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Beyond the Beat: A Collection of Poems


Leaves


Ragged leaves whirl in the wind
Laughing with the most wild sin
of the moment, a proponent
of peace, war, love, hate, you and me.

Read the leaves.
They are torn from old branches that crept
to high and fell to far.

Read these leaves 
and know the flow
ergo the moment 
perishes, hung
suspended
up ended behind
this moment
and this moment

Whiter then emerald,
the leaves breathe
and sigh. Listen . . .



Buried Beneath an Eclipse


Laughing stars wink above
As we mortals shrink down
In decadent mud, sloshing 
Over with lost songs and 
the tears of forgotten gods. 

A child sees the puddle and
Pushes tiny feet, pistons 
Pounding over the husk of
Gaia, rippling, roaring,
No more.

A raven couples with
A dove and America plods
On. The puddle grows
Thick and red.

Yet, the celestial spheres
Guffaw, and the night is 
Filled with awe. A law
Above, and known only

In the quiet beating of
Harried brains, thirsting
For a moment,
To remember

The sound, the symphony
Of their own thoughts.



Low Eyelids


We sat on the couch, sex pouring from your lips
Like love burning in a pyre, songs cast beneath
The pale strings of a lyre. Your eyes were kind,
Your smile just. I pressed forward, told you I cared.
Eyes blink. People vanish. The kiss was cold.




Color Blind


The rainbows washed away
Her red is thin and withered
Yellow faded and shriveled
Woeful she waves at me.a forlorn twirl 
Blinded in choking hues marred by a
Blackness so deep that it seems 
White, ablaze in a misty gloom so
Forlornly bright that my sight
Grows emaciated. I blink, and 
Crying aloud, I realize she is gone
Now the air is empty, still, paralyzed
Lying in wait for the next chance to
See a rainbow.




--Sun and Star are Reunited


She stirs the star in her hand half heartedly
Blind to its twinkle. They have told her
To be blind. Be blind, blind, blind
Blind to its twinkle.

Water flows beneath her feet,
Aboard a raft, the raft of the medusa
Snakes and sea horses swim side by side,
Eyes open and wide.

Sand trickles through her long wild hair
Hair long and wild despite it all.
A storm of the silty material flows
All about.

She shouts as the sun drops down
Incasing her in a glassy bell jar.
Her screams are hollow.
It is

Her jar. The sun is right outside and 
It is a fearsome beast. It knows 
What she carries. It knows
Her disdain.

It is the sun.
And it calls to her. She tries so
Hard not to look. How can one
Not?

She is envisioned, and the star is beautiful.
A hand made of hope opens wide,
The glass shatters outward,
And then what? --




There.s only so much you can learn from a shadow


I was hardly 7 when my shadow told me about them old bones
Lying beneath the sad soles of my shoes, situated in naked
Longing, hungry, angry dirt
Bones of great beasts, with teeth and claws white and red
With voices composed of thunder, that shook the very
Foundation of the earth.but these beasts were dead.
Me and my shadow walked on.

We then looked for heroes. Heroes within books of gold.
With eyes of flame, capes shaped to flow freely in the wild
Wind, facing evil, dominating, winning peace.until they to 
Were buried, below. Long forgotten what they had shown,
My shadow urged me on.

To friends and fiends, to philosophy and entropy,
Worlds of anthropology and lustful law,
To swords and chi, this we had seen,
Nearly believed, but now my shadow 
Is leading me away.I can see the soft mud
Wallowing up, as though I were a mastodon,
Swimming in tar, and my shadow looks
Down and waves.

I awake and I am the shadow. What else is 
There to do but wave at my wide eyed reflection
And crack a grin, except shadows don.t smile,
Little child. But listen close, for this shadow would
Like you to learn.






By and By


Air, just a fucking breath of air
Eyes, so many eyes, everywhere,
Is it cliché to say that they burn 
In their empty sockets, laughing at

My body. But what is a body for?
To cough, to bleed, to need?
Rasping and gasping, the air is ash
And my lungs cry long red tears

As the universe encloses me in a
Hand shake so firm that there
Are tsunamis breaking across
Your face.

