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A love letter to the stars
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​Tietje Poetics 101
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I am a thinker;

At times I scratch my mind’s itch with paint and pen.

I dabble and splat my canvas with brandishing brush.

I trace lines into the paper to reveal the secrets within.

Profoundly my mind fluidly etches pages into works of art.

It is what I am.

My ego's pride.

Where my worth lies.

If I were to be chosen for anything: It would be for art.

Hubris does not guide these words.

Fair do I say I am no prodigy.

Since I was a boy I remember an inclination toward the arts.

I spent years developing my skills. 

Every homework received a scribble.

Every page of notes hosted a Picasso. 

Naturally if I wasn’t drawing in class I was in a deep slumber. 

After some art classes and time spent, I got serious. 

It took time, now I see proficiency. 

After all, it is what I crave when I wake up till my eyes shut.

Here and there I have typed processors and inscribed papers.

My handwriting is atrocious yet has improved tremendously. 

It has been with great effort for me to express writing by hand legibly.

Yet a writer's voice fills the echoes within the chasms of my mind. 

I hear it’s tranquil yet daunting literacy. 

How it bellows within my soul. 

When it shakes my core and erupts the fires within my stomach.

I dare write a note to call myself a lyric 

No retort I offer no recourse.

I will be forgotten as a spirit.

I don’t even rehearse. 

I decide to say what I like.

In a manner that is eloquent.

To ensure lightning strikes.

To deceive these words as elegant.

Inspirations have come before poets being some of the least. 

I do not read in general, I only write.

Most writers would call me no better than beast.

I would snarl, claw and bite.

You'd pass me on the street with a smoke an assume I were a stray

If they caught on they’d put me in a cell with the key thrown away.
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​Do You Have a Moment?
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Stories of old can host tales of new.

The end of one is the head of another.

Share a smoke, it's no bother.

Take a toke; Sit, pull a chair.

I come with news, a message.

One from all and for only a few.

There is only laughter moments before fear.

The masses come to rip and tear.

They are hungry.

They are starving.

We weep no more.

Our bowls are light and the stovetop is lit.

We’ve brought wick for your candle stick.

They have full hearts and empty stomachs.

Open the chests and unclasp the lockets.

Hear their sorrows and embrace their vision.

See what we all have. 

Breathe

Air of soot. 

Now sip

It tastes but of oil.

Now take one look take a long stare.

What do you see over there?

Past all the squandered potential.

Beyond the failures of man.

Is there pride?

One long list of coverups and poor man’s repairs.

Do you dare to question it?

Did you look forth and forget or reach in your pocket and spare some change?

We sit here on borrowed time.

The floors are creaking and the air grows stale.

Soon the chair that you are sitting on will be dust.

After all, we never amounted to much.
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​Innervoice
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Soothsayer explains that nothing is empty.

That this rest will do me good.

For I have noticed that I am no younger.

Every day could be my last.

Yet I have many years to go; I feel the weight of many lifetimes.

Aches, sores and pains, black and blues.

However you may address them.

These shadows of hope hold no meaning.

It is a struggle to find a way.

To walk the line of what is right.

You must choose ever so carefully

Every decision, every opportunity.

One stacks upon the other. 

To host such pressure would require a foundation strong.

Tough, nearly steel.

Stack the papers and attend to the errands of those above.

See to it that you and only you succeed.

Take a step on each head you come across.

Bind the chains and brace the shackles. 

Remember you must not get ill.

Your shift is early and you have no sick days to spare.

Lay down for a bit and go out to grab a beer.

Drink your sorrows and smoke your life away.

Prescriptions galore to give you the strength to labor on. 

Then you shall wait until you and your maker meet.
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​Recipe For Men.
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A man is made, he is fed and bathed. 

Yet he will be scathed; no matter how far he strayed.

The birds, the bees, and the trees.

From sea to sky even within his own eye.

There is pain. 

I’ve seen this, and have feared it.

Everything is soft or hard.

Internal to infinite.

It is there to break them down.

Shatter their hearts.

Gouge their eyes.

Screech their ears.

Trick their minds.

There is a clouded vision over most eyes.

Dreamlike trance they have been left.

For it is none to which is perceived.

It is beyond all knowing without a doubt.

It contradicts all that we thought we are. 

Besides all the brutality and lust there is meaning. 

With every wound, there is a scar.

Grab that metal, wear it with pride, for you have suffered more and that is no lie. 

Boast to your peers to raise their spirits; Drink until the soul is empty. 

Smoke until heart’s content; It is all a mystery. 

All that is absurd.

There is one glaring truth.

