THE ULTIMATE POETRY COLLECITON 2003 BOOK #07 ONLY HURT Tears form rivers, Before my eyes - Salt rivers, Through my cracked surface; You’re watched as seconds pass by, You’re watched as hours come too, But nothing comes to save you, And you realise, This world is a load of crap, There’s no such thing as love, Only hurt’s tap; February 7, 2003 SALT CITY LIGHTS I lay here, And I think, “How can it be?” The one thing, You ever wanted to be, Can never be seen through - And you can’t move or see, Anything but salt city. February 7, 2003 SUNK AND WIZED She never wanted, Or asked for a lot, One man is all she wanted, A heartless and a psycho is all she got; Now she’s sunk in rot, Cause she can’t escape, And the wire’s wrapping, Around necks nape; February 7, 2003 PREPARE FOR BURIAL Dig the soil, For my early grave, I can’t last any longer, Keep getting weaker not stronger; February 7, 2003 TO MY GRAVE Don’t think, I’ll be going anywhere, But to a grave, In the air; Cause life just can’t exist, When every-thing's gone amiss, And I’m under dead leaves; I can’t breathe. February 7, 2003 BACK BENEATH ZERO Hopelessness, Surround, Feet touch glass, And broken vase; She’s back, In the ditch, She sunk into, Two years ago - She doesn't climb high, Only crawls below; She’s back beneath zero, No hope for life, Let alone a hero; February 7, 2003 TELL ME WHY Tell me why? What did I do? When all I lived for, Was the thought we’d be a two; Why couldn’t you come? Why couldn’t we be one? And make that sun; Wasn’t I enough to stay for? Was I too imperfect for you? Is that what made you run away, Rather then run to? February 7, 2003 RELEASING GOD’S ARMY I’ve walked far and wide, Seen how people are, And it’s time to let, Food's army out of the jar, Reign goodness again, On this toopsy turvey earth, Bring respectability and healing, Back to the soils ripped shirts; February 7, 2003 SHOWING THE STAR So many, Are so blind, Makes me want to scream, Out my mind. All people are, Are zombies, Seeing blankness and no star - Sight limited, To coins and folds of green, Brain barely ticking; So accepting, With each faze of right and wrong, Not questioning, Not biting, Or if so they stay seated - Give up on fighting; I’m going to join with my equal, And make the star, Together we’ll show people, What purity is, And inspire them to live; February 7, 2003 MISSION TWO Within the tomb of darkness, In her Ancient pain, She stumbles across a window pane – Peering through, She sees everything she stayed blind to, And the things she forgot she cared about; Wiping off her childish pout, She saw she could help clear the land, When in that equals hands, And knew him she would go to, As she set forth on mission two; February 7, 2003 EARTHS WORTHIEST ONE Going to the one, Most worthy of my love; Joining with the one, Who sees spirits and stars above; Yeah combining with the one, Who’s perfectly good within; The one who can rule well, With me beside him. February 7, 2003 SOWER OF DREAMS She woke up and saw, Looks and high attractiveness, Wasn’t nearly as important, As finding a pure soul, To feed her pure medicine, To make her sour soul whole; For she saw how lethally sick she could still be, So she knew she had to get to he, The healer of the three, The masked sower of dreams seeds. February 7, 2003 GOODWILL SACRIFICES For good causes, Sacrifices must be made - And even though, She’s not really all that attracted - Wouldn’t watch him for hours like the other two boys - She knows they’d be best friends, Hold much in common to full-fill the bend, And hold love purely pure, To shine through earth's sewer. February 7, 2003 SOMETHING MORE She can’t help but wonder, Though Mr Purity seems to fit exactly, She can’t help but wonder, Is there something more? Wandering undercover on earth's floor; He apparently fits exactly - But she’s unsure - Maybe she just wants everything, On her door, An M perfect angel, To make High King, Make her fully soar and sing; She can’t help but wonder, Though Mr Purity seems to fit exactly, She can’t help but wonder, Is there something more? Wandering undercover on earth's floor; Masked man means hidden, Does it not? And he’s not hidden, He’s displayed on covers, Lights blinding through