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THE SHY TURTLE

Most of my life, I have remained
here

Behind this wall and this door and
lock

Hiding in what I carry on my
back

People mistake me for a big green
rock.

The few changes that I’ve ever
made

Is when people would throw me
about.

Skim me across a small little
pond.

Sink to the bottom as I scream and
shout.

I want out! Adventure calls
me.

See things that I’ll never
see.

Relate to people. People just like
you.

Like I thought I never could
do.

Inside this insulated
shell.

I know my own world and I know it
well.

Mind expansion should be lots of
fun.

I’ll take it one human being one
by one.

I’ll venture into a big bed of
roses.

Riddled with weeds, herbicide and
thorns.

I’ll search to find the beautiful
things.

Stretching in the sun early in the
morn.

Too slow … progress evades
me.

Taking my time … what can’t I
see.

Tripping, falling … so very
much.

Never thought that I was so out of
touch.

 


NOT ON DRUGS…I WAS BORN THIS
WAY

I oftentimes talk to myself and
people think I’m insane

But my bizarre thoughts must be
sorted before they enter my brain

As this harsh world circles around
me, I can’t let anything in

That would throw off my center
balance or just tempt me to sin

 

I should be working. “Concentrate
on what you must do.

Why are you thinking about a
monster movie spoof?

About that movie…that you would
like to direct

With cheap rubber suits and
miniature buildings to wreck

With zero computer
effects.”

 

I’m not on the drugs. I was born
this way.

If you’re freaked out by me then
what can I say?

Never took drugs. I was born this
way.

Straight as the plains. I’m not
stoned or gay.

 

My life, my friends…

Is a suicidal mission of
conquest

Over complexity’s
missiles.

My thoughts, right now…

Are a series of
cabinets

That contain the freakiest
X-Files

 

My books I wrote

Just might sell very
well.

If other humans feel my
pain.

If I didn’t write

The thoughts in my
brain

The clutter might just drive me
sane!

 

Minds that are narrow can focus
like nothing at all.

Expanded mindset so broad that I
fear I might fall.

Becomes hard for me to walk
tall

 


Cuz I’m not on drugs…I was born
this way

If you don’t believe me, what more
can I say?

My perception’s been twisted from
the very first day

I came into the world that made me
this way

 


STAYIN’ ROOTED

I just poked my head

out of the wet dirt

If someone picks me before I
bloom

I know that it’s just gonna
hurt

Don’t take me out of the garden
yet

I’m still growing, I’m not
through

I have some growing left to
do

My leaves aren’t strong enough to
do it on my own

I’m asking you to protect me,
please

You gave me life and continue to
water me

so Mr. Planter please nourish
these leaves

I want to stay rooted…

…nice and rooted

pretty and rooted…

 


My roots pick up
nourishment

All the nourishment that I
need

Mr. Planter protects me from
weeds

and caterpillars that want a piece
of me

They’re ugly and they’re hairy
too

Like me, they have growing up to
do

All the time that I spend in the
ground

with the nutrients I just can’t
live without

Will prepare me for that beautiful
day

when mutually I gently get picked
out

…and get unrooted

freedom unrooted

love is unrooted…

 


If I were to get picked out of the
ground right now

I could not survive in a vase with
another rose’s thorns

All my petals would fall
out

and I would croak early in the
morn

And every falling leaf will mean a
year I should have waited

basking in the refreshing garden
sun and solitude that I hated

And all the seeds that fall from
me

will feel my regret

They’ll grow up just like I’m
doing now

but they never will
forget

My complaining and my
bitterness

I’ll be torn apart when I
confess

that I am starting to miss being a
single stem in the soil

I can’t go back and I cannot
sway

so I will just have to
toil

on building up those precious
seeds

that have wounds from my own
thorns

I’ve been bitter about my
choice

since long before those seeds were
born

I know how I am

I think about it before I
sleep

I wanna be super
careful

so I can look before I
leap

So right now, I’ll soak up what I
can

Sink my roots deeper in this
life

Grow stronger with each passing
strife

Until the day that I get
uprooted…

…totally uprooted

…blissfully uprooted

…forever uprooted

 


TRI-ARM MAN

I think about you
everywhere

and everywhere we go, I wanna see
you there

so we can talk about the way
things are

in this world that’s so
bizarre.

