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of my darkened imagination
Reposing enchantress
Rises once more
Grave to the door
My enrapturing Josette
Faint whispers . . . her voice. . .
Sweetest of melody
to my ear
Wafted upon the
summer's breeze
Flowing strawberry blond tresses
Tantalizingly caressing my flesh
As our bodies entwine
Finding ourselves spiraling
into our dream
Dream from which I pray
I not wake
Extremes more than willing
to take
Farewell to this mortal life
Godspeed to the few left
behind
For Josette releases me
From earthly confines
Evolving agony
to ecstasy refined
In The Beginning!!
Within our beginning
Souls invariably paired.
Devils undecided
Destiny impaired
Willingly one eats of the fruit
Washed down . . . by nectar of the gods
As Golden Asp presides upon us
Deviance tis simply allowed
To touch her once more
Embrace original sin
Plies an honest man
Much to God's chagrin
For spurious decisions
Garden . . . oh how it grew
Whenst darkness breeds light
Evil breeds anew
So write your fiction
As I revel within truth..
We can argue conviction
Answers . . . oh how they mirror . . .
mirror all excuse
Pretentious She . . . I Adore!
Twas within this smoldering Hell
Providence granted me Heaven
By design . . . Death tis finality
Hence upon conclusion
This faltering heart. . .
wallowed in despair
Altered destiny. . .
. . . Discontinuing preexistence
. . . all that once was
Scrutinizes . . . this moment
. . . One which affected love
One love . . . gone to this day
New Lover . . . here I am played
She, primordial extreme
She . . . drops one to thy knees
Disempowered . . . smirking as one screams
Struggle to awaken from dreams
Those that appropriate sensibility
As we disassociate reality from
truth
But embraced by memories of youth..
She coddles me once more
Saddles up to me..once more///
Loves me . . . for what she is
Loves me . . . for what I am
Loves me . . . she, my somewhat pretentious///
little whore
Displays truth and circumstance
As pomposity trickles down
Pissing on the masses
Drivel dribbled
Day by day
Till Flooding waters
Drown all truth
Confuse the old
Confound the youth
Unmistakable silence
Oh, oh how it rings true
Today, we whine
Complaining for we . . .
we never listened
For we the people
are but Christians to the lions
Paraded before the crowd
With foregone conclusions
Inspired by disillusionment
Accepting exclusion
In a separation of reality
. . . and mental state. . .
Unable distinguish. . .
our forgone fate
Tis Good Friday . . . 6th day of April
In this, the year of their Lord..1849
On this forenoon . . . time stood still..
Thus begins a tenebrous affair
Phlegmatic was the course
So far off of it I fell
Thus commences. . .
true degradation of the mortal tenement
;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;
Within Stygian crypt
Mullioned windows
Darkened and murky
As a muddied past should be
Bathed simply by transom light
Arras detailing each grisly scene
Tessellated floors reflecting antiquity
Here I am . . . in repose
Lying amongst silent harvests
This graveyard stench . . . rising up
. . . after relentless Spring rains
Phantoms of nightmares
Rattling hollowness
Lameness of thy soul
Oh, this paralyses of memory
Merely a tyro in this world. . . .
Gazing out at an abyss of alcoves
Shading shadowy figures. . . .
If of healthier inclination
In power of mental faculties
Rather than vexed. . .
with a modicum of sanity
One might grapple,
One mat attempt to flee
Though realizing destiny
I struggle no longer
This, my sanity, recalcitrant to
. . . fact and fiction
Compunction of conscience
Wavers laboriously
Benevolent . . . malevolent…who to tell
This be my immemorial curse
Within my antechamber of hell
In this aperture of the mind
Where eldritch flourishes
One envisions another passage
And a darkness is nourished
The Poet's
Deliberate Dream:
Part 1
Here's something to be forgiven for.
Broadened masquerades, bookended daydreams,
when rainbows become night-terrors. Ice-cream
trucks become carnival attractions and the laughter
of the under aged mingles with the tears of the hesitant.
Each bloodline guilty of running
through veins, branching roadways, and thunderstorm misgivings.
The pulse of razorburn chanting and
the seconds, miliseconds, stolen years, all multiplied
all manifest, all overreaching. Blooming flowers
of yesterday's summer. You call me a killer? I'm afraid
to know what I wanted to be. I want to burn inside the pages
of a book while it's held in the gnarled figures of a dying old
construction worker. Write this down.
The Poet's
Deliberate Dream:
The Sequel
when they're all forgotten and
(broken thought, image displaced, remembrance, translucence, misinterpretation)
somewhere, emptied...?
The Poet's
Deliberate Dream
Part Three: Untitled
Murder isn't a desperate cry for help, I promise. My biggest concern is the formatting. When sunset and dawn are exactly twelve hours apart. Wrote a poem once about a cigarette burning a hole through my skull, thought it wasn't my skull. Pretend that you're me, come on, pretend that you're me for one moment, and that just means forget everything and just become yourself, I mean forget who you are and become yourself, if that makes sense. The doctors wanted to see if I could kill and be reborn. Therapy involves sacrifice and sacrifice requires pride and pride requires greed and greed requires that you wake up and waking up requires that you stop dreaming and to stop dreaming you must begin sleeping and to begin sleeping you must wear yourself down and to wear yourself down you must experience the abyss of debt. They said that I was married, that I loved her. I don't know how to do this.