For pain made man.
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​Egg
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Simple as the creation of everything, as fragile as glass; Mornings it is delicious. 

The sound of it sizzling on the stovetop ensures a full stomach.

To crack it in half and watch the embryo leak is but a metaphor.

Our hearts are delicate and extremely versatile.

Its purpose only realized after it is opened.

When the inside is free and everywhere you can see.

The cracked egg came first. 

Why would anyone think to make another if it hadn’t been broken? 

Live your life with your heart seeping into everything. 

Sensitive and exposed just as the yolk on the stove.

Love even though your heart is melting so that you nourish those who are hungry.

It’s true what they say, you are what you eat. 

So for heaven's sake make sure what you eat is real!

Remember breakfast is the most important meal.  = ) 
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​Nights Last Call
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I watched you pop that bottle of wine.

Under the dim light sat alone that half-drunk glass at the kitchen table.

I knew at that moment it would be the last time.

You thrashed in defiance of my opinion that we tried to fix it, but we weren’t able.

The vessel of my soul sank deep within my heart.

My cerebrum was flooded by delusions.

I ripped and tore myself apart.

I have awoken from all these illusions.

Alone in my memories, I see times that I was once grateful.

With every nitpicking rebuttal I see now we will never find a medium.

This internal conflict is far too painful.

I won’t allow myself to sacrifice my freedom. 

Unfortunately, these are concepts you cannot conceive.

We're closed for the evening, please leave.
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​Tale of Flow
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I was born into this stream.

I was raised on promises that one day I would find a great river.

That this river's current would be strong and wise.

That it would guide me to the ocean where I would be free. 

Soon I learned the signs that would mark the miles I walked. 

The hurdles I would climb. 

True trials and tribulations that would judge me while the streams, rivers and rains flowed over me. 

Each one I could recognize.

Each stream carried souls down paths that had been carved by eons of storms.

That each course was destined to be taken by each one of us. 

As easily as I could flow one way, I could be taken down by another.

That I would see droughts that would cloud my mind with doubt.

Showing that the only way to flow is down.

In lieu of the stories told to me in my youth. 

I could be easily fished out of my expected stream. 

I could be dropped in a desert.

Even a puddle on a gravel road.

The ocean is so far, there are so many ways to reach the place where the land and water meet.

Yet I can see so many streams that are murky. 

Unclean,

Littered with the wastes of others who attempted the journey before. 

Dried up by the ones who have yet to come.

Trust in the current and the process will reward.

Just as water can hydrate.

It can also drown.

Following my flow is different from the direction of yours.

After years, sometimes you don’t flow at all. 

Water can stale, grow to be stagnant.

Yes, it’s warmer here but the water is shallow.

Why is it cold in the deep?

Sometimes the stagnation is interpreted as the end or even reaching the sea. 

Oddly even if the water flows, I feel stagnant. 

That the flow has taken me down the same path I flowed so long ago. 

Rather the paths ahead are the same as the rivers past.

When you subside to the current. 

You never know how long it will take you. 

You may never even reach the ocean. 

You only know that in the end all you can do is submit.

Because the only thing worse than letting it take you.

Is to thrash and splash till a rapid takes you to the riptide. 

For these waves starve for those in fear.

The ocean is beautiful, it is all that it is promised.

There are so many miles between her and I. 

Yet I crave to drift in her waves.

Free from drought, free from the land. 

Where my soul will float amongst the brackish water. 
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Luckily the ocean is but a giant puddle.
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​What is Flow?
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Throw and pull, not tug or shove.

To effortlessly enter one place after another.

To walk without forethought.

It is to leave without remembering.

To take great leaps forward with honesty.

With gusto, there is trust in one’s self.

No matter what happens next you understand it will determine everything else. 

This is no worry.

It is everything you see.

From the waves to the clouds. 

Breathe in the beautiful wisps of life.

Spit out the bitters.

Roars of abuse enter your ears.

Instead, speak words of prayers.

Think back to the smells of your childhood

To guide the children of tomorrow.

Reach out and touch the moment.

Feel its bumps and curves.

When there is no time.

Those who hurry take it for granted.

When there is no time.

Those who sleep are rewarded. 

Flow. 

Flow to the sea.

Flow to the land.

Flow to the sky.

Flow to space.
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Just flow.
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When fires of hell burn your tongue.

Hysteric masses crowd your vision.

Mirages of paradise that will fool your hands.

When nothing but putrid smog coats your lungs.

The final screams of the helpless fill your ears.

You stop, 

You write down all that plagues the rest.

The thoughts fester in your mind and leak out of your head.

These are ensuring signals that the mind has begun to rot.

Flowing does not mean being.

