1 - The Walk
 
Let’s take a walk. 
And by walk I mean you sitting blissfully, while I explore your thoughts from within. 
Strolling down your memory lanes, as the sun violently kisses your skin. Assessing every thought, as I take a walk in your park. Stopping at the part where you can’t differentiate between your mind and your heart.
I want to walk between the crevices and cracks that align the back of the yellow brick road that leads to your soul. 
Strolling through your inner most weeping willows, pausing at the intersection of where you lose control. 
Let’s take a walk. 
And by walk I mean masterfully maneuvering through the sleek streets of your psyche. 
Despite me, not wanting to slip within your minds lips. 
Watching your sunset as time ticks. 
I mean as the melanin from your mind drips. 
This is as viscous as a mind gets. 
Walking and strolling. Walk while it’s snowing.
While the rain in your minds’ cup is at the brink of overflowing.
Let’s take a walk. 
And by walk I mean delightfully sitting while your mind is spinning from the walk we just took. 
Reading between the lines of the thighs of your mind. Because your thoughts, like a library are an open book. 
Wanting to be educated on the nature within the sockets of your eyes. Springing to life, to continue this journey. Making sure your wild life never dies. 
Hoping you won’t mind. I’d rather exercise my demons inside your mind, instead of mine. 
Taking it slow, until feet ache and you’re begging me to stop. 
Every second of every day with you I’d like to take a walk.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



2 - Come To Me
 
Come to me. 
As magnetic pulls Spread your legs, and you release Your love to me.
I wouldn’t call this Fucking. I’d call it a joining of spiritual Juices. 
Let me taste your garden of Eden. And find out, what the flavor of Your fruit is. 
It’s ruthless. 
This attraction We have. 
I’ve never wanted to be engulfed In your essence so bad. 
So come to me.
Scream, kick and moan but please don’t Fucking run from me.
Because honestly, All my energy wants to be embedded In the beads of your sweat. 
I want this to be a conjoining of subconsciousness, That we can never forget. 
All I need is Your surrender. 
A no holds barred, Relinquishment of everything you’ve Kept within. 
I want to be the tickle down Your spine and the butterflies maturing Beneath your skin. 
So come to me.
Submit yourself to orgasmic forces, that Strip you of molecular structure. And When they ask what we did, I won’t say That I fucked her. 
I’ll say that we deeply Explored on another. 
And I was able to. Really understand how to love her.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







3 - Soul Exchange
 
I found solace in bodies that were too feeble To tell me to stop. 
Zombies hardly. 
Everything Seemed cerebral when their souls climbed on Top. 
Of mine. Sublime. We engaged in an Exchange of wanting to simply stop time.
In its tracks. 
The pungent mucus of what was Left always seems to ooze through the cracks.
Of our skin. we were in. 
Deeper and deeper. Irrevocable sin. 
Vicariously wanting to jump Into their bones. 
I found solace in bodies Who were too weak to be alone. 
No speaking, They all just needed a home. 
I provided Temporary relief. As they released their pain Inside my very own grief. 
We tangoed in a Tangled cycle of exchanging pains. 
Come again. Please. Come unlock these chains. 
I found Happiness in bodies that were broken like I was.
Happiness in bodies that were choking trying To find love. 
I found happiness in bodies that Just wanted a buzz. 
Who were confused and Abused and just wanted to fly above.
The Lows, they’d been feeling. The blows they’d Been dealing. With. 
I found solace in bodies And they found solace in my kiss. 
In my Temporary “I love you’s” they found a reason To live. 
Resin of life. A reason to give.
Everything they’d saved or everything they Tried to. 
I found solace in bodies because After you left, I couldn’t find you.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





4 - Paris
 
I saw Paris in your eyes.
We danced upon the Eiffel Tower, and our arena was the sky.
The webs woven, held open, Every door threatening to close.
I saw Paris in your eyes and. Experienced paradise in your soul.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 











5 - Beautiful Mind
 
I don’t want your body.
I want your conversation.
I want to know your dreams.
Like how you plan to change this nation.
I want to get inside your thoughts. Figurative penetration. 
A type of Encounter void of condoms,
Because neurons provide such stimulation.
See I don’t have to touch you, In order for you to feel me.
We can sit on rooftops at 2am counting Stars, 
That’s when you get the real me.
And it’s not that you’re not beautiful, But your mind is where the gold is.
I don’t want your body. I want you To tell me every story you never told miss.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








6 - Human Soliloquy
 
She had soliloquy thoughts.
A monologues heart.
Like she was an actress. Hopes fabric. Pulling apart.
She was a beautiful panic. Iambic. 
Breaking all of societies Parameters. 
Click, click, click. Her soul spit slick pentameters.
She bled Shakespearean sonnets.
Her mind a turning gauntlet.
That earthly minds could not Decipher. 
Extraterrestrial psyche. Higher. 
Her figurative pen, lit sin, And fire. 
Behind the blue lines and Black ink. Paper bruised by truth That sinks. Dense egos. Hence, She goes. Off without ever Verbally uttering. 
No actual words. Absurd. Gibberish muttering.
Mind. Rewind. Whispers keep Stuttering. 
She had a monologue Heart. 
She suffered countless wars Fought. 
And in war she wrote letters. Delayed when she’d talk. 
So she Never really knew how to articulate Her thoughts. 
It left her jaded. Self hatred.
She was an enigma. Even she had No idea how to manage. 
She wrote Everything down because she thought Paper was the only part of her not damaged.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








7 - Ode To An Introvert
 
I salute you.
Locked lips and blisters that ache from Within you. 
Hidden pain flowing through Veins. Dear Comrade, I commend you.
Because we are one. 
Bottled feelings Until hearts are incapacitated. Like Icarus flying too close to the sun. 
Your Silence is despised by the people who Long to understand you. 
Yet silence is a Vow you refuse to dispose of. 
Speaking Of things that are irrelevant so your soul Can’t be explored. 
A type of disposition That makes it hard to expose, love.
I know that Love, or lack thereof, has added to your secrets.
And that trust is what you won’t supply. So Nobody gets to keep it. 
Like your whole Life you’ve been hiding. While others are Constantly seeking. 
Never saying what your Mind thinks. Even when Lips are moving and
You’re speaking. 
I salute you calloused Cavities. 
Hardened by the struggle of pushing, When others are doing the opposite. 
When Deep down we both know what the real problem is.
Life itself has done things. And as a result You have been hurt.
I salute you and your strength. An ode to an introvert.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







