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Thoughts on Getting Me
Back

 




Looking back: It is like sitting in the third
row seat of an old station wagon, staring ahead at the road behind
you...

It is not enough to sit in the front seat and
see where you were going – you didn't know anyway. To understand
how you got here you have to look at where you have been.

In that third row seat facing backwards you
might be tempted to stare at the floorboard or the marks on your
shoes or the stripes on the asphalt that never seem to end, but
don't. To understand you must look up, look back and accept the
scenery for what it was.

When the pain and fury and fear rise up –
remember it is only a hill in the distance, you have already passed
over. That queasy feeling in your stomach is no more than a sour
memory.


 


Why

 


Why? Why? Why?

Go ahead and ask but don't be disappointed
when silence is your only answer.

Why hardly matters now.

Why boils like acid in your gut. You can take your own personal
form of antacid to mask the symptoms, or you can run your
questioning finger down your throat in attempt to regurgitate all
that you’ve swallowed but it will likely just burn your esophagus
and leave you choking on your own thoughts.

I once watched a hound eat her own puppies.
One by one she gently licked them clean, chomped a few times and
they disappeared without so much as a whimper.

Why?!

Why? Who can say for sure – it’s best to get up and get over it.
We live in a world of animals.
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I speak as if caressing
scars and lament but what of the scars I have inflicted? Do I
grieve for them? The answer is yes;
indubitably yes.
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The Voices
Within

 


The Voices Within started as a mix of prose
and poems written over the last forty [plus] years; my attempt at
combining the previous published works with more current and
rhythmical writings – reconciling the past with the present.
Looking back I see some of the verses are ridiculous; some are
poignant and inspirational, while others are downright morbid,
twisted and ghastly.

What I write is not always of a dark and
unsettling nature, it is more disturbing when I’m happy. [Insert
wink]

I considered deleting what I [or others]
deemed unfit but I didn’t. I can’t.

If I am going to do this properly I must
study the map and inspect the wound(s); travel every byway and pig
trail and peel away the stained dressings… all without disturbing
the crime scene. In doing so I hope to find some forgotten
happiness.


 


Starting the
Journey

 


As Hunter S. Thompson used to say, “Buy the
ticket, take the ride.”
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Thoughts on
Writing

 


(The Requirements of an Author)

 


Desire: A congenital need to tell the
story.

Determination: It is not enough to walk a
couple of blocks or run five miles on a treadmill, come prepared to
hike the Himalayas and explore the abyss.

An exoskeleton: A thick skin will not suffice
– no indeed. Colleagues and critics are apt in the sadistic art of
shaving and burning the thickest of flesh; their tireless wheel of
pumice leaving the toughest callouses raw and bleeding. They will
thin your skin; get beneath it and prove your vulnerabilities. Like
a flesh eating bacteria they will consume you – kill you if you let
them.

A poker face: Never let them see you
sweat.

Gratitude: Because no one owes you
anything!

Grace: For the rise and the inevitable
fall.

Pills and booze and smoke: Because it is a
hard and hateful world and you are not a god-damned ant.


 


Of Poetry

 


Be it good, bad or indifferent I suppose I
will always be a poet at heart.

One might think “real” writing (you know,
things like novels, short stories, news rags or blogs) would
dissuade poetic tendencies, it has not… and it should not.

Someone once said of poetry, “I honestly
don't know why it flies through my head – but it is like an energy
that must be loosed and the only way I know to let it go, is to jot
it down.”

Okay, that someone was me. I believe it is
universally agreed that authors and poets are a peculiar lot. I am
no exception. I am peculiar. At least that’s what I keep hearing
from the voices outside my head. So, I wrap my arms around the
oddness that is me and embrace it.

 





 


Cracking Up

 


I mentioned earlier I tend
to write disturbing prose. Why?
Some ask. Answer: I have no concrete idea but I
have begun to analyze these past thoughts and images. As a
matter-of-fact I was in the [tenth] editing process of an
unpublished work when it occurred to me that I was cracking up, and
not in a funny way. I had lost myself; had forgotten who I used to
be. I was grieving and angry and depressed and crippled by the
inner turmoil so I pulled the emergency break, put life in park and
went on a soul searching sabbatical. I ran – or drove mostly in a
state of panic and surrealism. Strange thoughts overcame me. In one
such example I thought if I can get to the
desert and see the sunset… and pray. Maybe the answers are
there.

Half way to Arizona I panicked and drove home
in tears.

That sounds crazy, huh?

Friend you don’t know the half of it!