shutters, Which makes her think, Maybe he’s not Mr Exactly; She can’t help but wonder, Though Mr Purity seems to fit exactly, She can’t help but wonder, Is there something more? Wandering undercover on earth's floor; She’s keeping him, In the back of her mind - But she’s still searching, Until she meets her ray; Continuously searching, For a pin in the hay; She can’t help but wonder, Though Mr Purity seems to fit exactly, She can’t help but wonder, Is there something more? Wandering undercover on earth's floor; February 7, 2003 SOMETHING NOT RIGHT Something says, Not right, not right; Some ring says, Keep tight, keep tight; One day your hero, Will walk into sight, And you’ll know, Pure delight. Mr Purity , Is a little to interested, In using her face, To stand next to his, In Hollywood gates - Makes something inside, Say “Don’t be hasty, Just play it right, And you’ll find your kite;” For something says, Not right, not right; Some ring says, Keep tight, keep tight; One day your hero, Will walk into sight, And you’ll know, Pure delight. So she’s walking, Still in search, For someone like her, Naturally good, And from the wood; Looking for someone, Like her blue eyed angel, To cure the tangle, Fix her broken bangle. Cause something says, Not right, not right; Some ring says, Keep tight, keep tight; One day your hero, Will walk into sight, And you’ll know, Pure delight. February 7, 2003 FIND HER ONE She doesn't care, What the world do - She’s going to find, Her one, Her golden sun, Who’s not interested, In owning her, Or making a statement; Just interested, In living in a normal place, Enjoying life a simple life, As they live in their own bubble, Away from worldly strife, Only to be welcomed, In their own Heavenly realm, At the end of life’s film. February 7, 2003 UNFORGETABLE SPIRIT You suck, You spiritual fool; Totally suck, I measure everyone against your shoe. Gosh I hate you, I wish I never knew; You are the biggest idiot, On earth's pew. February 7, 2003 LATE NIGHT REVOLUTION It’s late at night, And I’m typing this, My eyes are tired, But my soul is fired; I’ve searched long and hard, But finally I know, The Ancient one, The filler, The curer, The polished shine, He who makes Earth's soil sublime; He’s the rain-maker, And I’m his sunshine – And I must say, His blue eyes are sublime; Under his seat, Lies a trove of magical treats - Plays everything I love, The way I like, So Heaven’s keys soar expertly above; And most importantly, He knows me exactly, He can fill me on what I forgot, Tell when I’m sick, hurt or in grot; There is no doubt, He is the forgotten one, Whom I knew once, When I was oh so young; Now I have to work on shining my sun; I’m not sure exactly, How I’m going to see this feat through, But somehow I have to get out there, And make it so he can see me, So him I can talk to; February 7, 2003 THINKING I’m thinking, thinking, Are we meant to be? Thinking, thinking, From him I could learn greatly; Blinking, blinking, He knows me; Thinking, thinking, Is he he to take me to greenery? Or are we something lost? Not sure – have to at least meet, And see if it’s possible for me to throne his seat; February 7, 2003 OVERLOOKER OR PARTAKER Perhaps he’s one, Just watching, always watching, Or maybe he’s the secret to the unknown wall; I’m not sure, Only one way to see, Maybe he’s the over-looker of me, a vizier - Or maybe there’s a flame to be; I don’t know – can only show and see. February 7, 2003 BIG MANS BLAST Oh I know he’s a wild stallion, Running on a big man's plain - But he knows everything, Has the locked box of a talisman, The star plan for high homeland, On his star I want to blast away. He’s got smooth hands, Heavenly skin, And a soul-filled voice, Which tremors through everything; He’s got such a clever mind, Which just pumps prose out, And a clean reckless side, Which makes me say, With you I have to fly away; Oh I know he’s a wild stallion, Running on a big man's plain - But he knows everything, Has the locked box of a talisman, The star plan for high homeland, On his star I want to blast away. February 8, 2003 WITHIN SAFETY’S CARRIAGE She walks down streets, Empty deserted plains they are - She walks fast, As a stranger looms behind