8 - Broken
 
So you broke me.
I wasn’t up for sale, but you prevailed And you stole me. 
In retrospect I guess, I neglected to watch you. 
Said you Wanted to fall, flaws and all. 
So I jumped Full fledged off the edge. And Hurriedly caught you. 
I thought you. 
Could, Would, Save me from the thoughts that Capture me. 
Distorted dreams. Ripped At the seams. I was running and they were After me. 
And you just so happened to be.
My goal. My fucking finish line. 
Crossed The line between love and hate. One of The thinnest lines. Loving you wholeheartedly, Yet hating your distaste for me. 
You left Bowing out. Without letting me leave, Gracefully.
I wanted a fairytale knowing They don’t exist. 
Toxic poisonous bliss. Pussy lips and your kiss. 
I miss you and Without you, I’m not even half a whole.
Whoa, somebody please take control. 
Because I can’t Hold on much longer. 
Underestimating my Weakness. Assuming I was stronger. 
Yet Here I sit broken. Glass heart shattered in to Pieces. 
If I wasn’t drowning in tears, drunk With intoxicated fears. I wouldn’t believe This. 
Dead inside. Fuck my pride. It’s Already deceased. 
Confirming thoughts That love would cease.
and you would Never love me, again.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





9 - Heart Attack
 
She left her heart Within my palms.
And casually walked Away. 
I threw it back. 
A true heart attack.
Because of no part of her, Did I want to literally
Stay.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 










10 - The Wanderer
 
Let me wander within your Wandering mind. 
Capturing Hidden treasures, 
no one else Was persistent enough to find.
Following roads, under construction.
Jogging down all your memories lanes.
Exploring wandering minds.
Destroying your ever wanderless pain.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 









11 - Darkness
 
I met darkness with piercing light, and let the Stars of my heart conform to your cloudy skies.
I never asked about your demons, still possessing Wings. I never knew that they could fly. 
And Because love is blind, I closed my eyes and never Fixed my lips to ask you why. 
Your clouds won’t go Away. 
Even in the Bible the rain only lasted 40 days.
Yet yours has lasted lifetimes. 
As if you’re Trying to cleanse something that resides in you.
And no matter how much rain falls, you feel It always hides in you. 
A darkness, so daunting, But forever inside of you. 
So it rains and it rains, And it comes from within. 
Flash flooding hearts, That never learned how to swim. 
Agonizing Cacophonies, as you slowly drown them.
Or should I say, as you slowly drown me.
Although love is blind I gave you the opportunity To see. 
Yet your clouds and your rain have Overlooked the right passage. 
So bitterly Broken, it’s utterly tragic. 
That when happiness Approaches, you look right passed it. 
All Because of old shit that might have happened.
I’ve never seen a smile erupt from you, That would put sun rays to  shame. 
I’ve Always been engulfed in your raging storm Of rain. 
Your raging storm of pain.
I met your darkness with piercing light. And Solely made a vow. 
To meet all your demons. And one day remove your clouds.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 






12 - Inhuman
 
I’m humanly inhuman. 
Earthly yet other Worldly. 
You’ve been trying to condense me Down into paragraphs. 
When thousands of Books couldn’t contain my story. 
Of alien Catastrophes, maddening thoughts, and Miseducated glory. 
Like I originated from My very own flesh and have no kin, or friends Before me. 
I’m mortally immortal, and I don’t Know where I’ve come from. 
Like I’m running From home like I’m being chased. 
But don’t Even know the home in which I steady run from.
I stand bashfully not looking. 
As I avoid all Eyes and doorways when I walk. 
And I don’t dare stare Into portals that contain the soul, when people Engage and try to talk. 
I feel like I’m half a person.
More accurately I feel like a Martian. 
I have Half a brain. Slightly insane. Other half guarded By 300 Spartans. I’m humanly inhuman.
Otherworldly. Unearthly.  I’m different.
But it really doesn’t matter If I explained Infinitely my psyche.
It’s unlikely you’d understand,
Or even listen.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





13 - Artistry
 
Some of the best Artists in the world,
Were psychotic. Or completely crazy.
So when questioning My sanity, 
I’ll simply reply, with art in my eyes, 
“Can you blame.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




14 - Suicide Love
 
Your love. Was suicide.
A tragedy.
And oops I died.
Lead lies. They crucified.
Bound and gagged.
A brutal vibe. I prayed to
You. I paid my tithes.
Got stabbed in the back.
Penetrating my eye.
And when my heart withered. And dried. 
You offered your Moist fallacious words.
To then again. 
Implode Me from within.
A torturous revive.
I mean a terrible revival.
Your love. Was suicide.
But inner strength.
Helped me survive whole.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

15 - Misunderstood
 
You don’t understand it. I’m damaged.
You’re trying to open up wounds, when my Heart needs a bandage. 
You’re trying to Picture my emotions. 
When what I feel is raw And candid. 
I didn’t ask to be so broken. This Was never how I planned it. 
Put your Fingertips to my soul. 
What’s your motive? Let me scan it. 
Are you trying to take me on Infinite wild rides. 
Or have me buy a ticket And leave me stranded. 
Your heart my room Full of doom. 
Full of bombs that go boom.
Eating shrooms to stay sane, void of panic.
Trying to make confetti out of my being. 
When I’ve built walls, tall. 
Made of iron, steel and Granite. 
Made in a garden full of hurt. 
Loss Of self worth. 
Those seeds, deep planted.
And once you’re in a little deep. 
You’ll Probably leave, instantly disenchanted.
I’ve been misunderstood, miseducated and Straight up abandoned. 
My heart and soul Have both let go. 
Hanging on threads in Mythical tandem. 
Random. 
Love’s a phantom.
I’m dilapidated, battered and damaged. 
I’d Open the book of my soul to you, 
but well,
You just wouldn’t understand it.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
16 - Lie To Me
 
Scribble monstrosities on my broken Heart. 
Use my organs as your instrument.
Tell me you care and then abandon me.
Your truth has long ago lost all its sentiment.
Pour out your liquid lies, and try to convince Me that you mean them. 
Your veins bulging From such Adrenaline rushed fabrication.
Yet you expect me to believe them.
I know you never loved me.
So you can stop claiming that you did.
You resorted to childish ways. I must say
“My dear it’s never nice to fib”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

17 - The Fall
 
Her lips branded Stories onto my skin.
Her soul, the smell Of gunpowder, mixed With unadulterated sin.
Her mind, a burning galaxy, That kept rotating within.
My psyche. 
Despite me.
Not wanting to to trip, slip
And fall again.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



18 - Thunder And Lightning
 
Perhaps two different kinds of crazy can combine in some sort Of alternate state of sanity. 
Perhaps two spontaneously combusting Souls, can create a deafening silence resulting in a beautiful calamity.
If the chaos within our minds took the time to intertwine, then who are we To intervene. Even mayhem and pure unadulterated disaster, deserve Taking a leap of faith and reaching towards their dreams. 
I think someone Once said, or maybe it might have been in a book I was reading. 
That all I Needed simply in life was to find someone to play well with my demons.
Who didn’t mind clawed eyes and helpless screaming. 
Nightmares Permeating through pores. 
Someone who doesn’t mind bleeding.
Maybe I need someone who doesn’t mind being needed. 
Who’s not afraid Of hidden thoughts and they’ll  graciously go seeking. 
For every buried Belief we both forgot we believed in. 
And perhaps it’ll take someone as Insanely functional as I. 
Mending each other’s clipped wings, seeing if lost Phoenix’s still fly. 
Blinded. 
Sense of direction void, as we try soaring Consciously through blackened skies. Unconsciously. 
My blackened eyes.
Two soulless souls. 
A blackbird dies. 
A blackbird tries, and yet fails to find
Solace in one as equally twisted. 
Addicted. Conflicted. 
Two separate Entities, irrevocably, heavely, intermixing. 
Both broken. 
Both so intangibly Sadistic. 
Suffering from lack of love. It’s such a world renowned sickness.
Like, perhaps two hearts separately starving. 
Two soft individuals tragically Hardened. 
Can combine to become one being incapable of being destroyed.
No longer AWOL in this war. 
Ready and willing to be deployed. 
To fight And to battle, together now with each other. 
Perhaps there’s nothing wrong With being inundated with rain. w
When you have someone to be your thunder.
 