It was as if every bad thing I had ever seen,
done, felt or heard about was strapped to my back and the weight
was unbearable.


 


Just Get Up and Make the
Bed

 


I also came to realize I had not truly
grieved the death of my mother, my confidante and #1 best friend. I
had been too busy handling matters of her meager estate. When the
legal matters were finally settled life went on. I truly think it
was at that point that life went on without me. Oh, I went through
the motions but I was rarely living in the moment.

 


It did not matter that we saw each other
twice a week, Mother always called at 9:00 AM Monday through
Friday. We usually talked a full hour about nothing. She could tell
when my health was waning [as it had off and on] and on those days
she would gently prod me, “Just get up and make the bed. You don’t
have to do anything else.”

 


Once the bed was made I usually felt less
incapacitated; more hopeful and productive. Of course she knew I
would.

In my soul searching it occurred to me I was
still waiting for the 9:00 AM call that was never going to come;
just as I had waited for daddy to walk in the front door years
after his passing.

Even now [as blessed as I
am] there are days I struggle to get up and face the world. On
those days especially I hear her saying, just get up and make the bed.

I may not be ‘me’ yet but hopefully by the
time I am finished compiling this dossier I will at least recognize
the person in the mirror.

If you’re still curious and have some time
to kill, come along.

Who knows, we may discover (together) that
there is no ‘getting me back’ – that I am (or you are) one screwed
up duck! If so, come on in! The water is not fine but that’s okay
too.


Getting Me Back

(the poem)

 


Tissue thin transparent bits and pieces

by the millions I gave to you…

To be received, to be tended or

to be rendered useless as you deemed fit

old inhabitants of terra firma.

Slivers of my soul….

What did you do with these pieces of me?

Where are the misplaced microscopic stars of
my spirit, where are they laid?

Did they dissolve beneath a soft autumn
rain?

Or burn in the heat of a cruel summer
day?

Were they consumed by the dust mites of
fate?

Giving me away was easy….

Getting me back seems nearly impossible.

I saw a fleck of glitter this morning,

caught in an abandoned web of time.

I retrieved it ever so carefully, pulling
away the tiny choking strands; polishing it in the palm of my hand
till it shone bright like a minuscule star… exploding… and

I recognized it as the twinkle I once saw

in a smiling photo of me.
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That’s me in the corner. I
believe we were living in Garland Texas. I can’t recall what was in
the Christmas package but this tattered black and white photograph
is one of my favorites. It was also a favorite of my parents. I can
understand why. As the years progressed it was hard (if not
impossible) to get a picture of their seven children in one place
at the same time.

The sister to my right (all
smiles in the stripped shirt) is the reason for the story Odd Man
Out.


 


Cardinal

 


Black faces flit about me,

Their scarlet feathers

trundling the air

where chirps ride on currents

of scattered whispers.

 


Crimson plumes

Posh

Swish

shhh

soft murmurs

sent to remind me

that you

are here.

 


*I have heard that a
Cardinal visiting is a sign from a loved one who has passed on. I
have no way of knowing if this is true, if it is then this place is
heavily haunted or they just want a free meal. However I do enjoy
the numerous pairs we share our land with.


 


As If

 


As if your shoulder

brushing against my breast

in a crowded room

meant anything to me…

 


As if your smile

would thaw my frosty heart…

 


As if your constant assurance

could overcome my cynicism…

 


As if the invisible boulevard

would never rise up and beckon.

 


The street lamp

glows in the bleached mist

only three floors below us.

I blow streams of smoke

into the black night and hum

to the drone of the unseen road.

 


Be steel my bleating heart!

Be quiet! Be silent, hard steel.

 


As if wearing your tee-shirt made us
lovers.


 


We Six Remained

 


If I should die before I wake…

Run little
hamster,

I pray the Lord my soul to take

run as fast as you can

 


Sister, did you see the man,

the one with the bloody stone?

Brother did you feel the pain,

when the bullet hit the bone?

 


Cousin did you smell the smoke,

did you lie so still and quiet?

Uncle did you hear him choke

as the flames rolled over Zion

 


Father could you hear their screams,

do they haunt you late at night?

Mother did you see their dreams

before the dreadful plight?

 


A precious linctus to make me feel

Another to help me sleep

And if God can hear a dead man’s prayers,

I pray my soul to keep

 


 


 


 


 


Now I lay me down to rest

among the torn and drained

where millions died beneath the crest

yet, we six remained.