her; She peeks in mirrors, Wondering what kind of eyes glow, Are they indeed from friend or foe? She walks to a light, He trails as she heads towards nearby rails, Heart feeling nails and ice pales; A carriage sweeps by, Stops when she gives a wave; She jumps in and is off, Sighs as threatening lights turn off. February 8, 2003 EVERYTHING EXACTLY Her heart builds steam, Like it’s a smoking machine - Soul becomes wrapped and put back in place, As she eyes a forgotten face; She reads his name aloud, Inside there’s a thimbles ting - Spirit becomes effervescent and tingly, She knows he’s everything exactly; February 8, 2003 THE MISSING PART He’s an elder, With a heart of young - A good bad guy, A lot of fun; He throws cream pie, Into the heart - He is the missing part. February 8, 2003 HOT AND COLD CONTROLLED He’s the hot and cold controlled; The warm trustworthy arms, You safely let hold, The reasoning voice, When you’re confused about choice, The tosser out, When you start to rule and shout, The caring aid, When you’re cut against a blade, And the lecturing flame, When you cause a crack or stain; Yeah he’s hot and cold controlled. He can sing out hurt, He can sing out rage - Each time he does, He causes trembles along skins surface, From the forceful passion, Of the loving words he fashion's; He’s the hot and cold controlled; The warm trustworthy arms, You safely let hold, The reasoning voice, When you’re confused about choice, The tosser out, When you start to rule and shout, The caring aid, When you’re cut against a blade, And the lecturing flame, When you cause a crack or stain; Yeah he’s hot and cold controlled. He can hand down a rose, From the air, Smash glass, And leave it there; The highest angel, With devilish underwear, The stitcher and tearer of a dare; He’s the hot and cold controlled; The warm trustworthy arms, You safely let hold, The reasoning voice, When you’re confused about choice, The tosser out, When you start to rule and shout, The caring aid, When you’re cut against a blade, And the lecturing flame, When you cause a crack or stain; Yeah he’s hot and cold controlled. February 8, 2003 AN ELECTRIC LIFT It’s funny, How rules you strictly push, Can suddenly shift, With an electric lift; But I don’t care, Our love would be a blissful gift, Our friendship something to be cherished - So I’d make that rift, Let you give me an electric lift. So I wouldn’t be your first and only - You’d be mine, I’d make our joining holy; I’m putting my cards at your feet, Only you can pick them up, I want to sit on your seat. It’s funny, How rules you strictly push, Can suddenly shift, With an electric lift; But I don’t care, Our love would be a blissful gift, Our friendship something to be cherished - So I’d make that rift, Let you give me an electric lift. Can’t get this excited, And bowl it over - When I turn my head, I want you by my shoulder; So if you hold a voice that says “I long to hold her,” Well I say to you “Come right on over;” It’s funny, How rules you strictly push, Can suddenly shift, With an electric lift; But I don’t care, Our love would be a blissful gift, Our friendship something to be cherished - So I’d make that rift, Let you give me an electric lift. February 8, 2003 ELEMENTAL EXPLOSION The girl by the parked car, Stares dreamily, Up ahead, At the calm open collared guy, Casually overlooking, A friend, Dancing on earth's floor; He unexpectedly glances over, She jumps to a new plane - Completely absorbed, In a feeling which blew a thousand ways, With a thousand winds, And a thousand flames, Blooming a thousand flowers, Throughout hearts ice capped frames; She turns her head, Feeling her cheeks embarrassingly heat - But this posture she doesn't keep; After a few split seconds, She looks back again; He smiles slightly, She gets hit by white lightning - And gets blown to a celestial highway, When his voice whispers, “Hey little girl you wanna play?” February 8, 2003 A STRING OF THE UNCOMPARED The student, Never thought she’d fall for a teacher - But the minute he walked into the room, She felt more the sweet peach hit her; And the way he stared, She knew it was shared, It was a string of the uncompressed. February 8, 2003 BLASTING ON UNTAMED WINGS