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i wrote these back in 2003. some of the formating got f’d up in the cutting and pasting. i appologise about that, i’d fix it, but eh.




Trust Busters of Yesterday

Your luxury tax is worn, the white paint is washed off
Mr. Monopoly is aged, a loan wanderer of a forlorn rage
Cast off, beaten down, the wheels of the car spin

Blankly, blindly

For there is no longer a Baltimore avenue,
And you can forget the board walk . . .
This is the real world now,

The game is done.

Do not pass Go, Do not collect 200 dollars
Go directly to jail. There sit and opine
Why not? Who cares?

The community chest is empty now

And where is the top hat, unless
Perhaps,
You could put it on once more

Then together we could go ride

On the reading rainbow and build
Property until dawn and into
Tomorrow







Were sorry . . . already.
Clarkson wasnt idealized on a flight. Earthquake.
Moynhihan said,I think Fair Treetment
I really like our chances.
Fair treetment. 10-6. Weak
job market for History.
There is no question in my
mind that there is a need. IMPLEMENT.
To be wild. Amen. Calls 
the shots. Star Style. Were sorry . . . 





God Creating Adam


God came to me on wings of chipped, ill chiseled stone
The holy ghost here -- just to see me!
I couldnt help but wonder why
He didnt take a car instead
Still I stared with my vacant eyes, a wordless moan of
Undeniable fear, terror, longing ripped forth from my mortal mouth

. . . and the specter flew over me and then sat on my table
Just sat there. Rather noble.
I didnt know why.
I dont know why.
Why? Why? Why?
And still I sighed, bewildered by Gods long white hair and the

serpents that slithered
Across my floor towards me,
or from me, I forget which.
He bound me with these serpents, or I bound myself.
I forget.
I know not which.

They stapled me there to the old dusty concrete, stained with feces and a
life of ill.
There I repined, staring at my inventions,
staring at my savior, staring at my self . . .
God reached to help me, but the serpents still held, and so I am still
sitting here,
waiting, waiting, waiting
to be created.

I am getting bored now, though. Who knows?
Perhaps Ill go ahead and create myself.







In a Hawks Eyes



you know, were honest in our infamy
The world burned black and red
Just another tired tool when all is done and said

now Van Gogh paints in pure stilted gray
His eyes stark stone, his sight gone
Gorged only on this new horror. Here

nothing more is penned on Shakespeares
Page, his books are mere dusty ash 
Swaying in the post-atomic wind

let Gandhi leap forth and grab his guns
For Leonardos flying machine has crashed
Its thin wings hang skeletally still

what more is there to say? Sightless we see
White witches dancing naked admist a
Crying humanity, all of Gaias children

all of their eyes are focused now
On seeing a nihilists misbegotten dream
A seamless twilight falls out

to cover you and I, and what more is there 
To be known. The universe is calling, crawling
Ever nearer to embrace its progeny and it 

gazes forth with eyes made up of boundless beautiful
Infinity, pulsars bursting forth with its every 
Beat, we are merely mote lustless dust, you and

i. 







Here Rise


Here, Huddled in our homes
Here, Hurt in our hearts
Here, Hawks and Doves Sore

Born, Fear fades
Born, Hopes rise
Born, the Eagle flys

Now, sunshine
Now, Remember
Now, live life to the fullest 

For you can








Ode to the Lingering

by
Larry Behrendt



I got this one from excersise 5 from the suggested list poems.
Unfortunutly, my
child hood was a little chaotic before my parents got a divorse, so this
is refering to that.

If I might spare the stares,
black holes burning 
the long deep dark hours
between the crash of breaking
china, the roaring, soaring
unsightful

If I might spare my stuter,
chipped talk, where my soul
goes drip drop
plumeting
plumeting
under the
sight of a strangers stare

if I might spare the laughter,
lurking, looming, lose and
all consuming, then the hollow
might neer derive

If I might spare the silence
from expiring, even now,
even then, 
even 

only







Sight of the Naked Eye

by 
Larry Behrendt

Do you remember when we first beat drums together?

Brought blame, built burden

When we danced to the song of the hunt

Hungry, howling, prowling 

I brought you prey then, my child, I let
Your child suckle naked upon my breast

Lancing light did illume us then

Do you remember when I stood on a mountain,

Far fright adorned your nights

you built my base, yet, I had eyes and could see

shivered and huddled beneath my mass

see you even then, you brought me praise and
I Pandora, plague, hunger, hatred, deceit

Lies of old, lies of new, comforting and 

the years passed by. Valhalla came and went,

old soldiers died, new soldiers faded in

wept away in Cronuss startling tears of flame

burning bone, melting the very world

fortune faded and fickle laughed aloud, leaching
for you, you of my breast from old

The world did revolve, the sun did spin away

clawed from its place at my side

going nova with a faint bang that no one
bothered to notice. 

You are made of me, child
of the dust of stars. 
I am in you. 

I.






Once More



Amber lit the midnight sky
Silence lanced forth a grey bolt
bitter....broken...crying why?
Strife rained down to calm the world
And a cacophony began to twirl, whirl
All reality melted away and I stood 
Alone, encased in azure ore, 
One, Once more 






Hymn of a Dream



Blue Waters Gleamed
True Hearts Called forth
Seemed the isle 
Beckoned, tall

Warriors rode the sea
Toward the old Wyrm’s
Dream

Aslish, the bold
First amongst men,
Heard the Dragon’s

Slumber. Before his
three sons he faded
ebbed away

For Gold, 
glitering
grotesc, Honor
Horendous, his

Life faded to 
the tragic stream of
the bleek Dragon’s
Dream.