19 - Agony
 
The agony inside is like a demon that comes to me.  
When I’m alone trying to hide,
He approaches and he comforts me.
With the vain words he speaks into my ears.
See he agrees.
He sees the fire, the pain, the searching soul, That is me.
The demon taunts, and he flaunts, all his Negative statements.
And the worst part of it all is,
I believe what he is saying.
With my heart, the demon is sadistically playing.
A knife to my soul.
The lone demon is slaying.
The agony inside is like a demon who
always plans on being present and staying.
With me.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







20 - My Temple
 
My body is my temple. 
Mine has been tainted, painted and stenciled.
Stabbed with ego dripping pencils. 
Disconnected my body from my mental.
My body is my temple, but my temple is fucking broken. 
My temple has lost A roof and windows aren’t wide. 
So I suffocate and hide, while I’m choking.
I’ve turned my body into a turtle shell. 
A temple?  Yeah whatever. 
Maybe the Opposite, a fucking burning hell. 
They’re all compelled, time after time. 
To see If they’ll be welcomed. 
All looking for confirmation that we are alive. 
But I, pride Aside, can’t even help them. 
So I tell them, that it’s me and that they’re perfect.
And yeah, it’s simple. 
My mind is my body and my body is my mind. 
So my mind Is really my temple. 
My mind is really the venue that I’m talking about right now.
My temple has suffered many wars and still stands. 
And I stare in awe, like wow.
Like how. Can a temple be so broken yet attract so many visitors. 
My body is my Temple. I mean my mind is my temple. 
And I need to fly away like I’m  a little bird.
“I am like a bird, I wanna fly away” Nelly Furtado said that.  
“I don’t know where my Soul is, I don’t know where my home is” 
And I need to find my way back. 
Back, Assuming ever in life I had a place I felt safe and secure. 
My body is my temple And I can’t offer up much more. 
I won’t offer up a tour, of how broken I am within.
It doesn’t matter anyway. 
My temple filled with sorrow, melancholy, and sin.
My body is my temple, 
and they want me to be comfortable and give them a piece Of me,
as if they’re my kin. 
My body, I mean my mind is my temple. 
And there’s no Door to let you in.
So I cannot let you in. 
I just cannot let you in.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 























21 - First Degree Murder
 
I wish you’d wake up.
So I could penetrate your Brain again.
Your intelligence murders My soul.
And I just need to be slain again.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


22 - Composition
 
I don’t think paper can handle all of me exposed.
If I took off all my clothes.
Revealing the secrets of my soul.
Nakedly unaware. 
Pen to scared to lace itself Within calloused hands.
I’d drown composition pages in sacrificial bloodbaths.
Too fear induced to understand.
I don’t think the paper I cry upon.
Tell inner truths to and then lie upon.
Is impenetrable enough to withstand stab wounds Repeatedly inflicted.
Pen masochistically addicted.
Many neurons within, conflicted.
I know with absolute certainty that some poems Should be kept locked away.
For it’s the only way to keep my soul and compositions Safe.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



23 - 2 A.M
 
2 am is for the artists.
When the sun is out we seem heartless, 
But At 2 am  we find where our heart is.
2 am is for reflection.
Of the pain, of the joy, whatever was our Days lesson. 
It’s for experiencing solitude,
But being occupied by little silence.
Because at 2am when everyone is sleep,
Thoughts rage and scream.
Like storms so violent.
2am is for the artists.
So I guess that’s why I’m up now.
Because at 2am through scrambled brain matter,
We create beautiful masterpieces still. somehow.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 






24 - Rock Bottom
 
Barely maintainin’.
Going insane and.
Confusing happiness too often,
With mind gripping pain and.
My brain pulsates when breathing
carbon into my veins. And
I think I’m losing every foot my
feet have struggled to gain.
And. I’m barely maintainin’.
I’d tell you I’m fine, but everyone
knows that I’m playin’.
My soul is a slave and.
My mind’s in a cage and.
If you ask me tomorrow,’
I might be okay then.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





25 - Lost And Found
 
I’ve searched souls like lost and found boxes, in the back of old Churches. 
Digging wildly looking for whatever I’d lost.
Scavenging through others emotions, 
while I’m stealing happy endings, No matter the cost. 
And truthfully it’s all become numb to me.
Pierced with panic, so mind numbingly, dumb to me.
It’s almost slightly fun to me.
I’ve never had anything. 
I’ve always been alone.
I stole feelings as a child, so even my tears were not my own.
And my fears had no home. 
To run freely.
I’ve searched souls perhaps looking for the right one to free me.
And still i have not found the one to unlock my chains.
Looking for sustenance in other shit, and I cannot bear the pain.
Much longer. 
Hoping that soul searching and stealing someone Else’s consciousness, 
will make my own stronger.
Trying on and throwing out the embodiment of others very existence.
And not even caring in that instance.
I long for others happiness. 
Never able to create a happiness that is mine.
Sucking like a parasitic demon, the destiny and stench of time. 
of others Very lives. 
How awesomely Divine.
Still not able to find one that connects with me so I can feel a direct line.
And so I search like a thief.
Searching for emotions I never knew I’d lost.
Disposing of soul after soul, no matter the cost,
Until the day my desire for other people’s lives is finally turned off.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
26 - Roses
 
Play in the thorn stricken roses.
That outline the entity that ultimately Is my soul
And your heart will be returned.  
Bruised and broken.
Explaining exactly why mine isn’t whole.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 