He parked by the girl by the street-side, And said, “Hey baby come for a ride, And dance all day, As we travel a blind hot highway;” She smiled and said “Ok;” right away, Even though there stood a thousand reasons , Which would normally make her look away; They blasted on tires that flamed, And caused a rumble on wings untamed; February 8, 2003 FREE LAND RIDER He rode up, On a motor bike - Sandy dust, Spinning on it’s wheels, And smiled at the girl, Standing in her polished unstained heels, And said, “It’s a shame, To see you wasting here, True shame, To see you on your lacquered pier; Why don’t you come with me? To my land – land of the free;” She smiled, And teasingly “Uhmed;” As if she would say no - For a moment his gaze fell, As she caught him under a sun sick spell; Then she caught him again as the wind carried her next breath, Of a whispered word saying yes. They played their own game, Of wasting and staining the unstained pier, Then he revved the engine, And took her to the free land, Where they never felt, A single stone in sand. February 8, 2003 ONLY A HUSBAND Only a husband, Could talk the way you do, Makes me think “Ooh, What exactly did I put you through?” As you say “Hey – I love you, And you push me away; So go, I don’t need you anyway;” Every little word you say, Shows an intimate side, Rather then plain fact - It’s so apparent there’s a history, A long forgotten story, Which I miss already; And I want you to be the husband, And take me to home’s pew, Where I can think “Ooh, I love this being with you;” As you say “Hey – I love you, This is a great day, Lets go rebuild that cloud nine highway;” February 8, 2003 INVIGORATING FANTASY Hope you don’t mind, If I fantasise, Cause you make something, Steam hot, hot, hot; One sung word, And I’m skittering in a fox trot, And one look into those eyes, And phew! I feel I’m melting inside. So I hope you don’t mind if I fantasise, But you make me feel alive. Never thought, A person could crawl under; No never thought, I’d get off that bad time blunder; But then my ear started hearing you - That was impressive in itself - And then I discovered your blue, And phew! Phew! I found myself on an overheated pew; Hope you don’t mind, If I fantasise, Cause you make something, Steam hot, hot, hot; One sung word, And I’m skittering in a fox trot, And one look into those eyes, And phew! I feel I’m melting inside. So I hope you don’t mind if I fantasise, But you make me feel alive. If you see me and I happen to be dancing, Forgive me if it’s you I’m dancing for, As I heat the rustic floor; You just fire me up, Like no one before; Not usually such reckless abandonment to rules, Would I turn out the door, But if you want the end of your inner war, You might want to clean and open you’re door, Giving me the cue to crash through and burn your wall; Hope you don’t mind, If I fantasise, Cause you make something, Steam hot, hot, hot; One sung word, And I’m skittering in a fox trot, And one look into those eyes, And phew! I feel I’m melting inside. So I hope you don’t mind if I fantasise, But you make me feel alive. February 8, 2003 UNCONTROLABLY SMOKING I get so hot, Heart hammers and flames, And I don’t know from where these feelings came - But here I am, Smoking, smoking; Yes here I stand, Liked a heated flame, Smoking, smoking, All the way, For a man whose eyes say, “I hate you love – stay, Actually on second thought I’m no good go away;” Gosh I want you, You’re Hell on wheels, Yet good through and through; You make heat fan and fire, My breath does not retire. And I get so hot, Heart hammers and flames, And I don’t know From where these feelings came - But here I am, Smoking, smoking; Yes here I stand, Liked a heated flame, Smoking, smoking, All the way, For a man whose eyes say, “I hate you love – stay, Actually on second thought I’m no good go away;” February 9, 2003 HEY YOU Hey you, Why don’t you stop saying, “ I have to watch you go away;” And come pick me up, Take me home all the way, So we can make fires on the hay; I’m sweltering, I know you’re that element I’ve been searching for - You make me so hot, I can’t feel sore; So take me away to your place, And let’s make something hot and real by the fireplace. February 