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Dedication

 

For my Wife Meredith -- who inspired every poem about salvation, hope and love.  For my departed beagle Hank, who inspired The Spirit House, and for the rest of humanity, who inspired the pain, insanity and sheer cosmic hopelessness of the rest.  

Thank you
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INTRODUCTION

If you came here looking for sunshine and rainbows, you're in the wrong book.

This is the place where the crows gather -- noisy, mocking, and probably a little pissed off.

These poems were hammered out in bars, in dark rooms, and in the quiet moments where the booze wears thin and the madness sets in.

They're messy. They're honest. They're sometimes a little too close for comfort -- like that one friend who always says exactly what you're thinking, but never quite the way you expected.

So grab your coat, pour yourself something strong, and maybe keep one eye open.

This isn't just poetry -- it's a raw, slightly unhinged conversation with the chaos inside us all.

-- Jeff Sloan

 

 

 

 

 

"Life should not be a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a pretty and well-preserved body, but rather to skid in broadside in a cloud of smoke, thoroughly used up, totally worn out, and loudly proclaiming 'Wow!  What a ride!"

 

     --Ray Bradbury

 

 

 

 

 

"Find what you love and let it kill you."

 

     --Charles Bukowski 

 


MY SOUL

 

My soul, (if I've got one),

is a cavernous pit,

an empty bladder full

of all my life's wit.

It's withered.  It's ragged.

It's fucked, and it's ripped.

 

My soul, (if I've got one),

it ain't worth a shit.


NOT EXACTLY LIKE SMOKE, NOT EXACTLY LIKE STARS

 

If the night sky were red,

lava-hot cosmos,

and the pinpoints were burning black scars,

and the moon moved sideways–

straight on the horizon–

a forest-green prisoner

chasing the wild sun

across deserts of diamond,

sharp-slivered planet,

the weight of oceans and rivers,

the milk from time’s highway…

 

And if I were a god

and if you were a goddess–

silk royal robes and glorious flowers,

crowned with sparks from a fire

burning deep,

bright cinders–

 

This place…

might be never.

Might be love.


GRASSHOPPER

 

I wonder?

Wonder if it is in the process?

The process of composing--

composing a great concerto...

 

...with melodic winds

(at times nostalgic?)

...and eerie strings

(that chill the blood?)

...and a brass so powerful and unrestricted,

that rises to a climax of genius proportions...

 

I wonder all of this

as I lower the rolled-up

newspaper

and splatter his grasshopper brains on the floor.


THE STRESS AND THE STRAIN

 

The stress and strain

of today

may snap the wire,

may break the chain--

 

     and mar the broken with disdain.

 

The stress and strain

of this day

may damage the circuits,

may scramble the brain--

 

     burdensome debts that must be repaid.

 

The stress and strain,

financial drain,

may empty the pockets,

may halt the campaign--

 

     and all but the rich shall inherit the pain.

 

From the stress,

from the strain--

 

     and all but the rich shall be tortured and slain.


THE BEACH

 

Then the dark glowed with low embers,

morning waking with the tide.

Then the water sang her hope song

for the avian world beside,

and the sun rose high above

the glass fog, so mystifying,

and the light lit silent shadows

Of the serpents darkly lying.

 

So the wind did quell its breathing,

so the crabs dug into gold,

so the hermit pointed southward,

and the day escaped the cold.

 

Then the people flung their bed things,

drank their coffees, ate their cakes,

and ventured forward to the sound

of the sun god and goddess waves.

 

As the winds swelled and were silenced,

the gulls screamed at the throng,

as the canvas flowers blossomed,

as the seashells sang their songs.

 

Then the surfers fell from mountains,

then the bathers warmed and dried,

and the children built great fortresses--

ate their burgers, dogs and fries.

 

Summer day goes round in circles,

each ecstasy, each high;

sun up the life we're living,

sun down so too we die.

 

And the beach then slowly emptied,

and the sphere sank to the West,

leaving memories for strangers--

no stranger now to nature, guests.


SHE STEALS THE STARS

 

She steals the stars and she eats them,

each of them right away.

They glow bright in her lovely belly,

all night and every day.

 

She steals the stars and ingests them,

making food of the Milky Way.


INFECTING THE DISEASE

 

I knew when I moved in

that it wasn't my kind of town.

