Charismatic like a James Bond Villain

Charismatic like a James Bond Villain

(Not the main, but the one on the side, the henchman)

That has made, his psychical deformity into 

Sociopathic weaponry

The bad guy you never wanted to die

Somehow feeling pity like for Jaws

In Moonraker floating off to fall 

On earth with the lovely in pigtails and braces

We somehow knew that 

What made him bad was his height and lack of

Teeth, we fantasized about him being abused by 

Other children when a child and that was

Why he could be no James Bond, no lover 

Of deadly women, no suave behavior

Just a normal guy with some deep issues inside

Forced to be bad, driven by sadness and…

Well almost like us except

We manage and cope

Content to only watch and sympathize.

Scotch Tape

I remember the licking

Of sweat

The taste of you spent,

Easy

Lying curled beside

Me

Sticky

Wishing our love to be more adhesive.

After Reading an Article on Illegal Asian Immigration

I have not known the 

Salty taste the ocean

Leaves settled in the 

Mouths of drown victims

That died trying to become

Americans or the passion

Burning the throat like

Bile but sweet fermenting

Into desire that fills

The mind of those

Packed inside container

Ship boxes overflowing

Not only with the stench

Of human excrement

And those producing it

But mostly hope

I did not agree to pay 

$35,000 with money

I did not have

Battering my body

Into prostitution, crime

Or worse for years

To repay this debt

If only I survive 

To set foot upon that shore.

There was no pain, fear

Of death, ugliness, money

Spent.  I was born into

This dream of hope, freedom,

And opportunity.  The question

I find lingering in the base of my mind

Simply is…If I was

There would I risk to be here?

Would you?

Thoughts while Raining

Our relationship suffers from work force reduction – 

Neither one of us tries anymore,

And you say I have changed, since I became an executive

And I say you have changed, since you started watching soap operas…

The young and restless

The bold and beautiful

And when I look at you

I see no thing of beauty

Just pain

Like Halloween candy with a razor blade surprise.

I wonder when I will leave

Because loving you has been and fled

Leaving me behind.