9, 2003 ALWAYS REBUFFED FROM A HEART Seems, Every guy, Who makes me alive, Can only say, “Go away,” Cause I’m some , Heaven sent princess, Who only deserves God in her dress; I found the one, From when I was young - He’s a free spirit, Oh so wild, With fires that ignite, Set me alight; Eleven years older, But Hell what do I care, I feel torrential under his thunder stare; But nothing could ever happen, Cause off daydreams, Every guy, Who makes me alive, Can only say, “Go away,” Cause I’m some, Heaven sent princess, Who only deserves God in her dress; So here I go, Shoulder turn to shoulder turn, To be a moving statue, Acting out a play, Of a beginning I care nothing about; Just an empty flask crying all the way, Feeling sick to the womb, Having to be with that God, Mr Perfect and pure – I’m cringing; This is a rape well as the world’s put under some obsessive spell. And I can’t get out cause, Every guy, Who makes me alive, Only turn to say, “Go away,” Cause I’m some, Heaven sent princess, Who only deserves God in her dress; February 9, 2003 SHRINE OF SUBLIME Making a shrine, To that blue eyed sunshine, Which I can stare at all the time, While I’m acting out a sick play, Of being in utmost love, While inside I’m crying all the way; My wall of pictures of sublime That’s what I’ll be staring at in my spare time, While living within yet another tower; Nothing’s going to break me though, Anyone who dares give me an order, Will hear my stubborn foot stamp down, As I stare my evil frown; Yeah I’ll keep him my Ancient one, On my wall framed, To give me supremacy's fires, Of the unexplained, Pushing me on tires, On days when I’m so sick from living on brick, He’ll be my spiritual healing stick – my hero when I’m at zero. February 9, 2003 HEAD ANGEL I’m so in love with my Head Angel, He’s that Ancient mystery, The guy I’ve always been wanting to see - He’s such a mature devilish angel, The one always staring on me; He’s got the mixture, To free me for eternity, With his voice of thunder, Eyes of dark sapphire - King in my empire, My husband by night’s fire; Makes me so crazy, As soil emits the haze from within me. I’m so in love with my Head Angel, He’s that Ancient mystery, The guy I’ve always been wanting to see - He’s such a mature devilish angel, The one always staring on me; He sees me muck around, And isn’t afraid to take me down, Though I pull him up; Yeah just slams down that ice cup - He wraps me up; Can’t I break the acidic spells cup? Lift him him to take an earthbound throne, We can rule and own? I’m so in love with my Head Angel, He’s that Ancient mystery, The guy I’ve always been wanting to see - He’s such a mature devilish angel, The one always staring on me; February 9, 2003 FIRE MOUNTAIN Want to move, To fire mountain, Where Zeus, Shakes inside Hell’s gate; Ever since I saw his shoe, I’ve ached to move, To fire mountain; Can’t I go to fire mountain? Well no one can say no - My first stop’s fire mountain. February 9, 2003 THE TRUE MEANING OF LOVE Now I know, The true meaning of love, From a man fair and true, Fashioned in solid stone; I could never own him - He knows he could never own me, He’s my teacher, Inspiration to rebuild and recoup, As well as the dying flame under my boot; He can expertly recite the meaning behind, Every tremble on my skin - Knows me so well – knows everything; He’s the bringer of rain, Surely with a sun, We’d be the fair, Equalling one; But I lost it didn’t I? When I forgot and wandered blind, And time spent against us; I’ve only just regained sight, To know why I fell, Didn’t I? February 9, 2003 NO BARRICADING REASON I haven’t lost anything - I’ve never touched skin, Or worn ring; There’s no reason, For being someone I’m not, Moving for something, I think is dead pot; There’s no reason, I can’t step into my own season, And find that Ancient something, Which gives me reason, Alongside summery days out of season; February 9, 2003 THE WORLD OF THE REAL TRUE AND FAIR Screw the world- That’s not love out there; Here’s the hot and cold, Of the real, true and fair. I ain’t following written words, I’m stepping out and pushing back cold trout, And grasping that rock hard shiver, Who thinks the only place I’m going is New York