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Help Me

Help me as I lie here all broken and bleeding
and lonely:

So desperately in need of the knowledge that
someone

Out there in the vast, dismal reaches of this
cold world,

Is thinking of me tonight-

Is loving me tonight-

Is holding me close to her heart tonight.

Help me to regain my lost innocence and

To find my missing laughter.

Will you please help me to find

The soft and delicate things

That I know exist,

But have been unable to find on my own?

Help me to see the world

Just a little bit brighter – just a little bit
kinder.

Give me the means to lift the

Veil of all-pervasive darkness that has
always

Clung tenaciously to my beleaguered being.

Help me when the nights are so cheerless,

And I lie here aching with only
you

Indelibly etched upon my wounded
consciousness.

Oh will you help me to love today,

And to thank God for all the good things?

All-the-while leading my crucified senses

Away from the oh-so-many bad things?

Will you help me when I’m crying,

And stem the raging flood of tears, when
they

Threaten to blind me to all else but

My own binding sadness?

I think that you just may,

I sincerely think that you just might,

Be the one to bathe me in Heaven’s light.







Demon Seed (Flavia’s Song)

 


When I first saw you

(As only I could see you),

The demons that lurked within you,

Were so conspicuously close to my eyes;

A lesser man can only see your beauty,

Your stark and haunting beauty,

But not the pain and sorrow that beauty
belies.

The God that made you

(And it was in such a strange way that He
made you),

Fashioned you somewhat akin to the
night;

He took a vast expanse of darkness,

A pristine and flawless darkness,

And studded it throughout, with stars
blazing bright.

So from thence was made a woman

(A sad and splendid woman),

Majestic, yet still one that clings to life
tenuously;

A perfection composed of dark and light,

An enrapturing soul filled with darkness and
light,

A startlingly symmetrical, electrical
dichotomy.

So now I am helplessly in love

(I have no choice at all but to be in
love),

With she who hides her best from the
ignorant eye;

For I myself, was made in a similar way,

And though my beauty has long since been
taken away,

It would still be a cataclysm – she and
I!

 







All the Pretty People

 


All the pretty people,

Looking oh-so-very pretty in their cars;

Don’t you love those pretty people,

As they sin beneath the stars?

All the pretty people,

How they dearly love to be seen;

I think I saw a King by the bar,

And by the dance-floor – a Queen.

All the pretty people,

How they love their drugs and alcohol
strong!

Ever, ever in the mood for a party,

Wherever one may be found.

All the pretty people,

Desperately in love with the night;

High-fashion, art-deco vampires,

Passing out before morning’s first
light.

All the pretty people,

I’m afraid that they don’t notice me;

Perhaps I’m not glamorous enough,

To gain me social notoriety.

Alas my poor poor pretty people,

Soon you’ll grow old and fade away;

And along will come new pretty people,

To take up your places and play.

 


 








We Fucked and We Cried

 


We fucked and we cried,

And in some real way:

A certain innocence died.

The whole world became

So much more the colder;

We felt so much more the older.

And somehow we both knew,

That our friendship now lay

Raped and abandoned before us.

And she was so damn far away

From me on that wretched bed;

Not a word between us

Was dared be said;

For the damage was right there –

Suspended in the stagnant air;

Parading grotesquely before

Our sightless, staring eyes.

Can love be so easily

Trampled into nothing?

Can so much bad result

From one careless act?

He wished he could take it back.

He wishes that he could

Make it how it used to be.

But now it has become

Depressingly, distressingly clear:

That they fucked and they cried,

And this they cannot reconcile;

And now there will be nothing but

A silent, shamefaced parting.

 










Smoke

 


I pull the smoke deep down inside my
lungs,

And hold it there – I hold it dear;

And nothing in the world

Can make me release it;

At least, until I get

All that I can from it.

And it doesn’t matter if

All this smoke burns my lungs;

And it doesn’t matter

If all this smoke

Makes my eyes water.

I will hold it until

My lungs turn black.

I will hold it until

This world falls flat on its face.

I will hold it

Until I’m blind and dead,

And all that has to

Has been said.

And everything else is gone.

 








Every Time I Masturbate

 


Every time I masturbate,

I drown you deeper and deeper

Into my mind.

And I can’t stop squeezing you,

Or trying to push apart the walls;

Wedging your image, reamed

Screaming, painfully close,

Tickle of blood, streaming

Down the mental channels.

As I moan, hearing you moan

In my little lust-film,

Reeling and reeling to

This chaining feeling.

Every time I masturbate,

I make you mine

Even more completely.

I deepen my possession to an

Almost supernatural intensity.

I will find freedom

As the white worm travels

Along its suicide ride;

Leaping, spilling, dying;

As my temporary need

Is sated, but

Cursed to return.

 


 








Exposed

 


I lie here exposed

In the face of my very real

Mental suffering; and I

Don’t know where to turn

To seek reprieve from

The crucifying forces

Writhing here and there

Upon my exposed mind.

