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  Introduction

  
  




I have been writing poems and songs all my life.  This last year after years of going through some hard times I decided to put all my poems to paper.  




All of my poems are actually songs.  I write in the genres I like; rock, county, rap, heavy metal, and occasionally jazz.  




I have lived and traveled all over the World since I was aged 7.  Due to my job I currently live out of my suitcase.  




When I was younger I felt alienation where ever I went… even when I finally returned home.  It was no longer my home anymore.  I could not relate to people who have never traveled out of their town or county.  I did not know the local fads and terms.  I did not fit in.  I have always been the outsider looking in; observing others.  




This has harmed my ability to form relationships and some might consider me a monster because of it.  




I am rather frank about people and the way they treat others.  




I am into the MGTOW movement.  It stands for “Men Going Their Own Way”.  Women have brutalized men in the Western World and we are all walking away from the torment they bring us.  




I have had Legal Troubles because…   Let’s just say it, there is no “First Amendment” in the United States and I found out the hard way.  Insult a woman and you’ll find out just how little the 1st Amendment will protect you.




These days I am that guy in a foreign bar on a stool looking out to sea and just want to be left alone in my thoughts.




I hope you enjoy the book.  I hope it inspires you in some way to be creative yourself.   






I

*  *  *  *  *




“The English are slightly more civilized than anyone else has yet been. Also England is a good country for introverts; they have a place in society for the introvert, which the United States has not.” 

― Harlan Ellison







Arthur Bishop: “Money is paid, but that’s not the motive. It has to do with standing outside of it all, on your own.” - The Mechanic







  
  
  Outside Looking In

  
  




Ran the fields under a sky too small, 

Dirt on my hands, dreams in the fall. 

They pressed my collar, starched me white, 

But my restless feet never walked in line. 




Oh, I’ve been the stranger in every town, 

The question mark when they wanted a noun.




I was the other, the one misplaced, 

A shadow stretching out of its frame. 

Burned in the desert, welded steel, 

Turned every heartbeat to something real. 




She tasted like whiskey, I tasted pain, 

Still I keep spinning like a hurricane. 




Jungle vines wrote their stories on me, 

Tollbooth nights, counting change endlessly. 

She broke my spirit but not my name, 

Still, I bled just the same. 




Oh, I’ve been the ghost in every room, 

The silent hum of a distorted tune. 




I was the other, the one misplaced, 

A shadow stretching out of its frame.

Burned in the desert, welded steel, 

Turned every heartbeat to something real. 




She tasted like whiskey, I tasted pain, 

Still I keep spinning like a hurricane. 




Laid off like last year’s coat, 

Learned to bend so I wouldn’t choke. 

Now the airport is my only home, 

No roots, just windblown bones. 




I was the other, now I’m the storm, 

No flag, no land, just the shape I’ve worn

From the outside looking in…
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  Shinto Prayer

  
  




If you do exist 

You won’t bless me?

My effort never paid off

Causing me pain

Standing in this shadow

Will the day come? 

When I can fly in the sky?

Will the day come? 

When I can touch the sun?

Tell me!




If you are hiding somewhere

Why don’t you smile at me?

I’ve never tasted victory

Never succeeded in love

Will the day come? 

When I can taste victory?

Will the day come? 

When I can embrace love?

Tell me!




Having nothing precious

Desolated, isolated

Living my life 

A series of failures

Will the day come 

When I will be satisfied?

Will the day come? 

When my dreams come true?




Shine a light on my life

Shine a light on my future

Shine a light on every thing

Shine a light on tomorrow




If you are hiding somewhere

Why don’t you smile at me?

I’ve never tasted victory

Never succeeded in love




Shine a light on my life

Shine a light on my future

Shine a light on every thing

Shine a light on tomorrow




Thanks NINGEN ISU / Heartless Scat
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  Sand

  
  




Under a blistering sun, I walked alone, 

A heart heavy, a past I’d overthrown. 

In a foreign land, every breath I’d take, 

Found her laughter by the old canal lake. 

Darkness crept like a thief in the night, 

Turned to ashes, lost all sense of right. 

Her kindness now holding despair, 

I broke her; how could I dare? 

In Arizona, where cacti stand tall, 

Her spirit lingers within these four walls. 

Stars brighter when my guilt’s out of sight 

Desolate silence, I’m haunted by the night. 

Memories of Guatemala echo in my veins, 

Memories of her, as heavy as my chains. 

A red rose blooming in this barren land 

I’m waiting with blood on my hands. 

Under skies we shared our dreams, 

Her smile, now torn at the seams. 

Each passing moment my time slips away, 

I search for redemption; now I have to pay. 

Arizona, where shadows dance free, 

Ghosts of choices won’t let go of me. 

She rests beneath this desert sun 

Inside me she’ll always be the one. 

My judgment on death row’s ground 

Clock ticks slow, no salvation to be found 

Strapped to the table, pulls tight on regret; 

My last heartbeat whispers, I’ll never forget. 

Under Arizona’s unforgiving sky, 

Her memory is like a sweet goodbye. 

Arizona snuffing out all light 

Unforgiving silence will make it all alright. 

The night where I turned love into pain 

Her memories forever are a cold rain. 

From Guatemala to red rock lands wide 

Trapped beside me where my soul hides.
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  Pretty Maggie Moneyeyes

  
  




A smoky casino the shadows dance, 

A lonely gambler takes one last chance. 

With a defeated heart and pockets bare, 

He stands before the machine, unaware. 

Her whispers weave through the neon glow, 

A siren’s song in a world of woe. 




Spin me let our fortunes collide, 

She is a ghost from the past that he can’t outride. 

She’s haunting this metal with eyes like coal

A heartless dealer playing for his soul 

One last dollar to light up the night, 

A gambler’s curse wrapped in delight. 




Maggie was born in shadows, where dreams fell apart, 

A queen of despair with a broken heart. 

Her final moments on her final day, 

She fed her desires as her life slipped away. 

She is now trapped in a cage of silver and gold, 

She waits for her lover—so desperate and cold. 




Spin me let our fortunes collide, 

A ghost from the past that he can’t outride. 

She’s haunting this metal with eyes like coals 

A heartless dealer playing for his soul 

One last dollar to light up the night, 

A gambler’s curse wrapped in delight.




When he pulls that lever and feels his luck rise

A smile spreads wide as he gazes at lies; 

“Just one more hit,” she whispers so sweet 

But love turns to dust beneath victory’s heat. 




Lights flash bright as she takes off her mask, 

Forgetting her sorrow within every task; 

His heart starts racing, it can’t take much more

As she dances around him like flames on the floor. 




Spin me, oh spin me, let our fortunes collide, 

A ghost from the past that he can’t outride. 

She’s haunting this metal with eyes like coal

She is a heartless dealer playing for his soul 

One last dollar to light up the night, 

She is this gambler’s curse wrapped in delight. 




In echoes of laughter where silence once lay; 

The gambler falls hard when he plays it her way 

His spirit now bound to the machine evermore

Maggie smiles at him laying on the casino floor
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