square; Well I’ll surprise him as I make my New World, My world of the real, true, and fair. February 9, 2003 OFFICERING ENTICEMENT If I offer him anything - He’ll never say no; I’m his supreme weakness, Offering enticement in a dress. February 9, 2003 SEARCHING FOR THE MYTHICAL ONE The mythical roads, Is what she follows, One’s hidden on earth, Which need special sight to see; Yeah she’s searching, Through those mythic trails, For the mythic entity, The grumbler of skies, The shaker of ground - Yeah she’s not leaving, Until Zeus is found. February 9, 2003 FAITHFULL LOVE Faithful love, Does not begin, With the wearing of rounded tin; It begins, When someone’s soul, Wraps around your heart, And fills the spot within you; Love bound in a spiritual shoe, Rather then stamped on a card, Emptily reading “All life with you;” While souls eye each other hard. February 9, 2003 NO REASON AGAINST THE SAFE RIDE OF THE WRIGGLING WORM He loves me, And fire burns, Even though, He’s taken, Marriage, And his fair turn of turns; If he can hold me close, And keep me feeling how I do, Where every-thing's clear, And there is no rue, Cause trust is firm, Making the world a safe wriggling worm, A bumpy ride with nothing to fear; Then there’s no reason why, I wouldn’t knock on his pier. February 9, 2003 FLAMING SOMETHING I want so bad, That man who makes me hot - Whoa – I’m steaming, I’m on fire; Who is this guy? Who makes me internally combust - Who fits, My envisioned, And knows every secret division; I need to know him, He’s something, Holds some incision, And I don’t know, Where it comes from; This isn’t a normal thing, I’m flaming here. February 9, 2003 WIZE ONE’S VISION He makes me see, More and more, No rules to follow, No wrong or right door - There’s just a winding track, On which I can follow, And at any time double back, To get to the right track. February 9, 2003 MORAL ABOUT HOT STEAM Obviously, Something didn’t keep - Maybe we were once, A wonderful thing, Which brought harshness’ stream, As well as undying steam; Cause obviously, Something didn’t keep right - Otherwise why would I have turned? Why would we loose something tight? If it was such a wonderful sight; Again - like M - we’re the same, Yet too different to get along; Maybe the moral is, Hot steam is not everything. February 9, 2003 NICE RIDE OF FANTASY That was a nice fantasy ride, Hot, hot, smart, smart sight – But obviously it’s always fantasy, Even when I say, “Ooh I want to run away;” Obviously it’s a fantasy I meet, Cause I never actually move my feet. February 9, 2003 HERO No matter what, I have a hero, My brown haired, Blue eyed elder; I’m posting him on my wall, Forever more, ever all; Cause he’s that something, More precious then everything. February 9, 2003 DRIVING WITH A HERO She grasps her framed picture, Of her hero, Starts up the car, And keeps driving on the track, Waiting to find her first and only, Reintroduce this world to all that is holy; February 9, 2003 HOME OF GREENS This was never about, Playing out a holy war - It was about finding my one, And going home; Looking always looking was I, For that special man, With brown hair, blue eye; And I found him, And though he says, “Go away;” I know that’s just a reaction to my face, As it strikes him shattering hearts plate; And he is my Ancient one, The moody, brooding, womaniser, Totally crazy; I don’t understand a lot, But he knows how to treat me right, Give me what I like, So I see happy sight; If I failed to go to him, It would be because, I found a true love I loved better, Making me one less from the harem atop Heaven’s stair - And so far no-one’s equals the flaming star; So I might have to, Take my wings, And go to, My home of greens. February 9, 2003 GOING TO WHERE I BELONG Going back, To the arms, Where I belong - Where I can do what I like, And know he’ll be there, To keep me strong, As I’ll be there, To keep him firm, As he grows fern after fern, On his love land of bliss, Where nothing is amiss; February 9, 2003 THAT BOY She eyes an ancient picture, She sighs at it’s savoy - Gosh it’s so true, She did love that boy; February 9, 2003 ONE COMPANION If I could take one companion, I know who that would be; The only one I ever truly love