27 - Abstract Art
 
I’ve never been one to approach abstract entities willingly.
So when a broken heart came stumbling towards me.
In purple rain, I let the pain.
Graze my psyche. Briefly, chillingly.
I’ve seen squares fit within circles.
Yet my acute awareness of your heartache makes it geometrically impossible to fix you.
No matter how many protractors I try to factor, 
into the sum that ultimately is you.
I’ve never been one to be completely void of fear.
Yet when your catastrophic hands reached out for companionship.
I contemplated drawing them near.
The unknown that is your heartbeat.
Couple with my infatuated ignorance.
I’ve never seen such pain possess such beauty.
That could make time stop being so infinite. 
Such brokenness, such imminence. 
The genetic makeup of you, a symphony of silent instruments.
So it seems no one is listening.
I’ve never been one to approach abstract entities on purpose.
So when a broken heart came stumbling towards me.
I caught said entity.
Embracing all fear, as it came rushing to the surface.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


28 - Searching
 
Maybe I’m searching,
For the person that I couldn’t be…
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 











29 - She Loves Me
 
She loves me.
She loves me not.
She said she did, 
but she forgot.
So now she hides her love in pieces.
Analytically speaking she’s a broken thesis.
A broken princess, that I had a hand in breaking.
And now that I want her love,
Her heart stays distant.
Ever aching.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 







30 - Mind Reader
 
I’m not trying to read your mind.
I’m trying to find where it was lost at.
I’m trying to teach you Thoughts are priceless.
Because you haven’t determined the cost yet.
You calculate past memories and let them overcome you.
You sit idle, thoughts forcibly bridled.
Letting old mental fists, beat, and swiftly outrun you. 
I’ve come to. 
Be the sun to.
Shine some light on your dark holes.
So let me take you by the hand and show you, your inner rainbow.
When you thought you had a dark soul.
Let the pain, And the rain be shown.
See I’m not trying to read your mind, man.
You should have never seen any darkness because
you’re the epitome of shining.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




31 - Blank Page
 
I wanted to paint her portrait.
With every undiscovered syllable.
Yellows, blues, mochas and indigos.
Madness and metaphors.
Hidden violence and violets.
Until I realized
Painting her poetically,
Would result in blank pages and silence.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 










32 - One And Only
 
You told me that I was your one and only.
You made me feel invincible when your arms would enclose me.
When you’d kiss and you’d hold me.
You made me feel loved like finally someone could behold me.
You told me that you would always be there.
but when my soul cried out you ran away and disappeared.
You left me stranded because of a scorching, unknown fear.
and I had no explanation.
You see I was exposed and you left wounds Unclosed with no Hesitation. 
My life literally depended on you and you said fuck my desperation. 
You said fuck my dedication.
You said that I was your first everything.
That every flight method you tried, failed.
And I managed to bandage every wing.
So that you could fly once more.
You put me on a pedestal then cut it down to the floor.
The pain rang out from my pores.
Draining, causing numerous sores.
and the fault is all yours.
And The cause is all yours. 
You made me feel priceless now I feel my flaws in full force.
You told me you loved me and you’d look me deep in my eyes.
I thought you were incapable of lies.
How foolish of me. 
Flowers used to be beautiful and you’ve made roses and tulips look ugly. 
When I see them.
It’s like if I could trade places with doom, just to forever be away from you, 
this earth I’d instantly leave it.
Because of you I think that love is a demon.
So everything you said, are words that no longer should be kept.
Because the only thing you really meant was when you up and left.
 
 
 
 
 
 
33 - I Feel You
 
I hate that you go through everything that you go through.
I hate that you pray to a god and this is what he shows you.
I wish I could hold you.
Kiss and console you.
Put yourself mind to rest and your heart and your soul too.
Help reshape and remold you.
My ultimate goal too.
Be the nourishment to your subconscious.
I guess they call it soul food.
And you possess broken wings I want to unfold too.
You see imperfections, 
surrounded by clouds, smoke and coal too.
But what if I told you,
I mean what if I showed you.
That in you I see diamonds surrounded by a plethora of gold too.
What a sight to behold you.
Steal the night when you roll through.
I want to be your backbone,
If you’re cold, I’ll be cold too.
I just hate that you’re weary because you’re strong and you’re bold too.
And you deserve help in this poker game called life.
So now, if you fold, I fold too.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


34 - Honey Comb
 
She wished she knew the taste of honey.
Without it stinging the blisters that outlined her oral cavity.
A travesty. 
They’d laugh and see.
She was self conscious and scared of voices she had dreamt about.
They seemed real. 
They freaked her out.
She wanted to taste honey suckle lollipops drip from her tongue.
A soul, so fragile and young.
A life barely begun.
Her orchestrated string already high strung.
She wished she knew the taste of honey.
Not mixed with blood and metallic gold.
She wanted honeycombs to dress her souls.
She wanted to be intentional.
She wanted to be free.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


35 - Immortal
 
Let me immortalize you within the pages I created while you slept.
I saw you and my soul it wept. 
For fear of losing you. 
Upset.
I need to capture every detail.
Every line that makes you different.
Close your eyes. Let your heart listen.
Give me your hand.
I need permission.
I’ll write you all throughout my mind book.
My travel deep through time book.
My this is me. 
My poetry.
My “fuck this doesn’t always rhyme” book.
Brushing stroke after stroke.
Of my pen against your skin.
Let me infiltrate your passageways.
My love, just let me in.
Breath me so I know this is real.
Feel my ink. 
Feel my words. 
Please just feel.
Regardless of other appeals. 
Let me make you born again.
And again repeatedly through blue lines.
Let me assist you as I describe. 
To a world renowned, astounding wide.
Your grace. Your gorgeous face.
You are effervescent.
You are royalty.
Know that when I stare or play with your hair.
It’s to make you live immortally.
 
 
 
 
 
36 - Divine Mind
 
My mind is too divine to mess with someone who’s basic.
I need deep conversation, mental manipulation.
Not a woman who won’t say shit.
Not a woman who’s afraid. shit.
But a bold one, like be brave. shit.
My mind is to divine to be elevated down.
Like children who play for kicks.
I refuse to choose to lose to someone whose mind is blank slated and basic.
I need your conscious bun in the oven.
Like you’ve already hit bake. shit.
Mutual enlightenment like blind eyes for the first time receiving lasik.
If you have nothing mentally to offer me.
Keep calm and move on.
Don’t say shit.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 






37 - Music To My Ears
 
Listening to you sleep.
Is like heaven to my ears.
It’s like your slumber makes me wonder,
And unknowingly rids me of all fear.
It’s like your breath is such a symphony,
As you’re peacefully dreaming of us.
Listening to you sleep is like
Quietly admiring your love.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








38 - Broken Heart
 
I heard that someone broke your heart, 
but they said they didn’t mean it.
And even though they apologized greatly. 
You just refused to believe it.
They kept saying they were sorry and how it was them and not you.
You shook your head, 
because words are dead and you knew it wasn’t true.
I heard that someone broke your heart, 
and that someone turned to three.
You tried to love brand new each time, 
but each heartache removed a piece.
Of the heart they claimed they wanted.
Of the heart they said was invaluable.
Everyone that said they loved you lied.
The dishonesty unfathomable.
The pain so unimaginable.
Hard rock was your facade but it’s ever clear that you’re so fragile boo.
Breaking easier each time because that’s just what fragile things often do.
I heard that someone broke your heart and now you want revenge.
Because they fucked up, you’ve given up on love.
And will never give the pieces of your heart again,
You and love are sworn enemies never to reconnect as friends.
They hurt you and now it’s like the cycle never ends.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
39 - Nubian Queen
 