It is to observe as it lives your life.

Although it is not drifting.

To drift is but to take aimless steps.

Flow is to resist only in dire need.

To let it be.

That flowing is the balance between. 

Free will and Divine intervention.

Lay your head down.

Slack your shoulders.

Let it wash over you,

Feel yourself slip away.

Release yourself to the flow.
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​Heart.
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How can this be true?

My heart, cut down, spilling blood.

Now it is a half.

You were mine those nights.

Once they filled us with, pure bliss.

Awake to absence.

Now I am grateful.

Grab me take me to freedom.

Please free me of angst.
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​What I Want in Life
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Is to be surrounded by friends.

Encapsulated by love.

Living every moment cherished.

To meet authentically unique people.

––––––––

[image: ]


To use my education to help others.

Treating those around me with compassion.

Experience true peace and joy.

Eat delicious food.
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Not to have to worry about finances.

For my work to be fulfilling.

My time to be my own.

To relinquish myself from stress and doubt.

––––––––

[image: ]


Devote myself to creativity.

Maintain my sanity. 

Remain healthy.

To be satisfied with my existence.
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​Stables and Pastures.
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Let me ride, oh lord.

Let me ride.

I’ve been a good boy for a long time.

I’ve been stuck behind this lonely gate.

Don’t forget me when you ring that chime.

I’ll come prance straight to the bait.

Let me ride, please lord.

Let me ride.

I just got new shoes on my hooves.

I kicked that saddle off my back.

I’m out here busting moves.

Being told maybe later is so whack.

Let me ride, my lord.

Let me ride.

I’m still a colt.

Please do me a favor.

Exhilarating as lightning, feel my jolt. 

Baby you know I got that flavor.
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Let me ride, Dio Mio,

Let me ride.

I want out of this stable.

It was a long battle.

I want relationships with no label.

Is dessert still on the table?

Let me ride, lordie

Let me ride.
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We can use lassos and chain.

If not, we can be gentle.

First, of course, can I pick your brain?

Don’t worry, I like it sentimental.

Let me ride, Daisy!

Let me ride!

This of course is experimental.

Perhaps a bit incidental.

This feat is monumental.

I’ll show you, my ornamental.

Let me ride!

Three times lord!

Let me ride!

Let me ride till I’m dry.
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In fields, we frolic.

Oh, check out my chest, it’s brolic.

Can I get a bite of that apple?

Darling this ain’t no chapel.

Let me ride, cowgirl!

Let me ride!

Dim the lights because it bugs me.

Cuddle up girl get comfy.

I’m dapper in the streets.

Is there a ghost screaming under these sheets?

From dusk to dawn.

From noon to midnight.

Let me ride, goddess!

Let me ride.

To where the grass is green

Where the women have a sheen.

Where the grass gets a clip.

Where the stream is wet, and I slip.

Are we there yet?
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​Revolution of Terra
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Together family and friends are found inseparable like chains.

Bestowed to us great riches, a treasure so bountiful ripens the trees.

Fruits sat simply and heavily along the branches.

Their pollen seeped into the air and coated everything it fell upon.

A gold dusting frosted the lands.

Alas after all this time.

We are welcomed home.

Where the trees yield scarlet and gold.

Where apples gleam maroon and crimson.

Our pumpkins are plump and bright as the sunset.

The corn shoots tall stalks like fireworks into the night.

Cricket chirps softly caressing the breeze.

The peepers let out their bellowing peeps.

The bats swoop; To the melody of the owls' hoot.

The hallow wind sends shivers down my spine.

The hearth glows resistance against the cold sheer

The bells of the church nestle greatly within the ear.

The pines sent refreshments of eggnog and spirits.

A rose-cheeked man with a stomach heavy as his sack.

Shouts into the night leaving packages for children.

The family is brought together in these dire times.

When blizzards wreak havoc amongst the blacktops.

Our metal rolling coffins hold no contest against the sleigh nor reindeer.

Our only chance of appeasement is a plate of cookies.

Then after a long hibernation.

A time of great solitude and lack of sunlight.

We emerge from our slumber to greet the nation.

To enter a world renewed and bright.

The lands patiently transition from a brown waste.

To a place completely grown to a luscious green.

Now my skin will no longer resemble a white paste.

I will awaken and realize my dream.

In this land of beautiful flowers that host buzzing bees.

The intoxicating aroma they produce is as greeting as the trees.

The birds whistle and cackle as they wisp through the air.

I see many adorable bunnies in pairs.

All to the great sacrifice of those who came before.

Soldiers such as our brave groundhog which braved the farthest reaches of our reality.

In search of the everlasting shadow.
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