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Epigram
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Well, son, I'll tell you: Life for me ain't been no crystal stair. It's had tacks in it, And splinters, And boards torn up...

Langston Hughes
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The world has secrets 

behind Secrets and 

puppets ruled by puppets.

You think the game is 69,

But you’re a dog, Dawg

Chasing his rainbow tail.

Round and round you go,

Until you wake too late.

The catch is twenty-two

Three strikes and you’re out.
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​The Duckbill Platypus at 3 AM
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I’m lying awake thinking about the duckbill platypus.

Is it a duck or beaver? Is it a quack? 

Does it love its parents June Cleaver and Donald Duck?

I heard June thought about scrambling it in a teaspoon of

Hot sauce to hide her infidelity. But luck said, “Let it be, let it be.”

How does the duckbill eat? Who does it eat?

What’s his politics? Does he talk out of both sides of 

His Ping-Pong racket mouth?

What sport does he/she play?

I see a career in swimming or Frisbee. What’s its kink in bed?

Hmmm with a mouth like that, I bet it’s into spanking.

It’s 3 AM. 

Why is my dick all up in the duckbill’s head instead of yours?

Why, baby? Why?
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​​The Man in the Moon
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Who’s up at 2 am?

The midnight oil has long burned out

Sleep and sex roll restless

On the worn mattress.

Dreams escape open eyes

Shadows rattle the door

Three o’clock is the witching hour

Red ashes float from lips

Eyes across the courtyard catch you breathing

You look away only to look again.

You know your lonely mattress would enjoy the company

And your lilac-scented air could use some funk

But the night won’t last a lifetime, so

You slip back into your room and wonder

What if there is a man in the moon?
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​​Hunger
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Walking through the house naked at 3 am

The air is your garment

Used Trojans cushion your feet.

You hear your roommate making love

With the one, you called Dr. Spock.

Your breath and dick brush the door

As you stand at the threshold and wonder,

If you should knock and ask to borrow

A cup of raw sugar? You don’t need much,

Just a cup to dip your fingers in sweet stickiness,

Just enough to still your parched and trembling lips.
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​Fucking
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It’s 2 am

There ought to be

A poem between

Your legs.
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​I Know Why The Caged Bird Went Crazy
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The thing we love is a prison,

Hands hold us like iron bars.

We bathe under watchful and lustful lenses

But hate those eyes and

Want freedom over yonder.

We have to love, because

We fear freedom,

Then hate the freedom we love,

Because, our wings fail under the sun’s hot gaze.

We want to be in one another’s dungeons,

Yet are grateful when we’re not.

We love the stars and fireflies

Dancing outside our open windows

While we lockdown our hearts.
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​​Youth is a Lie, and the Truth Ain’t in It
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Nights of dancing under stars

Making midnight twirl until

It rained men.

You slayed shirtless

Swam in foam and froth

Crawled over cum stuck floors

Go whores! Go Whores! Go Whores!

The fat DJ screamed and 

Spun you around

Until drunk you fell down.

Fingers reached for any part

Of you they could prod and 

Boy they needed to knead

Your ass and thighs.

You obliged and 

Shot off to the moon

Just before the sun 

Came into the office.

Eight days a night you roared

Vowing never to give it up.

Grace was God and Jones.

You sipped tea in rooms

In parks in the dark.

Clocks ran wild

Cocks swung wilder.

Sometimes you got clapped between the legs

And tiptoed through clinical doors.

Worried, you called your mama

Went to church until the devil

Declared you healed.

So now old men named

Byron, Nathan, Steve, Bob,

JoJo, Juan, Nick, Dominic—

Oh cute Dominic with dimples!

Who calls your name now?

Who envies your slow shuffle and big belly?

Who listens to your talk of yesterday?

Who cares how much coke you snorted and

Cocks you sucked in Mary’s toilet, in the belly of

The Black Stallion, Jacks, or the Lavender Lounge?

“Who cares? Who cares? Who cares?”

Screech dead owls.

Your crew already in the grave 

Patiently wait all day and all night
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