 

For one thing:

it was greatly overrun with churches.

They were everywhere, 

like filthy vermin,

blinding the townsfolk,

impregnating that rotten society 

with the "decency" of hypocrisy.

 

Rules only for non-believers.

Forgiveness only for the sheep...

all the while gnawing on the children.

 

No, it wasn't my kind of town.

 

There weren't enough 

convertible sports cars,

roller rinks, 

candy stores, 

booze emporiums,

or bikini billboards for my liking.

 

But I felt a peculiar need to exist there--

like a cancer of science and

sexual security,

slowly recreating everything

that they had worked so hard to destroy.


COLD WINTER RAIN

 

Cold winter rain,

oh, cold winter rain--

falling down from above,

now no warmth can remain.

You bring the grey darkness

that spreads like a stain

from November to April--

all night and no day.

 

Barometric depression,

and our emotions the same.

 

Cold winter rain,

oh, cold winter rain--

you make me feel aches in my

joints, bones, and brain.

The icy feeling you share

is truly pure pain.

It stings and it cripples

as you soak the terrain,

bring a frost and a fog

and a pounding migraine.

 

Cold winter rain,

oh, cold winter rain--

like an underdone snowfall,

like an impure cocaine.

Sad thoughts and depression,

your constant refrain.

Dark windows pit-patter like

leaky faucets to drains.

Amber fall to white winter

comes your wet-frost campaign.

 

Cold winter rain,

oh, cold winter rain--

long, grey, hopeless darkness,

this forlorn domain.

Warm tears turn to icicles,

warm thoughts to complaints.

You make the trees brittle

and snap them in twain--

brittle bones of the earth,

shattered by your constrain.

 

Cold winter rain,

oh, cold winter rain,

lonely are the dying, yet

all things must decay,

must leave the warm shelter,

each season make way.

And in so dying,

lifeless leaves will fall stray--

piles of dead color

depart bare branches that sway.

 

Cold winter rain,

Oh, cold winter rain--

you put frost in our breathing

and ice in our veins.

You murder the starlight,

and moonlight the same--

the call that brings forward

winters' winds as they bray,

like dogs left to scrounge

In scant, forsaken dismay--

our reminder of death's sickle,

the old cycle, arcane.


I THINK, THEREFORE I DRINK

 

Sanity, sanity--

Oh, such a vanity.

Take this old world and explain it,

tie it in ribbons,

confine it with brains--

such nonsense is so overrated!

 

Sane, so sane...

but what's in a name?

Lies in a jar won't contain it.

Such big ideas,

so much wasted space--

a touch of the madness can drain it.

 

Swirling, swirling,

whirlpool whirling-- 

sane, insane sanity.

Cackling at casualty,

bitter and absently,

laughing in tragedy.

A true abnormality,

inviting catastrophe,

mental locality

in altered reality...

 

...but what is reality?

It is the falsehood of sanity,

imagined by the imaginary.


THE EXISTENTIALIST

 

I wanted to eat

the apple and all

its meaning.

I ate of it,

peeled the skin,

chewed the sugars,

and discarded the seeds.

This is the PURPOSE, I think.

 

Because I am.

Because I wanted to.


EVERYTHING

 

Eyes like white-roses on a summer's day,

flies like flash fires, as some may say,

decorating your soul like diamonds--

the endless nights we've spent

gone by.

 

Skin of angels like sunshine rays,

long reminder that these are better days.

Climb up into your minds great highlands--

the words you've often said

meet mine.

 

You are everything.

You're the leap of faith

when it feels I'm not enough.

You are everything.

You're the arms of strength

that catch me when I've fallen.

You are everything.

When my world is gray,

you're the window that brings in the dawn.

You are everything

that I could ever want.

 

Smile Pandora, and bring my hope.

Free me from my life's inclined slope.

You made comfort where there once was violence--

your love has washed away

my pain.

 

You are everything

that I ever dreamed. 


IT'S ONLY ME

 

Sleep is for dreamers, and the dreamers are dead.

I'm not gonna sleep with this fucked-up head.

Gonna go out, gonna paint it all red--

It's only me... who cares what I've said?

 

It's only me, and that's all you've got.

I ain't much for rules, so the rulers got taught.
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