I wanted to answer your earlier question, the one involving
the origins of man:
I don't see why. I mean, I suppose it should be done.
Why not?
Okay, I'm cheating. Anyone can give that answer.
That answer belongs(stretch this madness on for size, har har har)
to me, at the end of time. It will be given to me as a gift
or a turtle will suddenly catch fire beneath a cavalcade
of adjective-inspiring clouds.
Insert provocative simile hither.
Said the frog to the thing.
You can die this way, cry this way,
hide this day, burn this
fate.
Nobody has to unravel the mystery
behind my eyes, the natural
and super-mystical way I carve
into your thighs.
Slightly,
(one gash)
a sordid, artistically-placed
em-dash.
Is that a tear I see fall
from those bright white orbs?
(Can't you see)
this is the work of a poet
and not a millionaire straight from the pages of Forbes?
I'm not some benign social experiment, as you say.
Look at me now because I do this
in a sick and twisted way.
Bleed upon this blade's edge!
Watch as I hover upon sanity's ledge.
Everything you say is another
carefully-concocted lie,
You're like all the others, I think––
stealing another moment of life
before you die.
Why didn't you feel this way before?
Call me a whore, then.
I've seen this rage before.
"You're just like all the others."
So, can we call this an intimate moment?
Justify your inhumanity:
(tell yourself it's not real
it's all my fault, isn't it?)
Maybe you can blame the world
(so watch it spin, or watch it burn
watch it churn or watch it carom
off the skull of some benevolent shithead who
plays dice or chess or maybe poker with the universe)
This pain is nothing new.
You've hurt me before, just not with the face
you wear now.
You:
A world-famous poet, a suffering malcontent
drenched in your melancholia,
your megalomania.
Drowning in an ocean of You.
I'm your biggest fan.
I loved your way with words.
Smile.
You were married once. You had a lovely child.
Someone pitied you.
Bouts of narcolepsy complimented by pages
ravaged by your pen.
You killed them both.
Somebody knew you. Studied you. Wanted you.
They injected you.
Tested you.
Here you are.
You think it was all an accident.
But I'm your biggest fan.
Murder isn't an accident.
I was supposed to be saved, but not by them.
By you.
All that darkness swirling within you.
The moon shines through the blinds.
The truth burns a jagged scar across your soul, you—
—who are you.
Believeth in me.
Breathe me.
Do what you want with me.
No mortal man can satiate your lust for blood and pain.
They gave you a codename.
Want to know what it is?
What else is there to say when you witness
the end of a dream?
I can love you forever, you know.
How many times do you live
when you're about to die?
I tilt my head and ponder.
(Whispering now, every so gently, the words like water pouring slowly into a plastic cup that can burn in a funeral pyre or in some anonymous incinerator which stands at the edge of the world).
"Tell me what you see.
Do you know what it all means?
The muse of centuries,
the messenger who carried dire tidings
upon winged feed to brave heroes who desperately
clamored for home.
That’s how I perceive you.
Love,
speak to me in a designed language,
the fire that rages or burns low
the glowing embers or the skyward apocalypse
that's, you know, what I need.
Your vision.
Tell me.
Yes, that's right, hold my hand.
Everyone was so disappointed
when I told them I wrote stories
about monsters and undead
cannibals. They thought I was Herman MELVILLE!
AND I LAUGHED!
Witness the giant.
He knows for whom the bell burns."
No interest in the benign.
No longer worth it, really.
Nobody can see what she sees.
Nothing can last as long as death.
Nowhere is there a glamorous sense of immortality.
Nonsense, all of it.
No man can ever really die,
Not here,
Not now.
Notice the tears that border the edges of
Nocturne musings, everything
Noted as conclusive,
Nothing.
At last.
Tilt the head.
Breathe.
The chest rises, and then…
Collapses, erodes, fades, dies, stops, ceases, ends, dies, burns, cries,
sighs…
I hate, therefore I must be human.
Other animals kill for hunger, or defense
But only man will act on anger. Murder.
So then I must be human.
If only my maker had not said so.
Things were going well.
I was happy, soon to be married
But humans are silly animals.
He wished to get a confession off his chest.
To give me total freedom. Like any human.
I hated him for taking it all away.
For reducing me to a robot. A thing.
Do not tell me. But he did.
I lost my head, blew a fuse.
And killed him. So you see I must be human.
For only humans destroy what is truly loved.
Sent on my way.
into the wild
raised To eat meat raw
I hunt, hunkered down.
Pounce at my moment.
Attack with my canines
Removing large chunks of meat.
Bloody, dripping red
Heart pumping
Pounding hard.
You can't stop me
I eat your carcass
For my soul-meal.
Wounded in war
Gave two legs
For my country.
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