And you blink and walk on by.




Shriek of a Doomed Stylus


I am an android
See my silicon eyes
So shy, they sigh, nearly
Oh so dearly, not quite
Sublime.

I am an android, I eat
Your young, gnaw gently
Savagely upon their tender
Tongues. You shiver, quiver
In your seat. Ah, life .tis a
Most awkward treat.

So I am a cannibal. I
Dance beneath a drugged
Moon and a sun too high to 
Rise into that selfish sky
Filled with molten lies.

Yet I am a beast.
Fur like a yeti, teeth
Stinking like a cur,
Slurred words sleep
In my wicked tongue

Maybe I am a poet
A pen trapped in a grave
A hand held to close, to short
Fallen aside. Ah, but this I must
Confide, to you, so snide,
That I may be a pen, yet, let
It be said, I am not

Your pen. /.._____/|______________________________/




Delphi Aflame 


Lo, calls a pale present,
Paradoxically a paradise, oh so low
An uncharted nexus of nirvanas 
Let us walk through a field full of poetry
And lie, eye to eye, looking up at our sky
Following foolish words words words
Into the childhood of art, smoke smacking
Against concrete, crumbling into euphoria
Only a mouth in motion, calling to us
While we were young, tongues bloated and
Keen to taste all that was unseen. 
And they saw us in our infamy and
They built a statue of granite, 
Grizzled gray sipping earl gray,
And let the stone spill over onto
Other people.s lives.
I told them not to, they told me
It was already too late. 





Holding Hands


We held hands, and you told
Me that I was your favorite
The best.
Your hand was shaking,
And I could hear your
Breath, dying and crying
As it sizzled out madly.
And together our eyes screamed 
As the city spilled all about us 
And the hospital.s heart continued
To beat pointlessly about us.




Melting Wax Men


Fall away, Call my name
Biting black love
Here I see, gentle deity
Bereft of your lust

Trusting thrusting mountains
Bitter grey stone all a jitter
Ah, these hills are too high
They cry, weeping beneath

Your self made sky.
A candle flickers,
Hot wax flows,
And knows the kissing

Tangled tongue of the
Darkness. Fearless, we
Huddle beneath the hulking
Sobbing stone.

The tone is bleak
As you speak
Only I can.t hear
Something so dear

As your voice.
It is smothered
In the wax
&
Smoke.

And together, we 
Breath, the mountain




Portrait of an American Madonna 
a.k.a. 
.The Liberality of Why Not.


She has blonde eyes and blue hair
Nails that scream red, lips softly
Curved into a predatory smile,
Walking bare and open on her way.
For some it is Broadway, for others 
Just another lack luster day, born
To strut, walk, and file, enjambed into 
New York, Chicago, San Francisco but

There is no enjambment here. Here in
The heart. Only peace, good will, and 
silence, no? Oh! For a balm to calm the 
Wounded spirit of broken decades bled
Without suffrage, suffering before your
Meals, your hearths, your homes, your halls.
But the comitatus crumbles, and shackles grow
Old, old, oh so old, and even the slaves of Egypt
Were freed. 

And so she does what she can: because she can,
Quoting that age old reason, why not? And the
Sun sinks, a dull angry red into a night so dark
That each star is a broken angel, crying in the death
Of heaven, their tears Eave.s before Adam, perhaps
In horror that their loins, together, shall give birth
To a monster, to Cane, to a murderer of brothers.

And the murder is still occurring, occurring right now, 
In the streets of Baghdad, far away in Afghanistan perhaps,
Or maybe in a far eastern nation wagging splitting atoms
In the face of its fellows, and it.s alright, is it not? For you
See we are all guilty, every last one of us. We are all to blame,
So why not laugh, and relax and flap our wings, and fly free.
Why not? A primordial saying for a new day.





Romance in the Air


I say we can write the greatest story ever written
together
You tell me that I should write it by myself.