 


 


*Have you ever been
bombarded with images just as you are dozing off at night? Yeah?
Well for me it happens quite a bit. Sometimes it is like a massive
collage with fifty plus years of family photographs, school
pictures and old movies, each image fighting for space on a 5x7
matte print, other times it is like…

What do you call it when
pieces of shattered glass become art?

Mosaic! Yes, that’s it and
that is how We Six Remained came to life; in that shadowy space
between dread and slumber.


 


Above the Noise

 


Above the noise

I hear your voice

With an oh so mellow

crack

Where sunbeams rain

Through nicotine stains

That remind me of your

laugh

… and I miss
you.


 


None of it Matters

 


Have I forgotten how to fight like that?

In raised voices and
slanders and the age old fuck
you; with pointed fingers and sometimes
punches.

Trading blow for blow, verbally and
literally.

The truth is I do not have the stomach for
it.

My skin has grown thin, marked with moles and
age spots; my spine is weak in more ways than one.

I have not forgotten how to fight like
that,

I am simply too tired.

The words I swallow are like acid in my
stomach and there is no medication to soothe them; other than
ipecac. I will not take it for surely I would choke on the string
of obscenities induced; vulgar damnations I should have long ago
outgrown.

 


So I glare… stare you down and watch as you
take the ipecac.

The arguments are all nonsense and
nonessential and the sad thing is …

None of it matters.


 


Into the Abyss of the Narcissist

 


Dropping

softly from my perch

 


Drifting

with anticipation

 


Landing

like downy in the palm of your hand

 


Drowning

on cold empty air

 


 


 


A lifeless feather floating through the
wintry

air gave life to the poem Into the Abyss of
the Narcissist. I caught a shot of it with my camera and watched it
drift out of sight.


 


Rinse & Repeat

 


The streets are left littered and stinking of
fruit peddlers, street cons, speed whores and drunks…

Homosexuals and transvestites and costumed
faces…

No one is comfortable in their own skin.

Why?

Where did they come from?

The stripper, gyrating – undulating – rolls
her hips in an open door boldly announcing, “I am the daughter of
reverend Dennis! Get your gospel here!”

The fruit peddler who has never planted a
crop in his life tries to sell you another man’s labor while
calling it is his own.

“Hey pretty lady.” Any
woman with a purse is a pretty lady. The con doesn’t believe his
own words; still he hopes the pretty
lady will.

The speed whore blows a
strange man beneath the wheel of an old Pontiac and wonders for a
split second about the daughters she has abandoned;
will they bob for apples in exchange for a
bump?

 


We are all drunk; soaking in everyone’s sin;
drinking in one another’s stench.

We will wash the sidewalks at sunrise, ask
forgiveness – rinse and repeat.


 


Hemingway’s Beloved

 


Did you shake his hand –?

the hand of a man’s man?

Did you see how his eyes searched the space
around him as the world grew smaller?

Did you learn the secrets of Africa or
discuss his tomes over drinks?

Of course not.

You could not for we were mere children –

our wedding day marking the twenty second
anniversary of his exodus… his rise to immortality.

He won the Nobel Prize for Literature the
year you were born – did you know that?

I was but two months in the womb when he
placed the beloved twelve-gauge inside his mouth and obliterated
the ciphering pheasants once and for all.

Did you see how he caressed her?

 


How her cold, soft metal against his finger
was as pacifying as the perfect daiquiri… how she (his beloved)
alas cured him of the demons.

 


In a flash she rooted them loose one by
one

 


from their hiding place - a
place liquor nor currents could mole; a cavern so deep no joule or
watt could grasp. Ahh, but she
did.

 


She exorcized them, set them to flight riding
on soft grey tissue laden with hemochromatosis and fragments of
bone.

Christ might have offered the fiends a swine
but not her or better yet not him…

A sacrifice for the Bay of Pigs?

It was all such folly -- such unholy madness
for a simple man and a literary saint.

 


*Hemingway’s Beloved was
first published in the HWA (Horror Writers Association) Poetry
Showcase Volume I.

 


 


.


 


When I Am No Longer Me

 


Will you stay and watch me

As I lose my mind?

Will you cleave to things

that I have left behind?

Will it break your heart

to know I’m not there

Can you look beyond

the hollow stare?

 


When sickness steals my memory…

Will you still love this shell of me?

 


 


 


* President Ronald Reagan designated
November as National Alzheimer’s Disease Awareness Month in 1983.
At the time, fewer than 2 million Americans had Alzheimer’s; today,
the number of people with the disease has more than doubled.


 


Woodpecker

 


Rivers run;

their mouths open wide

gargling their sore throats

against smooth stones.

