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Forty Poems

Poems on Love, Loss, and everything in between.
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  Poem One

  
  




It was the hardest decision I ever had to

make, it was either go to my mother’s

funeral or chase my dream. Just when I

thought everything might go well, I get

the call and my world falls apart at the seams.




I don’t know how it happened, and neither do my 

family members or the doctors; all we know is that

it happened and she’s never coming back. The woman

that birthed me, loved me, nurtured me, cared for me, 

supported me despite the odds and stood with me when 

no one else would. And now, she’s gone. Gone before she

could reap the rewards she’d fought so hard for.




She died on the day my novel became a best-seller, so the

Victory is bittersweet. The mixture of joy and pain in my mind

And heart run deep, so deep that when I sleep it permeates through

My dreams. 




I’ve been able to cope with it over the recent years, the tours,

The interviews, the press conferences, the appearances,

The readings, the book signings. All of it had kept my mind

Off her death at times, but when all is said and done and I

Lay with my wife, the second woman to give me life, I think

Of the first. I think of mom.




She died when I became a best-seller, a bitter sweet 

thing. At least I had the money to give a proper funeral

and hire professional voices to sing. She was buried in

a cemetery in New Jersey (I forget the name but know how

to get there), she was the starkest Yankee’s fan and she said she

wanted to be buried in a Babe Ruth jersey.




A funny request but her last wish is my command, it still saddens

Me that she died before she could hold her son’s novel in her hand.








  
  2

  
  
  Poem Two

  
  




There once was a man who told twisted tales,

And he told the king once that he’d be impaled

As his people didn’t like him and thought him

A disgrace and couldn’t wait to see him replaced.

The king understood but never minded.




The man told his tales and the king gave him gold

And the poor man walked all the way home, his house

Was on a hill, about three miles high, and the walk was

So arduous that each time he cried, his legs would be whipped

The soles of his feet charred, as the dragon underneath was

Emotionally charged with a hatred for the man and all humans

Alike and any time one came upon the hill it would impose its 

Terrible might.




The man made it home to his undesirable wife and they made

Love into the gloomy night, half-hearted screams and quarter-

hearted orgasms led to another uneventful night, even a muscle

spasm.




The couple woke up and went about their duties, the

Wife asked the man what he thought of her truly, the 

Shook his head and rolled his eyes then told his wife

He loves her to the end of time. She heard it before and

She’ll hear it again because marriage is death ‘til us part,

Except, in this marriage, death never comes so it never ends.




The man left the house and raced down the hill before the 

Dragon could wake and attempt to kill, he traveled the village

Telling twisted tales and collect bronze, silver, and gold and

Other times a drink of ale. The times were merry and the nights

Were dark, the crooked and hated appreciated the man’s art.




He stayed for the night and told stories of hell, reflecting the 

Crooked-hearted mentality into the bar so they saw themselves,

Detailing the struggles of hiding from the king, smuggling drugs,

Food, jewelry, and other things. Pillaging a village, taking over the 

Throne and enslaving new lands that pirates call home.




The man left the bar and returned to his house to discover a

Fire that needed to be put out. His wife stood outside and she

Had the bag of coin, at least the house is compensated the man

Thought while it was being destroyed. He travels up the hill,

avoiding the dragon, and when he got to his wife

asked what happened. She was broiling the soup

that he liked so much when the dragon came and 

burned everything up, the man could forgive the house

going down but for burning his soup the dragon dies now.




He charged into the flames and emerged with a sword he hadn’t

Used since the Great War. He charged down the hill with fire in

His eyes and the dragon prepared to kill, about time. They fought

Into the morning and with the rising sun, the man killed the dragon

And the battle was won. His wife cooked the meat and they went 

Around the village, feeding those in need and giving coin to the 

Crooked.




The village ate well, and the man was celebrated on the same

Day a coup happened, and the king abdicated. The man was put on

The throne in the king’s place and he and his wife ruled the land

With a fair hand for the rest of their days.
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  Poem Three

  
  




There once was a girl who wanted to see

The sun, she was blind but felt its rays on

Her face every day. Its glowed illuminated

Her like nothing else, its abundance dawned

On her like insurmountable wealth.




She lived in a fairy’s garden with lush green

Vines and trees, with vibrant and beautiful

Plants she touched with delight and animals

That guided her around as not to get lost.




One day, the girl went into a forbidden part of

The forest, she was unaware of this fact. She

Was also unaware the animal leading her was a

treacherous wolf that could imitate a soft touch.




The wolf led her into the deepest swamps and through

The coldest caverns, the girl was protected, yes, the 

Wolf wanted her nice and ready before her reality was

Shattered.




When they got to the wellspring of the garden, 

And the Fountain of Life stood before them, the wolf

Led the girl up to it and dunked her head in mercilessly.




She thrashed and pushed and yanked and pulled, trying

To escape the wolf’s grasp but its claws wrapped around

Her head like a snake around weakened prey and held it

There with an eerie and disturbing ease.




When the girl’s movements slowed and she was about to

Die, the wolf removed her head from the water and she 

Opened her eyes, the world and all its colors revealed

Themselves, a rainbow appeared above the Fountain and

Her transfixed stare couldn’t be helped.




The wolf disappeared into the shadows and the girl looked

Around, the creature that dragged her here was nowhere to be

Found. She made her way back to the garden, revealed to her

By the fountain. She walked through the vibrant trees and beautiful

Flowers and beheld tall and majestic mountains.




The sun’s rays illuminated her body in that way it always did,

She stared into it for so long she became blind again, but when

She opened her eyes she realized she’d been here,

living in a wild forest, all this time. Her nails were

ugly and feet twice as much, she had no clothes on

and a bush between her legs.




She looked around and the beautiful garden faded, when

She came to her full senses she realized it was all an halluci-

nation.
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  Poem Four

  
  




What do you do when you’re almost out of time?

Hearing demonic whispers and the devil’s lullaby,

Lulling you with its deadly and seductive pull into

An eternity of pain and suffering.


What do you do when the lullaby is upon you?

Singing in a beautifully horrific tone, creating

Sadistically melodious harmonies the repulse but

Attract you at the same time, when your ego fights

For survival and loses miserably, its human might

And resistance futile against the demonic powers

That be.


What do you do when the demon’s stalk your dreams?

Filling you with abject horror, snapping you out of your

Sleep in a cold sweat. The full moon illuminates your room

But not enough to prevent he hallucination that something

Lurks in the shadows, awaiting to seal your fate.


What do you do when the doors creak and the floors squeak?

When the ghost of your past and the sprits of your future

Speak in hushed and spooky tones, their voices carrying 

A gravity that threatens to crush the very essence of your 

Being.


What do you do when a beautiful woman stands in front of you?

A woman you know is a demon there to take your soul to her

Unforgiving master, to take the last vestige of your innocence

And taint your flesh and blood with her seductive form and 

Boundless womb.


The ego fights the temptation but is powerless to resist,

For it knows, deep within its being, that though it fights
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