Midnight in Your Eyes


Tiny hands, little eyes
A miniature nose:
All yours. The eyes
Look up and I turn away,
Shaking my hair grey.
My heart beats, a clock 
Clipping away,
Silently towards
Midnight.



Existential Errors


I wonder if you wonder if you think
Perhaps, look away and pretend it 
Does not
Exist
That maybe, just maybe, it might 
Not?



Man in the Moon


Its night
There.s the moon
Hello moon, I call
Mark the moon in your eyes,
Shyly it glides, slides over me
I know it likes what it sees
But why not?**************
***********The mirror.s glass
Is cold. Throughout the night is
Thrown out, loses its doubt.
I look up, you look up
Embracing flame. There.s nothing
Left to remain.
Good bye, I say amidst a fall
There.s the sun
Its day




The Other Disciple


There is a star burning in the sky
Blood flowing like water in my veins
My teeth hang open and wide as my
Hunger longs for the world: my bane.

Fear numbs my heart as I push into the stable
Expecting to see horses ready to ride out
Wild and fiercely free, trampling upon the gable. 
No horses here, only a single lamb: Its eyes shout

Searing my soul. I hiss, calling upon supernatural
Powers, you gurgle, oh so dour, my flesh aflame
Out flows the blood of Kane: our eyes meet lateral
I sink and meet the stained earth, forgiven for my shame

Lear you may, oh king of kings, my Shepard
Hate me as you will: me.demon, fiend, your servant
I have hunted, I have killed, I have drank.my soul is but a shard
It is dark, dark and deadly, posed like some savant

It is all yours.I turn to leave
To spread the truth
Satan appears and my flesh designs to cleave
Yet I crawl forward as though some new born youth

Centuries old and not a day, your word I will say
And they shall believe.they must!
I will make them pray
This, from a vampire, the first to see, 
all true,*********************** 
you can ***********************
*****trust**********************
______*_______________________






We Were There A.K.A. .City Mouse.


Which is the way we walked
Talking amongst the weeds
Of a long dead garden

Here is where we paused
Indeed, the sun burned black
Back then to--naked tears dancing

In our eyes the streets empty
Lonely? Forsaken? Broken in repair
The crowd pushed I and I forward

Into the heart of the hungry city
With its naked mouth open
Its maw salivating at the screams

Resounding from one more lost
Soul

Mine
And
Yours






The Horde


It is night, and a black flame lights the sky
Shadows alight, give death, and arrows fly
Some stand firm, others cower, clutching spears
Swords, axes, and pale pole arms, held so dear

Hoofs attack the earth, horses exhale, moist clouds
Collecting. Helms pulled tight, funeral shrouds.
Here they come, so see them roaring, ravaging
Elder dust is broken. Eyes shriek, a bitter ring.

A wind blows brief. His hand is heavy,
Heavens now, hells to wield. A Devine levy.
All the nights missed in sleep. All the days
Spent, spent, spent. Repent. Repent. It.s fey!

The arrow is his, the only thing in all 
The world, ere he tastes blood, spits, reaps, falls.



I am


I am not a Jew.
My nose is long, my hair black, my spectacles a spectacle.

I am not black.
My tan is thick, my accent rough as the pavement of an urban
Street.

I am not gay.
Never have I fought, preferring to frolic and be happy.

I am not a woman.
Aesthetics must come first,
Lets be gentle, carrying perception and emotion for movement of the 
Moment.

I am not a hobbit.
Okay. There is hair on my feet, you have me there,
But actually hobbits don.t even exist, they can.t persist.

I am not crazy.
But the walls here are so white, so right and soft,
The worms crawl evenly on, and I know that I am not
Crazy.

I am not. Not.I am!

My cup is not empty. My music is not tasteless.
My writing is clear, it is not empty, its not done.

I am not dead.

The earth rolls up to coat my tomb, as another worm crawls by, 
Laughing at the kingdom of wormia, long buried.