There’s a throbbing

On both sides of my head,

And a collapsing emptiness

On the inside of my stomach.

I’m exposed to so many

Dark influences that are

Eating away – having their way

With this abandoned

And aching boy.

There’s something

Very wrong about all this.

There’s something

Patently unfair about all this.

I wish I could think

So that I could argue my case,

But my mind is simply too

Rack’d to formulate thought.

 


 










I Look Out My Window

 


I look out my window,

And consider my life, consider the
world;

Feeling hopelessly inadequate

In the face of it all.

Not knowing what I should

Do or think or feel.

I look out my window,

Growing sadder, feeling sicker;

And I can’t stand how

Insignificant I am

In the cosmic scheme of things.

I want to more than matter:

I want to matter more than anything.

And I don’t know if I can swing it;

I don’t know if I’ll ever be allowed.

I sometimes think that the wait

Is the worst part of it all;

The wait and the uncertainty,

Of whether or not

It will ever happen.

 


 








My Springtime Angel

 


All the most brilliant rays of sunshine,

Are caught forever in the strands of your
hair;

And the deepest ocean green of your
eyes,

Reflects your soul’s secret treasure buried
there.

When I had you near and watched you
dancing,

I all but fainted from that sweet enchanting
sight;

And if God would grant me but one tender
wish,

It would be to dance with you again
tonight.

Ever single moment with you is
special,

Your every word and touch, precious and
sacred to me;

All I hope is the world proves gentle and
kind,

And many more of such moments will soon
be.

 


 








Uncertitude

 


All alone in the world tonight…

Affecting nothing, achieving nothing.

And I really would have

Chosen to be happy if I could have.

But alas: the world wouldn’t let me.

And I must admit that it all

Gets so much harder with age:

To watch the years

Hop, skip and jump on by.

I reach out and try to grab them;

But invariably they elude

My beseeching, forlorn fingers.

I feel like I’m balancing

Between here, there and everywhere.

The whole world is above me,

And below me, and all round me;

With place and purpose uncertain,

But with wants and needs extreme.

Soon I’ll be going into the poetic again,
and

Drown myself in my own twisting
confusion.

 


 










It Could Be Religion

 


It could be religion – you and I,

Shooting through the universe,

And dancing through the sky.

It could be religion,

You and I every day,

We could build a church with our souls,

And answer the prayers that we pray.

It could be religion,

If the two of us believe;

We could have steeples tall

And marble altars,

And anything else we conceive.

It could be religion,

Built with love and pain and faith;

We’ll have feast days,

A million holy days,

And in a million ways we’ll celebrate.

It could be religion,

Are you ready to

Build one with me?

One to bring comfort to our

Battered bodies and lives,

One to quell our insidious insanity.

 


 








When My Love Dies

 


When my love dies…it dies hard,

And it carries all before it,

Refusing to be hindered in its

Malignant march forward;

Rage being its legs,

And hatred being its mind.

And woe be to anyone

Who gets in the way

Of the death of my love;

Because they shall be trampled,

They shall be crushed,

They shall be stomped out

Of existence for now

And for all time.

When my love dies,

So do all the colours

In the spectrum.

All the colours that is…

Except black. Because black

Is the colour of

The absence of light

In the world, and also

The absence of light in my life.

 


 










April Fool’s Day

 


I’m dying inside,

But still I pretend to be happy for you.

For your sake,

I put aside my own personal tragedy,

So that I may protect you

From the knowledge of the horror

That’s eating away inside of me.

Oh child of April Fool’s:

Your life has been nothing

But a series of cruelties.

It’s so unfair.

You shouldn’t have

To live through such

Terrible circumstances.

You should have been

Born into happiness.

But alas: pain is all

You’ll most likely ever know,

Until death finds you

On a kind and merciful day,

And gives you the peace

Which you long for,

And so richly deserve.

 


 








That Night

 


If I could live for a thousand years,

I don’t think I can ever be

As happy as I was on that night,

When all the planets aligned

And all the stars converged,

And everything felt as though

It was how it’s supposed to be.

The real tragedy of this existence,

Is that such nights are fleeting

In actuality, but immortal in memory;

And the lust and hunger for

A second chance – a chance

To explore every nuance of the
perfection,

Burns acutely for the fractured soul.

And is Heaven a perpetual state

Of such immaculate nights?

If it isn’t, then indeed it would be

A poor reward best not sought after.

I want my Heaven to be that night,

With the same players and

The same glorious circumstances,

Laid out before me into infinity.


Dispel My Ironies

Would you forgive my sins

And love me in spite of all

My failings and imperfections?

Would you love me even though

I’ve done so many things

Which would suggest

That I am unworthy of

Such a divine consignment?

Would you place your faith in me,

When no one else has ever

Believed enough in me to do so?

Would you dispel my ironies,

And blunt fate’s cruelties,

Which I seem to experience

With disproportionate frequency?

Would you look beyond

The blinding forces

That life tends to throw

Before the eyes of

All those whom I most wish

Could see me clearly?

