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Lost in The Heart of the City

––––––––
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Amongst the crowd at the station

I wander unseen by others.

I smile at blank faces as they pass me,

Yet, no one returns the gesture.

The wind from the tunnel blows my hair

And the smell of urine assaults my senses.

This is my journey as I move about the city.

-Invisible like a shadow.

Loneliness grips me in the sea of humanity.

Do others feel the same way?

I came here with the optimism of changing the world,

Yet, I am the only one who has changed.

Always Chasing Something More

––––––––
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Always chasing, chasing, chasing.

Always chasing something more.

Why do I believe happiness,

Is just beyond the door?

My life is filled with goodness.

I have nothing I deplore.

Yet, instead of enjoying the moment,

I am frowning at the floor.

Why am I keeping track of others,

Trying to even up the score?

I have relatively good health,

Nothing on me is sore.

Why is finding contentment

Such a heavy chore?

Always chasing, chasing, chasing.

Always chasing something more.

The Wasteful Chase of Youth

––––––––
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Another body alteration.

Applying a chemical peel.

The aging process brings frustration.

Never satisfied takes a morbid skill.

Trying to satisfy the youth-obsessed nation.

Snipping or injecting a Botox refill.

Reconstruction by invasive ablation.

Endure the pain for the great revile.

Yet despite your efforts, you’ll lose this war.

Desperately grasping your youth from before.

The Most Dangerous

––––––––
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There are odd things done in the sickened mind

By the men who live in deception;

The brain’s chambers have their chilling secrets

That would scare you upon inception.

The jails and judges have seen their type,

The men with no conscience to bear.

But the most dangerous,

Is the man that doesn’t care.

Telepathy

––––––––
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Presented; a measure of thought.

Implanted in another’s head.

Exquisite power.

Divine command unnoticed.

Sensory channels opened.

Physical manipulation

Spectators left baffled.

From one mind to the other.

Ultimate control.

Discipline

––––––––
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Take it to the next level.

DISCIPLINE

Work on despite the burn.

DISCIPLINE

Up before the sun.

DISCIPLINE

Chisel and shape.

DISCIPLINE

Repetition.

DISCIPLINE

Push even when sick.

DISCIPLINE

Sacrifices.

DISCIPLINE

Don’t stop.

DISCIPLINE

Pure pleasure.

DISCIPLINE

Progress.

DISCIPLINE

Study.

DISCIPLINE

Reform.

DISCIPLINE

Fire.

DISCIPLINE

Internal will.

DISCIPLINE

Art

––––––––
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Exquisite, hang the color blend high!

The show has it displayed openly,

And many a critic has traveled to see

The image, heavenly;

Within it stirs the emotions trapped

And bursts the entire soul;

The medium, forming dreams

Shall leave the observer whole!

Magical Friend

––––––––
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The words erupt out of the abuser,

As under the table, the child recedes.

Hiding from the pain,

The child clutches prayer beads.

Drift, carry, transform; it's time for a magical friend.

Drift, carry, escape; let the magic begin.

The words disappear to the sky,

As the fantasy friend brings light.

The child, no longer afraid,

Her space feels colorful and bright.

Drift, carry, transform; it's time for a magical friend.

Drift, carry, escape; let the magic begin.

Whenever the world shows cruelty,

The magical friend appears

And takes the child elsewhere,

While eliminating her fears.

Drift, carry, transform; it's time for a magical friend.

Drift, carry, escape; let the magic begin.

Only a Memory and Nothing More

––––––––
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While through the high school halls, I stroll, awakened, ghosts touch my soul.

Where were my friends from the past? What happened to those times before?

As I recall, nearly dreaming, recollections flood in, powerfully streaming.

In my mind, recalling, enthralling times behind the classroom door-

"Tis only a memory," I mutter, "school was such a chore-

Only a memory and nothing more."

~
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Then my anger flared, thinking, those bullies made me scared.

Here is where my test was given, studying hard for the score.

Thinking of teachers, my muscles tightened, hours of lectures, my mind enlightened.

In my past, I tried climbing, climbing up the social ranks-

"Tis only a memory," I mutter, "trying to climb the ranks-

Only a memory and nothing more."

~
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When in my eyes swells the tears, reminiscing my teenage years.

These halls knew joy and pain -so many emotions kept in store.

Leaving the school, I’m bawling. Years of memories return calling.

In my car, as I am driving, driving lost in my head-

"Tis only a memory," I mutter, "repeating in my head-

Only a memory and nothing more."

Move. Muscle, Move

––––––––
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The heavy work falls on bended knees

In numbing hours of repetition.

More fun activities lost across time,

As your will held in submission.

Move, muscles, move, as muscle memory forms.

Move, muscles, strengthen; muscles creating new norms.

The pain, the strain, the loss of hours;

Yet, something more grows within.

As mind reshapes, the body learns,

The lazy ways turn to discipline.

Move, muscles, move, as muscle memory forms.

Move, muscles, strengthen; muscles creating new norms.

And at the start, the goal so distant.

Yet every day, you grow a little faster.

The body/mind has etched a skill

Then one day, you are a master!

Move, muscles, move, as muscle memory forms.

Move, muscles, strengthen; muscles creating new norms.

The Comedian

––––––––
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Up from the garbage-filled slums on the street,

Pushing through obstacles of disparity and hardship,

Stumbling over impossible barriers,

Rises, the stand-up comedian,

Ready to break the chains.

Warn out from rejection or, perhaps life,

Yet, with no other escape from the street,

He swallows his pride and hides his fear,

Like an actor pretending he’s unscathed,

Trying to break the limitations.

Another club, a dingy bar, all darkening his soul.

Hackers and jerks shouting words of hate,

He bravely dons his mask that hides his defeat,

And he continues with his wit and roasts,

While dying on the inside.

Down to the basement of his childhood home,

Searching through comedy skits and shows,

Tripping his lines, then making them better,

Pouring over books and podcasts,

Dedicated, he masters the craft.

Iceman

––––––––
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Inside the frozen pond

He submerges in the ice

Breathing keeps him warm

Infinity of Thought

––––––––
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As thought moves across the Celestial Sphere,

As sounds vibrate that only you hear,

As new ideas plant their seed,

It's time to listen and take heed.

The infinity of thought is boundless.

The ideas ruminating are often soundless.

Answering its persistent call.

Surrendering yourself to its all.

Death

––––––––
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Death takes who he wants.

Death doesn’t care.

Death does not negotiate.

Death is ruthless.

One cannot bargain with Death.

One cannot change Death’s mind.

One cannot hide from Death.

One cannot stop Death’s path.

Death does not respect persons.

Death could care less about race.

Death has his plans.

Death always wins.

Independence Day

––––––––
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Explosion vibrating through my chest

Colors bursting in the dark celestial sky

Music blasting patriotic songs

Pride surfacing from my core

Freedom celebrating all around me

-Happy Independence Day!

Get a Dog

––––––––
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Get a dog- they begged.

We need it.

Get a dog- they pleaded.

We’ll care for it.

Get a dog- they cried.

We’ll walk it.

I got the dog

He tore apart my furniture.

I got the dog.

I stepped in a pile of poop.

I got the dog.

I take him for his walks.

They don’t play with the dog.

They are at school.

They don’t notice the dog.
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