Darkness awoke.
Hearts called forth
Heroes, huh? Rich and
powerful in grief

Aslish’s sons gathered
Ignoring Dark tides
They stampeded toward
a sylvan wood

Guarded of old by
Elves . . . 

"Free us from our Folly!!!!" they cried.
"You awoke the dragon?" 
"Never! Never!" the men lied.

The Dream, rent the 
world then as the
Elder did shudder.

Men and Elves
alike did cry

a word.

Dream.....

It fled . . . it feasted..... locked safely away

Many years parted... it lives.
Lost beyond Dragon’s of old,
it calls now, past a sea of midnight

A dream, oh most bitter, oh most sweat
Awaken, fantasy, cling to reality

The three awaken once more in an Elven wood
thousands of years latter. Do elves yet breath
in the dream, does man.....light so bright

it is dark illuminates the landscape and
the great lord Aslish can clearly be seen,
Cloaked, in the shadows, of a Dragon’s dream 







Existential Emptiness


Empty

I sat alone before the meadow

The Meaow called me by name
I shivered, cudling under a blanket
of darkened shame

Yet, the meadow percevered,
pushed against my thoughts
with all the power

Of lilacs awoken, it reached
ripped open my soul
To reveal the meadow

Burning gold in my heart, I saw clear Infinitly--
full 






Be Born



Black star, born here in my arms
It cried as it awoke
They always do

Say, Black star sleep, I said
Sit quiet, do not weep
lest white star awake

There was a faint shine
then a frown as i awoke
reborn to pulsate forth

Black and white looked forth
Weapons sheathed,
soaking the universe

inequivicable

peace

heart to heart, 
all the same

The universe twirled
about and was born
and all was grey







Composing an Unknown Note


Eyes away
ere our hour
glistens with a glower

The nights
Dark Maid, hark!
Silence stabs: Shrill, shrill, din

Crack
It clatters
Ill sin. Mine. Yours.

Avert
Thy gentle

Soul. Keep

Closed








Lazy Wind



Celestial sigh
Upon this river 
Always and forever
Cascade
I crave
A new begining
and end to 
spring’s passing
Sweet light dance 
and brave this day 







Fallen Autumn

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Do you remember when autumn died?

Obsidian oblivion first bloosemed
in the dead wind

Hungry horsemen howled hate
while I implored of the black lady fate
where the winter man lairs

How the black summer had faded,
and the golden temple of leaves lie
fallen, ever fallen

deeply down, 
This wreath, this cracked crown
turned the world, around, around

To shatter 








Sylvan Slayer 


Fickle Fate, Forceful Fiend
Fie!
A is B
To the woodland I leaned

Ominous Oxymoron, Overloaded Oaf
I laugh you know
Emerald Lord, art thou mighty?
Or is the inhuman only humored?

Get Going Ghost
Grieve Grinning Grave
Gratuitous Galent
Lie low, thy burning hills
For, you see, you too are green 








Blue Moon Rising

I reached to touch a golden heaven once
thus
it touched, tapped, and tortured I

Innocently I grasped the silken curveture
so
Incolently, irradicatly, irresponsibly

"Do you dare to touch a golden heaven," it cried.
and
then all the world slipped away

Falling, up, down
Rising, up, down

And above me I could see a blue moon rise 







Untitled 


She calls
This the first day
Die cast infinity purrs
Walking the woodland, Singing to the Stream
Answers 






Dark of Dawn 


People ply, I lie
surrounded by shards of plastic
and melted glass
Broken, remade, again 







Spirit of the Winds


A nymph danced in the winds this eave,
Golden curls waved with silken
Harmony. All around the woodland

Called, beckoning to me yet I
Stayed, I could not away, never leave
and so I remained past the 

Fall of night’s mask and the first
Kiss from fair lady day. Trapped 
yet I stand in creeping shadows

Covering me, wrapping about my eyes now.
Sight is shed and only the din
Cackles on, a dread symphony

A nymph no longer

Then comes the spirit of
the winds dripping change and 
scratching joy upon the wings of
a thousand doves, haunting this peace pleasantly
into the birth 
of a morning
that shines 

a new





Untitled II


Night lord dance
Sing of dawn
Decadence

Imply this
Idiot sight
Blowing out

All signs of
Light, ’pon this
Borrowed day





Concert


Guilty guide
I am Don Quotoa, Child of Light
Face me deceiver, Come to me
Across the seas of time itself

Laconic laughter
Danced upon star shine
Smiles and the right
Palaver: The ethereal wings of Heaven?

Oh, bleeding paradise
Spilling lies, leaving tracts of sorrow:
Where walks the sun now
What visage haunts this hour

Redundant wreckage
Pilfered smiles only nod 
For the angels wings are cut
Falling, featherless, falling, fading

Yes, let us waltz with Nero and 
Dine upon Schmores
Chide sorrow as we dream

Oh, Evil deceiver, face me:
Slay this long night
What seaceless farce fractures,
foils this vain chalice of mine,
Ever stained . . . 

Through the portents of
the dust laden mirror I do see
C’est la vie,
I am he,
I am he






The Power of the Enchilada


Like the first flower of spring
Your name reaches my ears,

Enchilada

Upon my tongue your pale-gold
Din still rings better then Orpheus’s song

En-ch-I-lada

Prometheus’s true bounty at last
Thou, my Enchilada, are mighty still

Ench-il-a-da

From Herme’s heart were you surely forged
With such sweet zang upon which mortals 
May not ever dine, for this gift, this sweet
Mexican cuisine is surely the lone chords
Of Heaven, here on this earth

Enchila-da

All evil is dead, the serpent has failed
Adam didn’t fall from the Garden

Ench-il-ada

He just stopped over at Chi-chi’s for
A quick meal.






Untitled III



Pure lavender chimes
Mere thistles opine how why
Prickly, painful thorns 