Dispel my ironies and be the only one


I Want To Be Your Poet

 


I want to be your poet…

And your poet alone.

I want to use you

And be used by you;

Engaging in a relationship

That is unhealthy in the extreme.

I want to know you

In ways that no one

Should ever know anyone else.

I want what we share

To be unholy and pure.

I want to distil the

World’s vulgarities out of us.

Only then shall we create

A confluence which is unique

In all of human history:

A union of such perversity,

That it defies any sort

Of ready classification.

Murder hesitation now,

And enter into my psychosis.

 








Ripple

 


Here I lie:

Marinating in the stench of my sin;

But I couldn’t help it,

Because I was humbled

Before your swollen immensity,

Tantalising my mind;

Moulding my fantasies.

I curse myself

When I remember the past.

Could I have done what

Tonight seems so delicious?

Maybe I can reconstruct

The past sometime

In the near future.

But do I dare?

Should I move

Heaven and Earth to do

What should not be done?

But I believe – with my

Doubtful moral fortitude –

That one does not live

Aside from the doing of

Those things that one

Most ardently regrets.

What else is there? Alas:

It is time to sin again.

 


 








Remorse

 


I am the stained sick god of regret,

Who dwells alone in shame and confusion;

Existing only with a vague and distorted
impression

Of what is good and what is

Being virginal in the truest sense of the
word.

And the day of confession seems a

Lifetime of guilt-racked moments away.

Can I make it to the priest before

My seething self-loathing forces my
hand?

It is almost impossible to convey

With accuracy to the clear-conscience,

The absolute feeling of impending
collapse

Festering in one such as I;

Because words cannot help but fail.

Brooding in abject darkness has

Become my lot in life, because

I cannot stand myself any more.

Reality has become a perpetual death
watch,

That lingers on and on and on.

Death itself has started to acquire the
qualities

Of a fantastical utopian myth.

I’ve started to become convinced that

It will never ever arrive.

I’ve started believing that I am
revolving

In some kind of cyclical Hindu hell and

Am trapped forever in a constant
negative

State of nothing, that will never offer

And semblance of redemption.

 



Closer to Perfection

 


Come with me my beautiful one,

I am done – I am finished;

I have said everything that they

Have allowed me to, and now:

There is nothing else except you.

Let us move closer to perfection-

I have survived their
rejection,

But still I rest in silence

Waiting for you to save me.

Come with me my sweet child,

I have been defiled,

They have taken everything

Away from me that I have

Ever loved – all those things

That I hold to be sacred;

All but that which I regard

As being most precious;

They have taken everything, but

Still they have not stolen you.

So now I look to you with

Longing and with hope,

Yearning that my silent plea –

The mute evidence of tragedy

In my doleful gaze, touches you

In that special secret place –

That place they could never,

Without your consent, invade.

That gentle area of which they
have

Absolutely no knowledge of.

That place should be mine,

And mine exclusively; for I have

Suffered each and every day of my

Miserable existence for it,

And I know how to tend it, and

Treat it with the delicacy and awe

Which it deserves, and because only

I have attained the spiritual maturity

Necessary for such a divine task.

If you refuse me – if you deny my

Dearest need, I shall be irretrievably

Lost, and your splendour will be

Eternally hidden and wasted.

 



All My Poems are About You

 


All my poems are about you.

I thought that I could

Deceive you into thinking that

They were about other people,

But I guess that you are

Far too clever and perceptive for me.

Who am I to stand in the way

Of your rampant and rapine psychosis?

Who am I to deny our symbiosis?

The illogic of it all is irrelevant

In the cosmic scheme to things.

What does it matter if I have

Never even met you?

What does it matter if I

Never even knew your name?

The only important fact

Is that somehow, your essence

Has filtered though the fabric

Of this existence and lodged itself

Firmly into my inspiration centre.

Now I cannot help but write words

That immortalise every facet

Of your life and your wonder.

So now that it has been

Established beyond doubt,

That I am nought but a conduit for

Emanations from your being,

One question inevitably arises:

When are we going to meet?

 








Saving Grace

 


Lord, if it be Your will:

Please grant my lungs the ability and the
capacity,

To consume and hold within momentarily,

One last drag of delicious, sumptuous
tobacco,

And let its mystical tendrils

Leap a final time into my failing brain,

So that that dying membrane may
experience,

Before its expiration, what it is to be
truly alive.

Let the nicotine excite every
nerve-ending,

Causing them to jump and sway madly
before

They must surrender to their transient
nature,

And rot and dissolve amidst the worms

Below the surface of the Earth.

Let my waning body have another chance

To know terrestrial bliss before its
imminent collapse,

So that my soul would be better prepared

To enter into the realm of the Divine.

And I pity those who have never,

In their entire lives, tasted your
enchanting kiss;

Those who actually spend their annoying
lives

Trying to deny others your saving grace,

In their endless unkindness and
stupidity.

 


 








Squeeze

 


I have to wring poetry out of

Every little twitch in my somnolent
life.
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