on this land, Who could touch my hand, I’d know I’d be safe - Mr Cool, Mr great; Yeah I’d take T on my friendship plate. February 9, 2003 BE HIS FIZZ There’s nothing, I want on this land - Except to go back, To that Ancient one, Who’s so fun, And knows exactly, How to treat me right; Husband spirit, Who I’ve been searching for - The only one I ever, Wanted on my floor; The cranker of rain, I love him – haven’t been running away, Just been looking for him, Every night, every day, And now I know who he is - I need to make it, Be his life’s fizz. February 9, 2003 SUPERNOVA STAR Drink me up, Cup after cup - You know I’m for you, Always been; Your features never left my sight, Just the face, Faded away, Until I had trouble, Seeing the one who blew me away; Now I see you - You make me so hot, I don’t know what to do; I’m tossing and turning, Just one thought; And I’m spurning, Till satin pink steam, Pours out from my mouth. I’m hot, hot, hot, Get lost within this feeling - I’m yearning for you to hold, Like you’re an expertly well remembered fold; But no I don’t remember exactly who you are, Just my body and soul, Recognise you as greatly familiar. February 9, 2003 FANNING FLAMES I’m so very hot, How can I make this feeling stop? It’s not a normal thing, I’m sitting still and I’m sweltering; No it’s not a normal feeling - I don’t know where it comes from; Don’t know the inner spring, Just sitting, Thinking his name, And I’m experiencing, Boil through my veins, From my fanning flames; We all know I’d never go with a married man, Jealousy at not being number one, Have before made me run and hide; But not this time – this time it’s like I don’t care, I see his wife as a beauty of rare, And it doesn't stop me from getting hot, Or thinking I want him to make the heat stop - I think my heart’s about to popcorn pop! I’m so very hot, How can I make this feeling stop? It’s not a normal thing, I’m sitting still and I’m sweltering; No it’s not a normal feeling - I don’t know where it comes from; Don’t know the inner spring, Just sitting, Thinking his name, And I’m experiencing, Boil through my veins, From my fanning flames; If he rocked up - No way would I drop in his cup; He’d have to get rid of a lot of things, Before I’d let him touch these flaming springs; Oh maybe we’re an Ancient dream, Never to actually be; Or maybe, maybe if I show, I could be his number one lady. I’m so very hot, How can I make this feeling stop? It’s not a normal thing, I’m sitting still and I’m sweltering; No it’s not a normal feeling - I don’t know where it comes from; Don’t know the inner spring, Just sitting, Thinking his name, And I’m experiencing, Boil through my veins, From my fanning flames; February 9, 2003 ALIGHT Help! Help! My water evaporates instantly - Gosh I’m thirsty, thirsty; I can hardly feel the cool air, Humidity's going haywire here, And I don’t really know why; Just feel hotter then a fire-lit hive, And I can’t make these torrential flames die - I’ve unmasked something that goes beyond a voice or an eye; It’s something - I don’t don’t know what or why, But it’s something that sets me alight, As I see white light; February 9, 2003 MOLTEN RIP He’s not the most, Flawless man I’ve ever seen - Not the tallest, With a golden purity gleam - But I’m being burned, My cold plate’s being turned, And I don’t know why; I just know the rainbow, My backside’s sliding on, Is making a fire-lit strip, A one ton molten rip - Yeah bad spirit’s drip, As I burn a molten rip. February 9, 2003 ONLAND BIRD MAN He’s an on-land bird man, Yeah an on-land bird-man - Not a cat like me; He’s part of a group, Which I shred and put in soup; Yeah he’s an inland bird man - No way would I take his hand, An inland bird man, On land bird man; February 9, 2003 POWER ON STOVE For some reason, You fire off season, And I’m roasting good, Under a shield and a hood; I don’t know why, But you crawl inside, Roast my veins, On express trains - There’s a safety latch, Here I go another catch; And I wonder, Where came the electrical thunder - I don’t think blunder, Just of going under, With you over; This is power on stove here! Crazy, crazy, Steaming making the land hazy; February 9, 2003 QUESTION Question, Are you the