 


The asp, the oak and the pine all bow,

hiding their grief in the eye of the
storm

All the while the earth groans

beneath the woodpecker’s busy beak.

 


 


A piece of fallen limb collected after a
storm and noisy little bird were inspiration for Woodpecker.


 


Winter in Texas

 


The first frost arrived this week

Spit forth from the infinite stars like a
sneeze leaving sprinkles of sugary ice on the landscape.

The remaining blades and leafs gave way and
withered at daybreak leaving nothing but the scattered evergreens
to give us hope…

No blooms worthy of expectancy.

However there is hardly anything more
beautiful than a berry laden Juniper dotted with Cardinals; the
Christmas tree with all of her ornaments pales in comparison.

Oh Christmas, we have that to look forward to
– with the Santa Claus fable, the forgotten Jesus and colorful
lights draped over bare limbs and the cherished red-nosed reindeer
standing pretentiously on brown turf.

And New Year’s Eve – ah, the kissing; corks
and fireworks detonate in unison to commemorate the failed promises
yet to come. We gorge on black-eyed peas and cabbage, not earnestly
expecting anything more than flatulence.

 


Let us not forget Valentine’s Day – the heart
shaped holiday; a cardboard cutout of romantic blossoms; proven
love with sentimental cards and candy and flowers…

V-day -- a cruel occasion for the lonely and
broken hearted who would today be happy with

 


that so-so dinner date and obligatory
sex.

The days are so short yet so long.

Alas, a reason to utilize the fireplace –
don’t forget to plant your potatoes.

Gaudy clumps of snow, bulky and shaped as if
they had been intended for hail, tumble down like chopped feathers.
The pansies are happy, their pastel petals rise and smirk beneath
the thin white blanket of ice mocking the frost bitten flowers
beside them.

Next week’s forecast is warm and dry. We will
take it, we have no choice.

We will ride the weather-coaster, counting
the birthdays of dead leaders and full moons and scattered days of
sunny and seventy-five while we wait for the ides of March to come
marching in.


 


Another Spring

 


You were hiding,

waiting there beneath the frost

so much more patient than I.

My soul beckoned

from a wintry slumber

Fretful and anxious

Weary and depressed

fearful you had abandoned me

and then as promised,

you appeared.

Breathing life

into the naked limbs;

into the bare breasts

of Mother Nature until

Summer’s heat

met autumn’s leaves

and reminded us that

change is inevitable.

Now… too soon,

you will be nothing more than

a bright spot in my memory.

 



 


Madre’s Mexican Blackbird

 


She reins me in

Her strong swollen hands

tangled in an unruly mane.

 


Uno! Dos! Isilencio! Tres!

 


Three dull thumps convince me to

hush and settle between beefy thighs.

 


Gnarled fingers of assurance

tug at my scalp.

She plaits my hair with promises,

Wisdom weaved among coarse strands

of unnumbered
mañanas.

 


My head is left tender and spinning

with knitted rows of old wives tales.

 


*Madre’s Mexican Blackbird
was inspired by watching girls on a beach in Mexico plait tourists’
hair for a handful of pesos. My daughter, a friend and I went back
to our room and my daughter plaited the friend’s hair so tight it
looked as if she’d had a facelift.


 


Celebrating Pennies

 


I’ve got a pocket full of pennies

and I don’t care

I’m going to buy myself a wish

in a water hole somewhere.

 


I’ve been living in a world

of water colored dreams,

Raking through the mud

Where rainbows lay unseen.

 


 


*A token of optimism. If you see a penny
pick it up and all the day you’ll have good luck.


 


Come

 


Come

Lay flowers at a lifeless stone

Recall a loved one, long since gone

 


Come

Place blooms for ghouls and ghosts,

For the courtyard party which spirits
host

 


Come

Walk softly with light in hand

Through a place not fit for beast or man.

 


*Old graveyards – what can I say? They
fascinate me. I am especially intrigued by the neglected broken
crypts and ancient mausoleums.


 


The Pams

 


The lump in my throat

The rolling sensation of worms –

Squirming in my esophagus

I have tried to expunge them

but gargling with kerosene

only makes them angry.

They twist and thrash;

they stretch and swell

inside my gut

until I can hardly swallow

…barely breathe.

They crave ‘pams’

‘Pams’ are the only
rationale

they respond to

Lorazepam, Temazepam,

Diazepam, Clonazepam

The ‘pams’ calm the nervous maggots;

tame their violent spasms so I can
inhale.


 


Why Poetry

 


Because it hurts deeper

Tastes sweeter

Laughs louder

And lets me know I’m alive
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