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Creation Lilts to Whispers
 

of unseen electric nights

Fall winds and murmurs
herd silent symbiosis
from the liquid albatross
that is sentience

Oaken indifference
touches dawn
with fingertips
of silken remembrance

The murmur spreads
to the sparrows,
like breadcrumbs
spilled into Sanguine Salt
for midnight to drink

Cracked moonlight
shatters soliloquy
sonnets into silence,
enraptured by serenity

Decadence shrivels
inside tombs of Scarlet,
hiring corpses to plot
ocher for humanity's
lost Autumn

 

 

 

 

 


These Streets Don't Cry For Us

 

 

Constant discomfort while

changing positions.



The cold penetrates all

as you shiver to your very core,

hoping that the Sun will rise.



Knowing that at any second

someone could scream at you, telling you      

to leave or the      police will deal with you.



Sleep and food deprivation

make for a bitter morning,

 

as you wander to the next spot,

hoping      it will be better than the last.



The constant threat of      violence

is always on the mind, as you       think criminal action is the only way

to get through to the next day.



Stared      at, mocked,

ridiculed, beaten

 

You are yesterday's news

and no      one is reading.



Pariah of society,

nameless and forgotten.



These streets don’t cry for us.

 

 


No One Is Here

 

Draped in the ominous blood-red moon bereft of thoughts and desiring a place to call my own



I wander aimlessly through the broken-down streets, seeing the photocopy

faces of a society with nothing to lose



As I pass by a      grime-ridden visage      

bearing only two teeth, I am greeted by a woman who must have been      thought up

by an architect



I raise my hand to say hello, only to notice that she is wearing a blue-tooth device

 

She passes by      me with a glare and continues talking      to the electronic voice on the other end



I shrug      it off and continue

to a bar with a seedy feel to it

 

I walk inside and sit with my head

in my hands



The bartender asks if      I want a drink                                  and I reply,

"No one is here"

 


Dearly Departed

 

A blanket of ominous      black surrounds the perforated

Sockets of his confused visage



Misshapen maladies

strike the mallet upon

the desk of fate



He looks at the dirt-smudged Starbucks cup      

that he collects his capitalist suffrage       in



With the titanic world      on his      shoulders,

he sluggishly passes a glance at the painted wall across from him



He sees yet another message to the future

or what some would call graffiti



He silently begins counting

the stars in the      enigma       of the sky



He takes his last breath

at number one hundred and eleven



His spirit looks down      upon

his Wal-Mart clothed body

while saying a prayer

to be sent to the light



The darkness replies,

"What is light?"



The departed looks confused and confesses that      he doesn't have the answer



The darkness replies,

"And now you know and so you are free."


A Place I Call Home



Yet again drifting close to the       chasm

of self-doubt and utter confusion.



Being swept away by questions

which no one holds the answers to.



To climb the staircase      of life,

is to despair in one's own mortality.



Fragmented memories slash // me

like bold knives in my sleep.



The emotional      blood

seeps into the frilly satin bed      covering, and leaves a mark to come back to.



It is my only sanctuary;

a place      I call home.


Love is a Rose

 

You are the fire

I burn along with

just to feel the heat

 

Love is a four

letter word with thorns

and a psychotic break in the middle


The “O” is filled with my sacrifice,

as the ashes of your sky still

kiss me with their lips of grace



I can taste the fresh blood

that trickles from them,

sanguine gifts to the holder

of my heart

 

I begin to fade

into memories,

split between life and death

 

As I cling to the last shreds

of the best feeling

I will ever experience
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