Nubian queen,
Don’t let them see you drown.
Head held down,
They’ll ridicule your beauty and call you a clown.
Turn around and embrace, the faith they told you to shun.
They’ll tell everybody brown is disgraceful.
And then try to burn in the sun.
Too attain the same look that they claim as imperfection.
Nubian queen people would pay for such a chocolate complexion.
It all is a lesson.
Nubian queen please don’t let them see you drown.
They only hate because they know Mother Africa holds the crown.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 






40 - The Inhale
 
My nostrils flared and I inhaled the pheromones let loose.
When your fingers danced within the folds of flesh the sun has never viewed.
Thoughts misconstrued.
I overdosed on the aroma of you.
Your fragrance ever so hypnotic.
I’ve lost all sense of time.
Watching your hands intertwine, 
within the depths of your spine.
I see you.
I smell your chocolate complected, melanin injected skin.
As it glosses over with the swest you can’t bare to contain.
Speaking languages of the motherland that you have no time to explain.
Because your eyes aren’t aware of my inconspicuous presence.
And my mouth waters as if hunger has plagued me.
Everytime my nose gets a waft of your essence.
You have me open like the portals to your soul.
As you moan melodies with your mouth.
While your fingers take control.
And I am just a bystander.
Watching as you get lost in yourself and your persistence finally prevails.
Closing my eyes.
Silencing thoughts,
To take of you, my last inhale.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
41 - Eye Open
 
My third eye went deep inside and explored you.
Namaste dear queen.
can’t you see I adore you.
Implode within yourself and I’ll clean up all debris.
Make your safe haven, 
your place of refuge,
Out of the foundation that is me.
Let your skin shed within the bed that I’ve messily made for us to lay upon.
I’ve talked to moons and other celestial entities.
Waiting impatiently for this day to come.
Allow mortal eyes to gaze upon the second coming that is you.
I’d nail my own hands to a cross. 
Cementing memories in my palms.
Praying openly that I could kiss you.
Permit me the luxury of mentally touching me.
Calloused thoughts wanting to change shape and morph,
And devour one so tantalizing. 
Hungrily.
Fantasizing.
Begrudgingly.
of such greatness possibly loving me.
Third eye wide awake. 
Such omnipotence solidifies movement. Stunning me.
In the wake of such prominence,
inundated with thoughts, deep seeded
Of self wealth.
Returning from a journey inside of mother Eden herself.
Feeling newly born after experiencing the wonderland that is her womb and.
Finally discovering that god herself is a woman.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
42 - My Angel
 
I see you in the darkness.
You are my angel in the night time.
Not in my right mind.
You’re my pacifier. 
Better yet you are my lifeline.
You bright shine.
But in actuality you shine bright.
You’ve restored equilibrium to my unbalanced life.
You’re full of stardust and unicorn souls.
And when I feel I will explode.
You penetrate my thoughts and take control.
I see you in the darkness,
And before everyone was invisible.
I see you with the eyes that reside deep within my mind.
What you’ve done is metaphysical.
What you’ve done is created visual.
For dreams of understanding I thought were hopeless.
I see you in the darkness,
And with you remains my focus.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


43 - False Advertisement
 
You fell in love with my words.
Not me.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 











44 - No Mind Games
 
Tell me if my feelings are imaginary veins.
Strange. Unacceptable. Deeming me medically insane.
I’d rather drown in your pain. Exposed to your dangerous acid rain.
Then to be left alone with no part of you being in my grasp.
Forever thinking I’m to blame.
If every beat my heart tries to sustain is being capitalized by you.
Then let my tears overflow reborn. 
Let me be re-baptized by you.
Don’t beat around the trees. 
Bringing my subconscious to its knees.
No games for a change tell me if I’m not what you fucking need.
Or better yet what you want.
I don’t need to be saved.
If you put my heart in its grave.
I’ll surely rise again. 
Being rugged is what I was taught.
Like coal being pressurized to turn into diamonds.
My strength is timeless.
Dark hole wrapped around my soul with a core so vibrant.
Speak up, no silence.
Let me know what it is.
Too grown for child's play. No hide away. We aren’t kids.
Tell me if my feelings are  imaginary veins,
Meant to be severed by you.
Tell me if I’m fucking deranged and that when you said forever, you lied too.
I don’t want to be blindsided.
For once, I want to be warned. 
A woman scorned.
Let me know if your embrace contains thorns.
I just need to know if this is real or another joke,
Steadily taunting and poking.
Because I’d rather know ahead of time,
That hearts again, will be broken.
 
 
 

45 - The Girl On Fire
 
The way she looked at me.
Eyes burning holes through my already tumultuous soul.
Truth be told.
I have never felt a heat so cold.
The fire igniting in her pupils unlike anything I have ever seen.
She bore openings in my heart and I was drenched in gasoline.
I guess she was hoping I’d catch aflame like her.
In her mind, I was a dream.
In mine, I was a dream deferred.
But the way she looked at me.
Begging my soul to feel the heat she unleashed.
I wanted to be immersed in her longing as I collapsed at her feet.
I wanted her eyes to meet mine, so that I would come alight, 
and be rid of all this darkness.
But her inferno left me void and I still remained heartless.
Devouring her fire like a half eaten carcass. 
Being feasted upon.
Her eyes told me that she was trying to be strong.
Tears threatening to destroy the flame that had been burning too long.
She wanted my heart to become one with her own.
I wanted to tell her that she wanted love.
And she wanted it alone.
That my soul was not a place that she should make her home.
But the way she looked at me.
Eyes burning holes through the words I had prepared to say.
I wanted to leave and she wanted me to stay.
I uttered a speech about my lack of desire.
She cried and cried, a sob so dire.
I had broken the girl whose eyes now.
Were no longer on fire.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
46 - Serenade
 
Serenading she sweetly.
Until she needs me completely.
Opening minds so deeply,
Bridled thoughts once again,
Dare to run freely.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 










47 - Victoria’s Secret
 
I could care less about the secrets that lay tucked beneath Victoria.
While silk fabric caressing your melanin is lovely.
It’s your thoughts that provide me with euphoria. 
Utopia. Nostalgia.
Your mind is fucking glorious.
This is more than lustful want.
but less than.
well not more than love.
You’ve used your body as your currency.
Handing out tickets like a lottery.
And I think that it’s time you see, your mind is the commodity.
Your mind is such a star and be. 
Aware of letting your shine dim.
I could care less about the secrets beneath your waist.
Open your minds lock box. 
Those hidden boxed thoughts.
Let me find them.
Let me guide them to the light because your mind is fucking gold boo.
While your body and all its holiness is beautiful. 
Your mind is the gem.
Let me show you.
Orgasm has been your holy ghost but I’m here to provide you with mental soul food.
Body and soul feud.
And body tries to tell your soul to chill.
I’m not after fake temporary fucks. 
You need to show me that you’re real.
I could care less about the secrets that you’ve shown others for need of acceptance.
Victoria can stay guarding your entrance.
I need your mind. You won’t regret this.
I don’t need to sexually explore you, 
because your thoughts provide me with more than said bliss.
And when I make love to your thoughts it will be an experience you won’t forget miss.
 