We are on the grass
here

holding hands we crashed
here

to reach the only natural
high

staring up at the big blue
sky.

I would grow an extra arm if you
wanted me to

so I could write love songs and
hold you too.

I’d look like a freak,
though

but could you love me?

If I had three arms,
then

tell me would you shove
me

away from you

because your friends say
“ew,

He’s not a normal boy, he makes me
spew”?

Make up your mind, girl

tell me would you mind,
girl

If I became the tri-arm
man?

Would you still ride with
me

loving what’s inside of
me

instead of fearing my freakish
abnormality?

You know I’d never think of doing
you harm

and I know you would still love me
if I had six arms.

I’d look like a spider

I’d change my name to
Snyder

and run away to a far-away
land.

Would you come with me?

Would you hug and kiss
me?

Tell me what would your mother
think?

She wouldn’t call me
“son”

She’d call me “missing
link”

That’s how much you grab
me.

You dis me and it stabs
me.

Right through the heart with a
rusty spear.

We’d live in our own
world

If I had extra body
parts.

Two hands diaper
“spider-child”

The other’s holding
Pop-tarts.

And we would live life
normally…

…away from the quarrels and
tyranny.

We would breathe fresh air and
feel free

If I had arms that numbered
three.

 


ARCADE JUNKIE

Got a dead end job just to make a
dime.

Skills to pay the bills come from
Burger Time

It’s quitting time…need to set my
dome free.

Got no online games. It’s
1993.

Too broke for the movies, but I
just stole

My mom’s laundry money…quarters in
a roll

There’s a neon place that I could
go

To focus my anxiety on what I
know

Mastering deadly traps with the
flick of a stick

And some button combinations
making Bison sick

Along with Shredder and Kano,
Shadow Master and me

Kicking butt from Double Dragon
down to MK3.

 


I got there when they opened, my
mind’s in a haze

Cuz all the games blur together by
the end of the day

Ninja Gaiden used a Gauntlet in a
Contra with this

Teenage Mutant Ninja Q-Bert
playing NFL Blitz

I don’t care about tickets,
they’re a waste of time

Never played a game of Skee Ball
that could warp my mind

Like Altered Beast on a Rampage
with old King Tut

Putting the Triforce of Power in
the crack of his butt

Or that Aerosmith game, the
shooting one

My name must be Janie, cuz I got a
gun

I’m a Paperboy, who gets extra
credit.

For breaking certain people’s
windows, mafia aesthetics.

Another quarter near my fingers ,
someone else wants to play

But I can’t leave now, cuz the
light of day

Will pummel my eyeballs like
Zangief just did

“I throw the fireballs around
here, kid!”

When I’m screaming at the sun, I’m
in the frame of mind

To face life head-on, cuz I’m
feeling fine.

Spent my entire paycheck in just
one day

Thankfully, tomorrow’s grandma’s
laundry day.

Game Over!

 


FRIDAY

Not saying that my life is
dull.

But silence tonight is buzzing in
my skull.

There’s nothing…to do

Except for those things I don’t
wanna do.

I have been told a thousand
times

That isolation can make you just
go blind

And make…

You act like someone who just
isn’t kind

 


I seek to free myself from
selfishness today

Seek the companionship of humans
on this day

Cuz it’s Friday

 


Call my friends seeking what I
seek

Because I dealt with my boss all
stinking week

My friends…

Are taking this time just to
organize

Run errands and do important
things

Like paying bills and shopping for
odds and ends

This is…

The main problem with having
married friends

 


I want to have some fun without
going insane

“Boredom Enhancement”…not the
greatest game

To play on Friday

 


Can’t go alone to the local
mall.

Annoying teens like the junior
high school’s halls

Should be…

More understanding. I’m only
twenty-five.

