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Part I: Skip Past Spring
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1.)Torn Down
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Here we are — the winding road,

with curves and bumps where stories fold.

The home is sold.

It's been torn down.

It's been torn down,

cries the man with a weathered frown.

He tries to cry —

but swallows the feeling,

buries it deep

in the soul that's reeling.

Love is the answer.

Love is the goal.

Then—

wow,

another wave.

Another flat.

Pop.

He plugs the tire —

the man who knows better than me.

I wish things were different.

I'm lost in this choppy sea.

Lake Charles,

please wake me up.

Your waves are more than silent.

But you can’t.

On your streets echo the footsteps

of the violent.

Painted pictures.

Twisting memories.

Different places.

Different women.

"I'm bipolar,"

cries the man in the mirror —

a mask of a hypochondriac sinner.

He gave me prayer,

then came the attack —

panic-struck,

and wanting back.

Whatever it was that made me feel.

The phone rings.
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