type, To stick to a girl? Or would you traipse off, Giving love to whomever stepped, Into interests trough; February 10, 2003 ONE LOVE SEAM Maybe we are, Just hot and crazy - Maybe it would be, Short and hazy; I hold a one love dream - Tell me could you handle that seam? If not just forget the lot, I can handle rough, But not bad sock to lop hearts crown off top. February 9, 2003 REALISTIC VIEW No doubt I like you, And there was high high love; But you’re old no doubt - View something I chop against; You like free love, Giving to whom you can, With the female sipping only from your hand; I like one love, Between one girl and man - I keep your picture on my wall, But I realistically think, We could never couple at all. February 10, 2003 SOMETHING ORIGINALLY NEW Finding my one, Explains why, Everyone’s a sex freak on steroids; They’re being ruled, With a hand of old - I’m here to make something originally new unfold; February 10, 2003 STILL LOOKING Looking for one love, From someone who shines bright day; Yeah one love, Underground stepping on hay; Looking for someone unmasked, Who stands on this world so tall, Who loathes it and wants it to fall - That’s the wall, He needs to hear me call; February 10, 2003 NO IDEA Have a strange sensation, The mystery guy, Lives on this land; Yeah – just a strange sensation, Maybe he’s from, The town which I grew; Maybe, maybe, No doubt a wild child, With a heal of steel, Cause he tastes teal - But who he is, Where he is, I don’t know; I face a question, With an answer I don’t know. February 10, 2003 WALKING THE DESERTED PATHS Taking back alleys, And side streets, To find, Mr black sheet; Yeah putting my back pack, On my back, And listening, To brown boots, Emptily clack. February 10, 2003 AUSTRALIAN ONE MAN BAND Oh here we are - Another chapter, Another page; Australia is where, My dream guy stands - A heated menace, Walking pure sands; I’ll amble round, In search for that can; I’m not stopping till I’ve found, My Australian one man band. February 10, 2003 FIND MY GUY OF LEAD Tommy boy, Was the closest of the lot - Too bad he’s the Devil incarnate, Twisted in that bad boy head; Oh well – I’ll find my guy of lead, Who eyes like he wants all to drop dead. February 10, 2003 NATURAL BEAUTY DOES SURVIVE Sitting here, Under eves of green, Watching the pond before me gleam, And I see beauty does still strive on Earth - Though much is missing; And love and hope does still survive, Under souls covered in ice - There’s just no point of direction, So it wastes as the pin, Goes on an enduring spin. February 10, 2003 WALKING ACHILLES If there is an Achilles, Walking on Australian soil - I’d be the one to find him, And make his smile open, To it’s rich fulfilling mile; February 10, 2003 OFF THIS PLANET She’s told, Something extremely powerful, Is coming her way - “It’s going to pick you up;” She hears them say; The way they describe, Makes her stop her sweep of the eye, And she finds herself, Peering at the sky, For her blue eye; February 10, 2003 SHIPWRECKED REMAINS The girl picks up some things off her floor, And comes across a dusty box; “What’s in here?” she asks, As she lifts the lid; A piece of folded paper, She instantly eyes, On a bed of pot-pourri; She picks it up, And delicately unfolds it - Her heart instantly aches, And her salt tears drip, As she feels again her rip, From her one and only sunken ship. February 10, 2003 EXCITING AND SCARY Can’t wait to see, Who my one and only will be - Kind of exciting, Yet kind of scary too, If he comes on a space ship, I’ll be facing completely new. February 10, 2003 EARTHS GREAT ONE She heard him calling, Again calling - Poor T; Poor T; No one liked him except she, And he was so wonderful - Always kind; He only wanted to make her full, Wanted to be her man; But she couldn’t take his hand that way - Great love existed - But many differences made their worlds part, Though his loveliness always remained treasured deep in her heart, More deep then she ever dared to type, It was something without hype; He was her best friend over everyone, He was Earth's great one. February 10, 2003 Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/9084 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!