 
 
 
 
48 - Cupid Spree
 
I looked cupid in the eyes,
And told him the arrows he was shooting my way.
Were hitting and missing.
Hitting and giving. 
The love I thought was mine.
To a dark faced phantom.
Red eyes beckoning my possessions.
Pupils too deep to resist.
Adhering like they were the eleventh commandment.
And dammit.
These scars from arrow after arrow being pummelled into my chest.
Have left me struggling to breathe.
Mad that every arrow I’m hit with turns into ash and then leaves.
And I grieve.
After each and every departure.
Making my heart resemble stone. 
Truth be told, it’s grown harder.
I told cupid I fucking hated him,
And I wished that he would stop.
Shooting arrows and damaging.
My already broken heart.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

49 - Empty Pockets
 
I reached into her empty pockets. 
Hoping to retrieve the heart she had selfishly stolen.
Sadistic contempt in her voice. 
She laughed knowing that I was broken.
Knowing that I was choking. 
Gasping for a miniscule particle of air.
Medusa had taken and turned her to stone. 
Evidence present in her already hardening stare.
She knew before placing the pieces of me inside her jeans, 
that holes permeated her pockets.
I had thrown away and completely lost all the keys. 
Yet she still found a way to pick lock and unlock it.
I couldn’t say stop it.
Because that vessel within me had been lonely for a lifetime.
So even a touch threatening to drain me of all life. 
Was somehow still comforting.
Still the core of my lifeline. 
A fine line. 
Between love and mental abuse.
Wrinkles etched into my withering heart. 
Empty is my romantic fountain of youth.
And I want it returned to me.
Searching her pockets for every remnant of what I left there. 
Hoping it can be repaired without life saving surgery. 
It’s burning me.
The pain from a woman who refused to save me, 
and wound up further hurting me.
It’s burglary. 
Pure perjury. 
The pain. The games. Absurd, you see. 
I reached into her pockets. 
Looked into her eyes with such a yearning plea, 
that she couldn’t stare back for too long.
She had been deaf to previous cacophonies. 
Yet tears I guess, 
because I had nothing left, 
finally proved to be a worthy enough song.
Eyes staring blankly at me as hands fumble with fabric. 
It’s tragic. 
She stole my heart and it wasn’t a hat trick. 
The shit wasn’t magic. 
She filled me up with psychopathic sadness.
Then lost every piece she never wanted.
A mad hatter. 
Her whole aura disastrous. 
An abyss full of nothing but premeditated blackness.
Funny how before I knew, this was to what I was attracted.
Yet here I sit pickpocketing her after she pickpocketed me.
Searching for pieces so that I can finally be set free.
Pieces I know aren’t there because her pockets are empty, 
worn and filled with holes.
And these very same pockets are the place she kept my soul.
 
 
 
 




















50 - I Wish
 
I wish my mother and father. 
Made a kid. 
Pina colada.
That could love stronger and harder, than the previous people.
It seems like hate has been implanted and love is illegal.
A word thrown around like winter and spring. 
So intangible. So seasonal.
They’ll love you on Wednesday and by Thursday end up leaving you.
Confusing love and lust with signs of lies and mistrust.
We start to think love is agonizing.
So we think love is evil too.
I wish that my sacrificial bloodline,
Could be absorbed into this earth and radically erase every hidden lust line.
Every lust mine. Every lust mind. 
I wish I could destroy every lust find.
That erased all traces of what it meant to be in love. Crime.
I wish that my father and mother really loved each other.
And I wasn’t some sexual catastrophe.
I wish That kids weren’t born out of wedlock, 
and that black fathers weren’t a myth that barely ended up happening.
I wish the epitome of family was respect and peace and wholeness.
that hearts weren’t torn apart by making fallacies the focus.
Of what’s supposed to be sacred and open. 
And truthful.
And that people didn’t struggle with self appreciation,
and that everyone was told that to this earth they were useful.
But I could sit and wish all day,
Get on my knees bowed head and pray.
And I still don’t think any of my hope will come to fruition.
Because the entity we pray to,
Maybe has lost all hope  and faith too,
And doesn’t care to listen.
 
 
 
 
 
 51 - Breathe You
 
I want you to be my breath. 
Be my lungs.
Let me breathe you. 
I’m fragile, can’t you tell?
I don’t just want. I fucking need you.
Knees of melanin but for you, 
I’d kneel until my fucking knees blue.
Whatever it takes to satiate and please you.
Cut out my heart, if it will appease you.
I’d bleed too. 
Reds and greens and violets.
Your absence makes me violent.
I want nothing in my vision.
All I want to fucking see is you.
Believe it too.
Believe it you. 
Have become my soul, you’re not just seasonal.
I want you to be my breath because without you life is meaningless.
You give me some sort of direction.
Making my memories lanes less painful and tedious.
You smell of royalty and trust.
Of something foreign, maybe love.
It’s like I need you in my lungs because I just can’t get enough.
I need to breathe you when I’m weak because your essence makes me tough.
I need to breathe you when I am gentle and need to remember how to be rough.
Let me inhale you.
I need to capture you within me. 
In every breathe,
And in my cerebral. 
I’m fragile, can’t you tell?
I don’t just want, I fucking need you.
Let me breathe you.
 
 
 
 
 
52 - Promise
 
Promise, 
to always be mine please.
And if I’m lost, please promise that you’ll always find me.
Be my light in the darkness.
Promise you’ll illuminate and you’ll guide me.
And when I feel empty,
promise that you will reach deep down inside me.
To pull out always hide me.
Always alone.
Never mind me.
Promise that when I  feel caged, you’ll be the one to set my mind free.
Never behind but always beside me.
To graciously remind me. That I have power deep within.
My skin is gold like a pride tree.
In my soul you can find me.
You can break me. You can bind me.
You can rule my life. Make me do wrong knowing what’s right.
You can consume and confine me.
Confuse do or die me.
Until I no longer try, see.
You rule my world. Your soul shines pearls.
It’s like you rule my whole life see.
This is me begging. No more, I am devoid of pride see.
I need you close, like inside me.
I need an oath, I need to know,
That you will always be mine please.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
53 - Still Sleeping
 
Your third eye is closed.
Yet you want me to hand you my soul.
You need to be stripped of your mental clothes.
So that your consciousness is exposed.
Because without it you will loathe.
You will die.
You will probe.
For the tools to awaken yourself,
And for the path in which you were chose.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








