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​Misery Hates Company
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It’s not that I

don’t love you.
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You must understand

that I’ve made loneliness

A lifestyle
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I am so broken

that tears no longer come.
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You must understand

that the Sun is just a

contorted memory.
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Darkness is my truth

And I plan on telling it.
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Fly away, my dove of light.
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​The Numbness Pervades
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Dead eyes can

only see so far
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When the vultures

come to feast
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There will be carrion

that will resist
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They will resist

but die trying
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Such is the darkness

that swallows my psyche
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An enigma of a black

hole trapping my spirit

In its chains of misery.
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Life succumbs to lies

and bones of the celestial

become numb
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Death is your shadow

that follows
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And In the end, there

is only numb
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​The Solitude of Bukowski
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Living in drunken

squalor
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Rats infest the broken-doored

broom closets
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Taking drags from a leper-made

cig while bitching about the horse

races of long past
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Burrowing his eyebrows deep

into a scowl
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As he looks through mahogany

venetian blinds at the outside world

Solitude was always his friend.
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Don’t mess with the rest

and you will die like the best
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Politics

Politricks

Polatricks

Parlourtricks

Parlour Tricks
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​Comrades in Crime


[image: ]


Another steroid abusing chauvinist 

plastered next to an anorexic 

Barbie doll. They look like a 

cardboard cutout at a planet

Hollywood museum. 
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Next in line,

bonehead and twig girl numbers 5,026 and 5,027.
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The cliche is so deeply 

embedded that it sucks the 

very oxygen from the brains 

that absorb it.
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The naive masses

watch the same shit over and

over and over again; they

want to be like these caricatures 

of human beings, and they 

will do anything to 

achieve that goal.
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Pills for this,

shakes for that.
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The snake oil salesmen

capitalize on naivety.
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The soul sucking &quot;entertainment

the industry pays for their ads. 
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The cycle of turning a person 

with dreams into yet another statistic continues
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​RepubliKANT
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I’m no political Jesus

I won’t die for your sins

When you refuse to give visas.

While poor people die in the street

and the poorest shuffle their feet

To the death ring of war

Killing those they abhor;

Because of nationalist brainwashing

Poor, young people die for lies

while the old and rich keep on a cashing

In on the density of the masses,

who are lost in the face of greed.

Another war, another day passes

while most are left fighting for need.

I will not sponsor said terrorism

This republic is caught in a schism.
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​Imagination amalgamation
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Imagine

if people gathered to fight injustice

like people line up for the new Iphone.
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Imagine

If people spent that money

on building up their communities.
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Imagine

If people stormed stores

to provide food for the Homeless

and hungry on Black Friday.
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Imagine

A world where borders

were nothing but invisible

lines, blinding us from

seeing our kin.
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Imagine

A world where prisoners

were given help.
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Imagine

A world where

the term mental illness

was widely understood.

Imagine.
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Poet for sale

As cheap as you can

get them
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Poet for sale

As the masses

march their march

of endless suffering
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Poet for sale

They march back

to their little hole

that they call a home

and keep up with

the Kardashians
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Poet for sale

The echoes go unheard

as the poet is just one

more thing for sale;
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One more voice

among the sea of

endless chatter
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Chalk it up as another

story of Capitalism

and it's inevitable

erosive nature

––––––––
[image: ]


Society is its victim

as it slowly sucks

the last free thought

into its greedy, ill-shaped

mouth

​

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