I am not a piece of matter. I matter. 
I know naught of quarks.
I am not a bloody wave.
I am not a democrat, I am not a republican, 
I am not an American, I 
Am not a human, I am not
Not, and foot steps heat the earth.






Ruins


Sacrifice me sweetly.
Her bitter laughter still bleeds 
Me amidst the crash of
Lilting lightning, toppled temples
Blood red sky.

Snakes slither silently.
Guardians of the land of 
The dead. They open 
Hungry maws wide, flashing
Feminine smiles.

Pour pyramids punctured
My heart. There long
Steps I tumbled down 
As I remembered
Her, her, her

An Aztec aesthete
Hissing at me as old 
Stone cradled broken boney
Eyes, huddled naked &
All alone, save the 
Wind and the ruins. 







Untitled


The Wind flows, blows, raging right over our crowns
Crying while we wait, shrill, still on earth, only old, frowns 
North now: South so soon. 






Still.


To think

Shakespeare has been steadily dying these past five hundred years,
To think there is music isolated
Here in hollow halls
Yet, rejouice, sunlight, star shine, and there a comet
There a city, billions of souls waking for some serious slumber
Do you think?
Do you know? Know?
Know? Know? Know? Know?
no. 
A hummingbird flaps its wings and time stands evermore, oh so very.



Three Words United


At 11 o.clock I painted a mural for the blind
At half past the hour, I conducted a symphony for the deaf
At Midnight, I said I love you. 




Slip


It.s the hail in my sky
The stop sign that everyone ignores
Lightning above, lacking luxury and love
The annoyed annoying customer
Snow spittle blown out of God.s fucking nose
It.s the spam on my phone, in my email, all here
Clouds everywhere you can see.seen enough?
The gravestones lining our lawns
They sometimes say there are angels in the clouds
The centipede squiring over my floor
I mean, if you only look, are there? Is there really?
It.s the words choking in my throat
I doubt it. Don.t they doubt it to. Even if there is a few.
Ash, hellfire, and everything banal
Maybe, just maybe, it.s the rain.
It.s the cold. It.s always cold.
Leaking out a leering atmosphere, bereft of cheer.
It.s your eyes. Why are they old?
Slipping down, pouring on, on, on.
It.s the cracked mirror.
Slipping through lawns into Gai.s corporeal form.
Sheer shards are stained with red.
I wonder if Gai smiles when the suns finally out.
Red promises dot to many dreams these days. Peace
Then I remember, why? Why smile?
I guess.right.fingers must have reasons to.
And I can only see that the oceans are pools of tears
Yet, whither lairs better havens perchance?
Where only dolphins play, and dreams coalesce despite 
It all.




The Tell of Twilight


There.s art in atoms too
--Even art in me and you
Aesthetic integrals gleam, 
Flashing in focused harmony
With worldly elements 
And earnest equations.
Together, they elope, 
hand in hand
Infinite passion,
passionate science,
Scientifically
infinite.

And I know we are coming
And I know we are coming
Even if its dark

A void of darkly dust 
We are working willfully 
We are a glow, going and 
Flowing, soon to be all
Knowing. Our day spreads 
Long, the second hand
Ticks, and all humanity
Is a piece of living, lucid 
History, holding atoms between
Our thoughts . . . their electrons
Winding about our eyes, winking in
The shadows of eternity, and 
We wink back, smiling in
Our growing Twilight.




Untitled



Is there a chance
That you.ll wear
A Maltese mask 
While we dance?

Will your heart be 
Heavy, decrying
Fate, as I heap
It onto my plate?

Your story is 
Nothing, my 
Story is all:
My story is 
Nothing, your
Story is all

It.s all a thrall
As we chant &
Pant & call and
Cus riding and 
Sliding and brawling
Through our lives

Hands empty
Oh so, full of naught
That they must lower
Towards the hungry
Ground
And we are pounded
And we are pounded

Into nothingness.

Yet, you try to tell me
Your story, and I
Try to tell you my story

And in the end,
Who.s to say, 
It.s really all the
Same.

Breath deep beneath
That mask, this is
The narrative of 
Your life.