54 - Shoot Me
 
Shoot me.
Hear every bullet deflecting off bones,
That used to be alone before shell casings Infiltrated every cavity and filled them with my blood too rapidly.
Shoot me.
And then pretend it was a tragedy.
Watch bright brown eyes succumb to greyish hues.
As my balance waivers and I stare at you.
Silently begging you to give me back my youth.
Fucking shoot me.
But please tell the damn truth.
About how you exercised your right to lie and pointlessly decided to shoot.
Camouflage me within the asphalt streets.
My african kings and queens have fallen on.
A soldier who knows the strength of my people.
A miracle is what I’m calling on.
So, shoot me.
Drain me of every ounce of humanity that you deemed worthless in the first place.
Predetermining that my purpose was worthless in the worst way.
Shoot me.
I fucking dare you.
But don’t act like your vigilante actions were because I was breaking the law.
Admit that you shot me because of my most noticeable flaw.
Admit that I died,
That my family cried,
Because I was black.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

55 - Walk In Her Shoes
 
Walk a mile in her shoes,
But please don’t criticize the emaciated rubber
that outline the soles of her feet.
Ostracized for wanting to learn the signs of strength.
Instead of harboring energy that labels her as weak.
Her 23’s are dirty green, 
and haven’t been touched By anything other than pavement in weeks.
Her all stars made her fall hard,
So she traded those in for something she can run in.
Walk a mile in her shoes.
It’ll show you why she’s always running.
Whatever she’s going towards, it has to be something.
Better than her past.
You’d walk a mile in her shoes, and complain
That the pace of her fate moves too fast.
Just walk a mile in her shoes.
Or better yet, walk a mile barefoot, 
with darkness covering exactly
Where you need to be.
And you’d understand how she’s always felt.
Blind and unable to see.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
56 - Blurred Lines
 
Blurred lines.
Creating abstract beauty only seen by the blind.
Let me paint myself within your flesh.
Swallow your soul until there is nothing left.
Let me restore patience in the midst of rapid time.
Dancing melodies on your heart.
Deciphering your blurred lines
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 









57 - Words (Part 2)
 
Words are like liquid knives.
Not cutting from the outside but piercing egos from within.
So scars are created internally, 
while leaving nothing on the skin.
And sometimes the words that damage, are the ones you say to yourself in your head.
Pounding fists against your temples. 
While you’re wishing you were dead.
When the mirror calls you useless and it echoes in your ears.
Holding blades to end your fears.
Blurry vision through your tears.
Words not meant to hurt are the ones that hurt the worst.
Counting broken promises thought to be true as the voices in your head converse.
Words can cut the deepest wounds.
Deeper than the darkest part of the sea.
Confusing. 
Mixing fake smiles with an incredible sense of agony.
And so nobody knows you hold all those words within your psyche.
Trying to analyze the problem is becoming seemingly unlikely.
Trying to fit pieces of a puzzle.
When your whole mind is in a jumble.
Like trying to walk before you crawl, 
and when you stand you seem to stumble.
And fall to the ground. 
So now the scars on the outside match the ones they can’t view.
And they’re scared because you’re different, 
so they dare point at you.
And the words seem to haunt you, 
and you can’t forget them.
Funny how words can affect you if you let them.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
58 - Woman Wanted
 
Girls are for the birds.
A woman is what I’m after.
Who fills my soul with wondering,
And fills my mouth with laughter.
Who finishes what she starts,
And doesn’t leave half read life chapters.
Who dreams about the universe,
And where the stars are scattered.
Who thoroughly loves knowledge,
Reading, thinking and the latter.
Who sees my flaws, and kisses them.
Like they fail to matter.
For that woman, and her alone,
My heart will be offered up,
On a platter. 
Silver crusted,
Heart entrusted, even though it’s tattered.
That queen, and her alone,
Will fill my quiet soul with chatter.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



59 - Mind Over Looks
 
You might not find me attractive,
But my vibes reek with the stench of passion.
Forever asking.
What are your thoughts.
Tell me what keeps you laughing.
Who broke you.
Who stole you. 
Tell me what happened.
No relationship needed, but if you’re willing I’ll be the captain.
You might not think I’m the cutest cause’ I keep it plain and like to chill.
But an outside appearance is null and void, 
if what’s on the inside is the opposite of real.
Fuck eye candy. Give me inside candy.
I’m the type to rock your psyche. 
Diabetes highly likely, because I prefer mind candy.
Blood sugar skyrocketing because of the thoughts that I possess.
Every conversation shooting insulin into your chest.
Emptying every thought hidden.
Every other wordly taught addiction. 
Until you want nothing more.
Until you have nothing left.
You might not think I’m the baddest but my mind’s over active.
Disney movie.
Cinderella.
My soul is something classic.
I’m asking will you grab it. If I give you me, will you have it.
If I steal you will there be a war terribly tragic.
Something tangible.
Will you leave and come back. Boomerang. Elastic.
I’m not trying to force you to love me.
Trust me.
Nor is this a plea because I feel like I’m ugly.
I just want someone who can mentally touch me.
Who can find beauty within and with that they'll always feel lucky.
Even if I’m not seen as cute.
Even if I’m not looked upon as gorgeous
Amazing prizes come in awkward packages.
And what’s inside may leave you breathless and jaw-less.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





























60 - Drown Me
 
Drown me in your energy.
Baptize me in your aura.
I want you to be the air I breathe.
I want to feel you beneath the floor. 
Love.
Just let me be consumed by you.
I don’t care. I’m addicted. I need you boo.
You’re my nourishment. Your soul feeds me too.
I feel you. When you hurt love, I start bleeding too.
I want to get lost within the stories, you’d never dare tell those before me.
Showing you that in your battle scars, 
I see beauty, strength and glory.
I can’t swim but then again, 
I want your essence embedded in my skin.
So let me drown. 
Hold me down.
Crawl inside me. Look within.
See that I am splintered.
See that I am half a thing.
Half a ghost.
Half just blah.
But with you, I mean in you
I see the truth. No lies. No flaws.
I see so much that I would die,
Just to once more be filled with the combination of vibes, 
radiating synergy.
Baptize me in your aura.
Drown me in your energy.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
61 - Coffee Creamer
 
They white washed her cocoa butter brown skin.
Diluting her natural coffee color with half and half, 
and heavy cream.
Retaining unbridled hell bent ways.
They tried to stifle the raging steam.
That boiled within her.
She embodied darkness. 
Too strong for the weak.
They mitigated her fibers with sugar, spice, and everything white.
Trying to condemn and change her because she wasn’t what they liked.
Imagine self hatred being force fed for her whole entire life.
They white washed her.
Until she desired ingredients,
never meant to taint the perfection in which she was harvested.
Dark roasted.
Sun bathed.
They tried to change the method of gardening with which she was made.
She craved additives to herself.
When in the beginning, melanin manifested inside of her very core.
Unhappy with the blend of who she was.
She wanted to be so much more.
But she was conditioned.
I mean they white washed her in fact.
It’s a shame she lacked self confidence, 
because
I like my coffee black.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
62 - Midsummer Night’s Dream
 
