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The Day I lost my Dick

a poem
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I was feeling down

So I went on the prowl 

Searching for beauty 

To bring me back to life

So I searched the sellout streets 

For any pretty young retreat 

Untill I saw a man

so beautiful and Devine 

He made me believe in God 

He was blonde , 

With blue eyes 

And a soft youthful face 

That hadden seen a thing 

like Bowie 

Or bosie 

Shinning like white dukes

A Heavenly youth 

Like Lucien Carr , 

He shyly seduced me

With murderous charm

And took me in his arms 

To say

I know your type

Older, world werry 

And full of tender passion 

Im sick of waiting for

Won't you take me

away from the world's pain and strife

Why don't you take me back to ur place

And fuck me back to life

I stumbled

But I promised him the world

My leather confidence took over

And I assured him I'd take control 

But then a problem arose

And it shook me to the bone

That's when I realized 

I left my dick at home

I gave him my address 

Said to meet me there tonight 

So I only had 24 hours 

To run around real quick 

To search the whole big apple 

To try and find my dick 

I thought maybe the cops 

Stole it

But they covered each other in denial 

I ran to vouge magazine 

But they said dicks we're out of style

Maybe it was at the bottom of the Hudson 

Or the top of lady liberty

Maybe the nonbinary barista took it

And covered it in slime

Though they probably wouldn't bother

Since theirs is bigger than mine 

I asked the gay wizards on 34th street

I asked 

if they put a vanishing curse on it

They said 

No and told me to go home 

So I was starting to believe 

the worst had come

That my dick decided to join an artist colony in San Francisco 

And left me all alone

Or decided to run for president 

And made the white house his new home

I wondered back to my apartment 

Like a wet, heartbroken clown 

Only to see through the window 

My golden twink had moved on

Found a beautiful man

With a beautiful tan

and even prettier lip gloss

And a proud, stately dick 

that he clearly hadn't lost 

So I slumped down and signed 

Another day

Another glorious opportunity 

Passing me by

That was until I sat up

I felt a sharp pain

And realized I found my dick

In my own butt, from wence it came 

Sometimes in life 

The Things you want

We're inside you all along 
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How to make Narvinia soup: 


Poem: 
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Step one:

Acquire the ingredients:


	five candied human fetuti, their lack of life experience seminal existence between planes of nonexistence, creates an essence that is vital for the soups naval gasing, physudo intellectual hyper theatrical academic brainfucking.

	3 near death experiences 

	12 bitter divorces with women who resemble your mother.

	13 prison sentences, split between wards/psyches, boot camps and quarantines in submarines made of ghosts and wasted buffalo of a forbidden god.

	1 day of doing nothing but LSD and your grad students who you now wish you could be more of a father figure to now, give them the Price of Salt, instead of Lolita, but now fathers have that grotesque taste of  what you’ve done,—-and your Naked Upside Down in Mexico, 



and you can't remember why—


	3 bottles of rum and coke, 

	one drink too many 

	2 DUI charges 

	Pour a bottle of regrets to taste



Next stir to the satisfaction of whatever god is most convident to believe in this week, 

wait till your clock has an orgasm and your stove has a mid life crisis, before pouring your load into bowls of the earth 

Before it was burned to death by your ratty starfish side-projects, Man, off to the races before they burned the soup

Killed the world

and yet its dead

its been dead

you piss on your own grave

Your self self hatred is boring 

You wonder sullen and sunken eyed through mismanaged Acroprylis 

Gothem, Moria, Hades, Whats left of king hamlets purgatory 

you wonder

How Israel lost the war

You never figure out

Why you get left behind 

In rivers of dust 

as we wonder Among graves

and ghosts 

Dead-alive like your substack, and your relationship with your father

You break down in tears,

too pathetic for depiction 

You burn yourself alive

crave the sweet embrace of impossible fairy lovers, all the pretty, perfect, predestined boys and girls 

of the tomorrow

That were supposed to save your world

From from total war

You wail out for them to penetrate you with their innocence 

fucking the good person back into your perfrriated guts

Making you hole again

As you bleed and bleed 

Like the red sea tore Through 

your Trojan heart 

You race down the graveyard streets, naked, on fire, 

Starved of meaning, 

of life 

you can feel fading from the world, the last ember 

of humanity's soul 

being sucked up 

as all the chrome colored chaos 

fades back to grey, reality dissolves in a dance, on your grave

It wasn't real

Your precious real, 

Your glorious god

Cant save you now

There is nothing left

But the cigarette burning between your hateful lips

And as the ephemeral endtimes—

scored by an old Ragtime piano player, punching out a haunting melody 

Blesses us by leave everybody 

on a high note

So now

The worlds ended 

But you still remain 

You run off the edge of the fading world 

as it fades black of your mind

all the particles 

too uncertain for you

Too powerful to redesign 

for a mind so sick with collapsing constructs,

blackholes filled to the brim 

with your cosmic orgasm 

Somehow, you fought the universe 

And still thought you could win?

And you burn

and you burn

And you feel every last ember,

frying your flesh down to the bone, till you devolve back into an ape, 

then an amoeba

then nothing but a speck of stardust, as the void of voids devours the universe in its unforgiving appetite, and everything that was ever anything, is now nothing

but the farts of impossible memory dancing untethered, with no beginning and no end, 

God is dead, 

and meaning could have been self evident , beautiful and guiding even 

Transforming Muddy rain

into God's glorious shower of rebirth 

But no, you couldn't do that

You had to twist

And bend

And break

The world around your cock

And your whims

And death drives

So you kept looking upward, all voids open 

like babies suckling milk, 

Desperate to make contact with another human being

even if it kills them

Or find a better god

Like art, or love or Star Trek

No but you couldn't bother

All you believed in 

was distant fathers

Kings, presidents, higher powers

The kind of distant longing 

that never repairs 

Like giant warriors 

Don't care for the ants they crush

On the steps to build their kingdom 

On the earth black with corpses 

But you get to be king now

Was it worth it?

You used to say

We must all be killers

To create life

But You only kill

And create strife 

And all you, old, overcoat

Gatekeepers at the gates of 

Dying halls 

and establishment malls

You never created a thing 

All You did was kill us

And pretend we are Ravenous dogs

When you burn the pound 

You hold the blade

The pen

You signed the bills

You did the kills

And you loved it

And you made a religion out of it

Golden faces , in high up places

And you suffocate beating hearts 

End lives like mine, every day

As we speak 

And you still want forgiveness 

But were all dead now,

So was it all worth it? 

Now, 

Your drowning in nothingness 

No mind is left to brainwash, 

to glorify your memory

Now the cruel indifference

Of gravity and decay 

Is what it took to end your regin

Leave no room to mourn 

But alas, you never 

got your heart refilled

and thus 

you made it everyone else's problem.

Oh look! 

Soups done.
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Love in Pertgoary

By Elijah Brahmi
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Here

you spend your whole life 

chasing, killing, loosing for 

that black or white

that final finish line

where friends are made

quests complete 

and hearts lay satisfied

horizons to heaven

an ossais

a Miracle
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