


Calm down the reasons you cared for it


Open the gates to the entrance of depth


Stand up where you cower in vain


its coming on anyway, so make of your fate





  mastered the helpless intrusions of love


fight back reasons you stand aside


nothing but chances will soften now


of the link that you lost in the chain


swallow your hopes, dont choke your dreams


forward with what must be done


No more of the chances won in the game


Buy new or find, like sweetest old wine


Never lower thine grace to the profane


Merely live on the edge with self-ignored pain





 End it all now be ironically sane


 the reason you wont is the name of the slain


 true when you die that your reasons are lost


 mercy of dishonor laughs on your grave


 seek  would be jesters yourself  been lit on


 handsomely pay them with shame





Revered dove dotted red with its blood


the child who molted its tail 


the clouds in the wings of the 


angels that sting; a song of moral deceit


After the molten anger of loss


or the laughter of truly insane


comes a thought on a line, so often told


 the cry of despair from the sane





The sane to fight back crazy bastards to be


crazy criminally insane loves company


crazy breeds crazy does fight crazy


when the sane return having won


the crazy remains


deeper;more hidden in the heart of a repressor
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Fearfully hoping the dream is shared


would I not yearn for a thing, but doth not exist?


For in its existance, it would but yearn for me too


and part of its existential being is driven by this


would not it notice me, it be spoiled


would not it smile upon me, it be a fake


for in truth, the correct being will find me delightful


…..and more is the delight but shared, and revered alike





alas would my dreams but be a hope


not existing for me to find


unable to connect; in a world; shut out.


How to find? .. a lifetimes searching.


Of all the organized systems in the world,


why would this of all the chaotic searches


be left more to chance, than to modern advances?


I would but all my material goods pay forfeit but


for the sound of the voice, and the whisper of relief


what it will be is not a grand finale 


its a dark and bleak "finally"











