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​First Time in a Psychiatric Unit
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The line sits at the pseudo-God’s feet, as he sits behind a

reinforced window, ready to hand out medications
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My insides begin breaking rapture with a primal scream

only I can hear
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Fear is the casket which lies within
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I sit idly, scratching the barcode strapped around my wrist
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Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner,

the only 3 things to look forward to

when you’re on hold in a psychiatric unit
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Back to the line,
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We stand as orderly as twin towers, waiting to swallow our

next round of medication
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I learned that the blue pills

give you the best high,

whereas the white pills make you itch
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Medication is different for everyone, and I was learning the

best mix for me
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Fear is the casket which lies within
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The alphabet on the calendar sitting on the wall seems to

scream at me, yelling, “Get out of here when you can.”
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I look away from it, and continue pacing around the 30x30

common room
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Another inpatient is rattling his head off about the

government being after him.

He literally yells all day long, for hours about the same

thing.
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In any other setting, he’d be terrifying, he’d

be looked at as something less

In here, he was safe, in here, he had a name.

––––––––
[image: ]


Fear is the casket which lies within
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To the line again,
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One of the patients I hadn’t caught the name of suddenly

punches the wall and demands that he talk to his lawyer. He then runs to his 10x10 room, equipped with a metal door and begins flipping over his mattress.
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If there was a Jesus on this tiny secluded island of sterile floors and reinforced steel, it would be him
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He then continues to berate the orderlies while kicking the wall next to my room
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The orderlies act fast, and scream to one another,

“Grab the injectable, we need him settled down”
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Lockdown means how it sounds.

It means you cannot leave
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What they don’t tell you is that you can’t really stay either

It takes a certain amount of dissociation to be able

to live under the tight, freezing cold conditions

––––––––
[image: ]


Fear is the casket which lies within
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I guess that’s why those who don’t know,

and those who think they know, but don’t really know

Look at us as C|r|a|z|y
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Not because we’re weak, or dangerous (Though some of us

are)
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But because they can see us deal with what they consider

insurmountable odds and rise from our inner caskets,

like a sort of Lazarus who eats and waits in line just to pass the time
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​Ragu
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And so it goes,

and so it shall pass
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My childhood was an open

bottle of Ragu, explaining

again and again, that

nothing was wrong.
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The day my father

was questioned

for something

he never did
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A spill of Ragu

tomato sauce 

on a towel

I had used

to open it with
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A hungry kid

with no food

in the house
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Opening a can 

of tomato sauce

to obtain sustenance
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Mom had delusions

as she had struggled

with her disease
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She was looking out

for me, and I praise her for it
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The day my dad was questioned

for his involvement in what

my mother thought was rape
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My agile mind at 10 quickly

knew what had happened
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My mind was used to

combing through

tough situations

from an early age
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My mind, my mind,

I thought I had lost it,

but it turns out

it was just Ragu
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My mind, my heart

questioning my mother’s

sanity at such an early age

My mind, my protectors

enraptured in battle
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I knew what had happened

and I quickly told the police

that we had been 

through this before
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That my mom jumped 

to conclusions

again and again

––––––––
[image: ]


That my mom, bless her with all

of her protection, didn’t know 

that it was just Ragu

But what&#39;s done is done

and the past is an open

bottle of Ragu
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My childhood is an open

bottle of Ragu, explaining

again and again, that

nothing was wrong.
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And now, having been diagnosed

with anxiety and paranoia
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My adulthood is an open bottle

of Ragu, explaining reality to myself

that nothing is wrong, 

that nothing is wrong.
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​The Pool
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The Pool,

my screams,

the shattered bone
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Tears cascade

down my face

as I clutch my hand
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The deluge

of your pained

strikes
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My resistance,

the saltwater

strike to your raised

elbow
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The Pool
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My violence,

the gravity
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of the chlorine

pushes against

my punches

to the solid

pool wall
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The pool,

my screams,

my screams,
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The ambulance

a rainstorm,

come to deliver me

The Siren,

The black-on-gray sprint,

the liquid rush
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My cries,

the broken 

abyss

The Pool,

the confusion,

the confusion
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Metal Pins

placed surgically

into my hand,

hoping to hold

the crushed wave
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The Pool,

my wrist,

my arm

Stranded swimmers,

singing for breath
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The anesthesia,

Oceans

swallowing

my consciousness
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The apologies,

drowned with hues of sadness.
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The pool,

the forgiveness,

the forgiveness
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The pool,

drained and vacant

for years to come

.
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​I Do not Sing the Body Electric,
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I shout it from the rooftops

30 years gone without a flash

and the big bang still says

he misses my fire
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I tried to stand up, but God said

Stand Aside
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I asked him if he meant stand behind,

because I&#39;m done with that
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I remember you saying,

Don’t stir the pot too much

or you won’t have one to piss in

I’m telling you now that the pissing contest has been over

since the moon decided to no longer call me its lover
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Now I dance with the rain and Sun, rejoicing

in every lost tear I never shed for my own pain
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Caught up in other lives, no longer

speaking to my own in ways that resemble love
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The rain decided to stay today,

where the Sun split like a soliloquy

from God’s lips

I would have said goodbye to you

if my own tongue hadn&#39;t been the wind,

caught between two roofs hoping for deliverance

from a God I’ll never truly know
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I became the rain, loving clouds for their whispers

which held my tears in their bosoms for far too long
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And now I can finally breathe

knowing that you feel

my pain, landing on you

daily like wet redemption

Brother, If you pray to the clouds,

you may receive either

a warm day or a hurricane
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I’ll be sure to tell you either way
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​Broken, the Motherless
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The deception of my touch knows
no boundaries and yet fails to reach
the flawed rubied hearts of everyone I love,
especially you, my brother
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I use the broken sonnets
in my voice to try to comfort you
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I crush fears between my teeth when the silence sets in,
hoping to find the reasons why you chose
a dangerous life over us
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I use the broken sonnets
in my voice to try to comfort you
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I am misery incarnate, the quieted
muse in my veins cries for yet another
lonesome evening, while my heart
wants you here, fully sane again
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I use the broken sonnets
in my voice to try to comfort you
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The ashes we now share
cry for two sons caught
in a life filled with cruelty and turmoil
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I use the broken sonnets
in my voice to try to comfort you
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Fragmented lullabies of a forgotten family
hunger at my feet while the vision
of our once cherished life
crumbles before me
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The sonnets then cry for us,
the motherless sons
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The tourniquet sadness I use to salve
my wounds with has become ruptured
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The sonnets then cry for us,
the motherless sons
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If the voices in our song
could match the vibrato of my heart,
you would see how sorry I am
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The sonnets then cry for us,
the motherless sons
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The collapse of my faith has led
to our downfall, the blood of our sins,
leaving no survivors
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The sonnets then cry for us,
the motherless sons
––––––––
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Our mother is dead,
and now there are no guarantees left
aside from my love for you
​
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