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Under the Bridge
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Burning eyes’re pried open.

Gangly limbs dang near rigor mortis 

Muster themselves from hibernation,

Grateful for the sunrise. 

May God damn that midnight chill,

A ridiculing cold that erodes

An already dying soul. 

Ears street-trained for threats

Tune-in to the dejected trudge 

Of convicts picking up trash 

Along the highway;

My only company today 

Yet none of them acknowledge me.

I’m beneath them. 

The existential frost’s shaken off

To strum a beat-up, five string acoustic

Guitar filled with rocks and leaves

(Don’t ask why. It’s my homeless thing.)

For insults and change ‘til a cop 

With a chip on his shoulder

Complains I’m loitering. 

On to the next spot. 

Dumpster-dives behind McDonald’s,

Plenty of scraps to go around & feed

Some stray, terribly chatty calicos.

You’re not alone, my furry amigos. 

Later on, shoplift a bottle of wine.

No corkscrews. Break the neck

Open right on the pavement,

The broken shards all too similar

To my morale as they’re 

Washed away 

From a leaky bridge

Soggyin’-up my cardboard bed.

Have t’dry it out in the morning,

I suppose, 

& remember t’catch a little bit

Of rain water in a dingy party cup 

For brushing my teeth too. 

No moon tonight, 

Only the drunken croon

Of my harmonica. 

Hopefully someone, somewhere’ll 

Hear its lonesome tune, and there it’ll stay,

Etched into their dreams—

A little piece of me. 

No one to converse with either,

So I chat with myself, contrive tales

Of all the extraordinary things I’ll do...

One day. 

Other times, I’ll just jibber-jabber

With ghosts, exchanging theories of life

I wish I could share with anyone. 

Despite this hell, despite this hell,

I think I’m doing pretty well... At least 

That’s what I must convince myself 

As the headlights of the passing cars

Dance off the concrete walls—

My own personal light show—

And the familiar rumble

Of their tires overhead softly 

Rocks me to sleep. 
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Some people want to be like fine wine,

But baby, I want to be the bourbon

That makes you get up & boogie

Half-naked & half-full of bad decisions; 

That allows you t’feel it’s OKAY

To roll around in a field of dandelions,

Forgetting your financial troubles;

That everyone’s opinion is dumb,

And so is yours, so why not shout it

For all to hear? Let’s be humble

Lil’ bourbon bumblebees & buzz

T’wherever the night takes us. 

That makes you wanna blow kisses 

Into the void because you know what?

You’re worth a damn;

That convinces you to order takeout

From that questionable Italian restaurant

That almost failed their health inspection

Because you can’t resist a good pasta;

That gives you the courage to finally

Send that raunchy text to an old fling;

That has you admit the Twilight movies

Were actually pretty entertaining;

That when trauma creeps its icky,

Little tendrils up your throat

& gets stuck there, you just

Wash it back down— for tonight, at least— 

Because tonight we’re saying to hell

With our unspoiled lives and livers,

Meticulously calculated calorie intakes,

Yoga routines, asscrack of dawn jogs,

Fancy dry-cleaned suit ‘n’ ties

& modest eyes. We’re getting sloppy...

& possibly befriending and keeping

An opossum as a pet. 
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More Guns, Please
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Another lifeless mother

covered with a sheet on the street,

Riddled with bullets like a dog is with fleas.

And how shall we silence

this barbaric drumbeat?

More guns, more guns,

Yes, give us more guns, please.

Another terrified kid in class

Simply learning basic math.

Little did he know yesterday

was the last time he’d laugh.

But how shall this reality be stifled?

How shall it be suppressed?

Please, more rifles, more rifles.

That’ll fix this mess.

Another ordinary day on the subway,

Citizens unwary on the platform,

On their way to the office

as is the working norm.

But then bullets start flying,

One by one they drop dying!

Lord, how shall we stop this?

This disturbance of tradition?

Please, please, more guns.

Please, more ammunition.

The big wigs in Washington

don’t dig these statistics,

but then waste all day bitchin’

how the other’s sadistic.

It’s “in our Constitution.”

It’s our “God-given right,”

But I think God’s shakin’ his head

at the senseless dead

now seein’ the Light.

Big coffins, little coffins, some carved

From the finest wood around,

but yes, yes, more guns, please,

As ten-year-old Timmy’s

Laid to rest in the ground.
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Every square inch of land

almighty man’s

Stuck his flaccid stick.

We’ve mastered the Arctic,

Been to the moon,

But here I am stuck in traffic,

10mph, half past noon.

We’ve built weapons of mass destruction,

Mapped our genome complete,

Yet here I am slowed down by construction,

Fast food next to me

Now lukewarm I’m forced to eat,

Ketchup and crumbs

On my uniform I barely like to wear

To a crummy job

that makes me glum

& gradually grey my hair.

The secrets of the universe

We’ve dissected

& eradicated the Black Plague,

Yet I’m amid a chorus

of curses dejected

With a car on its last leg.

The boss is mad if I’m late after breakfast.

The wife is mad if I’m late for dinner,

But, gee, it’s so great to be amongst the best,

Almighty man: the overweight, underpaid

Nine-to-five winner.
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We’d Never Dream...
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From youth & what’s make believe
To reality & brain cavities,

We’d never dream
That’s the happiest we’d be.
We’d never dream again,
You and me. 
From dandelions & weekend thrills
To working late & utility bills,
We’d never dream
That’s the happiest we’d be.
We’d never dream again,
You and me. 
From shooting stars
& celebrity crushes
To unreliable cars
& five-o-clock rushes,
We’d never dream 
That’s the happiest we’d be.
We’d never dream again,
You and me. 
From playin’ arcade games
& ouija boards
To now it’s all lame
payin’ daft landlords,
We’d never dream 
That’s the happiest we’d be.
We’d never dream again,
You and me. 
Our parents’ve grown old
In hospital gowns.
The whole world’s gone cold
With permanent frowns. 
We’d never dream 
That’s the happiest we’d be.
We’d never dream again,
You and me. 
Time’s tickled flick 
Turns to picture frames,
And there we were tricked 
Fickle Life’s a game.
We’d never dream 
That’s the happiest we’d be.
We’d never dream again,
You and me. 
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