Life, dreamless states of nightmares
waking up epiphanous light-ways
of horrid ghasts awaiting pain
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Halting cruxes of avenues
left untrod blasts delusions
of self into delusions of past,
laughing at gore, while sighing inside
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Byronic Madness permeates silk
and flesh and nourishes bone
with fire so heavily breathed upon,
it creates conflagration of mind
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