Go see a movie to kill some
time

I go alone and relax my
behind

I lost…some limbs

Snacks just cost me an arm and
leg

 


I keep being reminded of why I
like to stay

Inside the house whenever I
venture out

Seeking new sights on a
Friday.

FEELING LIKE A ROBOT

I heard you talking and I feel
like I’m in traction.

Saw something wretched and I’m
void of all reaction.

I don’t have purposes I only have
functions.

I have no feeling in my wire frame
conjunctions.

You love… and you hate. That is
why… you get smothered…

But metallic joints cannot move to
help… others.

It’s no secret that I want to feel
you.

But the way I am now, feeling
anything will do.

My longing for emotion and
rejecting my function.

may seem to some like a glitch or
a malfunction.

but my synthetic soul is bitter
cold.

It’s been that way since I was
eight years old.

…and my friends are humans, so I
hope that you are listening

If I didn’t associate with humans,
I wouldn’t know what I was missing…

That’s a very easy thing for me to
say

…but keep in mind that it’s humans
that made me this way.

I feel like Pinocchio … you must
employ.

The power that will make me a real
boy.

You see emotion as a weakness, but
not me.

Because you’re a better human
being than I could ever be.

When I see cause, there is no
effect.

I want to fly off the handle and
be a wreck.

Wanna knock over tables and feel …
RAGE!

but I’m trapped inside of this
synthetic cage.

I must have emotions hiding deep
inside.

I want them to trade places with
my pride.

I’m feeling like a robot I’m on a
mission.

I’m a robot and I want you to be
my technician.

Rearrange some wires and loosen
some screws.

It’ll make me a better man so you
can’t lose.

Right now the way that we relate
to each other is totally plastic.

But I just can’t deny that you
make me feel fantastic.

And I want emotions so that I
won’t feel

like a dirty rotten phony even
when I’m being real.

You are the only one who can
release

the beauty locked deep inside this
beast.

I’m locked up tight my body parts
bolted together with screws.

I’ve been a robot long enough to
pay my dues.

Install a virus that stalks and
kills

and takes over whatever thing it
wills.

You have this virus. Please give
it to me

The virus that I lost…

…called humanity.

 


GOIN’ NUTS

I’m starting to believe that
there’s a thin line

between a wounded heart and a sick
mind.

I’m losing the sanity that I
had.

I never thought that it would be
this bad.

I think I just felt something
rip.

Two people that I’ve always had
respect for

are friends, but searching for
something a bit more.

I never dreamed that I would act
this way

when my best friend announced one
cloudy day

how she had found some peace of
mind.

I’m ashamed of the way that I’ve
been acting.

Trying to find something wrong
with his attracting

the girl who I had felt an instant
pull

of the ropes just like a bucking
bull

with when I met her near the
lake.

I’m going nuts for goodness
sake.

Who’s to say that it will last
forever?

Who’s to say that I’ll get my
chance, never?

But that happy news just hit me
like a bomb.

It’s impossible for me just to
stay calm.

When I’m going plum
insane.

I’m trapped inside a cage and feel
lonely

because I am a dirty rotten
phony.

It’s the lowest low I ever
reached.

I think I need to practice what I
preach

because I just can’t keep it
real.

With a smile as phony as a bill
that says “three dollars”

I may seem calm, inside I scream
and holler.

I cannot show the way I really
feel

but when these massive wounds do
finally heal.

I will emerge a stronger
man.

 


TAUNTING THE SANITY
SUCKER

Rabid robot monkeys

And alien babies

Time travel safari
guides

are good with the
ladies

Cyborgs hunt werewolves

and they do it well

Never would have thought of
that

if I hadn’t fell

I start acting silly

when I’ve had enough

of people and nonsense

and all that stuff

My imagination just shoots through
the roof

My writing and my rambling are the
hardest of proof

 


Sci-fi…is good for the
brain

When you’re…already
insane

Insanity…will help you conceive
it

And weird strange humor will help
people believe it

 


I drink lots of soda

It’s part of my life

What would happen if
soda

machines came to life?

Grow arms and some
wheels

To travel around

The robots get angry

Each other they pound

 


Beautiful female geeks

You
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