If I had a midsummer night's dream,
maybe it’d be about you.
About rediscovering love and you teaching me how to.
It’d be about letting go of all the pain, and letting you teach me happiness.
About dropping all the sadness, and taking joy and how to grasp that shit.
But that would only be if you were surrounded by warmth, see.
Because a midsummer night's dream could also be a storm coming to swarm me.
Maybe if I had a dream in the middle of summer at night.
It would be about your darkness, and not some foreign ever blinding light.
Maybe it would be about destruction,
And about how inviting it can seem.
And maybe dreaming of you would make it so,
I’d never want to sleep again, or ever dream.
If I had a midsummer night's dream,
I hope it’s not about you.
Your influence pushing me over the edge.
Rewind back to before I found you.
Because like all of Shakespeare’s sonnets, his poems, his plays,
He proves that even in temporary pleasure, tragedy strikes some day.
I know if I had a midsummer night's dream involving you,
It’d only strike fear.
Proving that even dreams can turn into midsummer nightmares.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

63 - The Bullet
 
Love can be a bullet too,
She whispered.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 











64 - Internal Hole
 
There is a hole inside of me.
I bet you didn’t see it.
You see, I often smile.
The raging hole,
It survives beneath it.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 










65 - Sleepy Thoughts
 
I’d write you a poem, but I think that I’m sleepy.
I’ve been up all night. 
Sleep deprived completely.
Wanting to explore the soul you possess, 
so deeply.
Knowing you need for nothing but still hoping,
One day you may need me.
I don’t personalize poems, 
but maybe this one has your name on it.
Perhaps I’m writing love letters on a broken heart.
Ready to fix, stitch, and put new paint on it.
I’m not a big believer in fate,
But thunder wrecks havoc and things blossom With a little rain on it.
Like.
I don’t think this is a poem, 
but then again Maybe it could be.
Walking hand in hand. 
Understand.
Maybe your palm wrapped around my arm,
Is exactly where you should be.
Endless possibilities with the possibility of being possible.
In a valley of darkness, 
you’re the light that’s rapidly walking through.
I’d write you a poem,
But maybe I don’t know how.
To create an image of perfection in your likeness,
Because anything less I won’t allow.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
66 - Facts & Fuck You’s
 
And the fact that at one point your heart beat meant more to me than my own.
The fact that your eyes and your embrace was a place that I called home.
Let me be brutal. 
Fuck those facts.
Your love was a knife that got twisted deep into my back.
Severing spinal cords filled with every emotion I had for you.
There’s a thin line between love and hate, 
and when I crossed it, It was magical.
Every time you cried pieces of me broke like glass thrown in the air.
And now your tears covered by an invisibility cloak, 
have inadvertently disappeared.
I could care less about your fears.
Or anything else that you may utter in your madness.
The heart I had was real for you, and now my heart is plastic.
Now my minds chaotic.
Hazard.
Toxic, fucking dangerous.
I had a refuge in you, but fuck you. 
Now.
I roam between homeless and aimless.
The fact that for you I would’ve nailed my own hands to a cross and died for you.
The fact that I would’ve sacrificed every fiber of my life for you.
I would’ve put my right hand on the bible and straight up fucking lied for you.
I mean there is nothing, 
I mean nothing, that I wouldn’t have fucking tried for you.
But that reality in all actuality means nothing.
So again, I’ll say fuck those facts.
Because your love was a knife that got twisted deep into my back.
Thrust in so violently,
that everything in me bled out onto the hands that refused to love me in return.
And now I throw gasoline on the bridges between us,
Hoping that they burn.
 
 
 
 
 
67 - Icarus
 
I want to melt into everything that you have become.
Burn me.
Icarus flying too close to the sun.
I want to immortalize myself within the very veins that you consist of.
I don’t care. 
Fuck if I’m scared.
It doesn’t matter, if this isn’t or if this is love.
Because truthfully I’d sacrifice the fibers that molecularly make me whole.
I’d give up complete control.
Unravel my already frazzled soul.
I want to permeate through your bones.
Exploring everything unknown.
Until you feel me in your marrow.
Squeezing through the fabric of your mind.
Maneuvering lines precise and narrow.
I want to be initiated into the secret abyss that is your essence.
Diving barely.
Infatuation scares me,
But your aura ever pleasant. 
Draws me in.
And I can’t ever say I’ve really felt this way before.
I want to melt into you, irrevocably.
Sucked into your very ever awakening core.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
68 - Let Me In
 
I want to be let in.
I wanna be inside your mind to.
Assist you in trying.
Well, trying to find you.
Maybe help.
Maybe guide you.
Show you your light.
Let it shine through.
Maybe I could be your sky.
And you’d be my star.
I’d align you.
You have such grit.
Your strength is times two.
And I want to remind you.
I’d always tell the truth.
I mean, I’d never ever lie to.
A phoenix waiting to fly through.
There is no reason for fear.
I am here.
You don’t need to hide you.
Take off your disguise boo.
Your aura, 
it’s a light blue.
A light. 
You.
Inside you. 
I want to be let in.
So I can truly, really vibe you.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
69 - The Feeling
 
I feel you.
But I only feel you when you’re broken.
When the inside of your heart is torn apart and it’s wide open.
When you’re struggling to breathe. That’s when I feel you’re alive.
Otherwise you walk in silence and you cowardly hide.
I’ve only ever wanted to feel your soul beat fast to my touch.
Feel the rush.
Feel something please. Feel anger. Feel love.
Feel entitled to happiness because you’re a corpse that’s just breathing.
I know it’s odd and I’m no god, but I can be something to believe in.
Let your pedals fall dear flower.
It’s time to be reborn. See you’re a phoenix.
Driving down a dilapidated road.
Let me give you roads more scenic.
Your heart has been struggling. 
Barely pumping. Anemic.
I observe beyond what the eye might catch. 
You’re in pain. I can see it. 
I only feel you when you’re broken but I want to feel you when you’re whole.
When stars kiss your abyss and resurrect your golden soul.
When clouds hand paint dew drops on the curve of your spine.
I want to feel happiness rob you of every essence of time.
I feel you.
But I only feel you when you’re hurting.
When you feel like you’re worthless and of nothing you’re deserving.
When you’re torn into pieces that's when I feel you deep.
They tell me Jesus wept, but you’re not him.
So tell me, why do you weep?
Why do earthquakes rupture everything you try to build.
I see you murder your own self esteem, and then tell me it was killed.
Strong willed.
Yet somehow you think that you’re weak.
I only feel you when you’re silent and I want to feel you when you speak.
 
 
 
 
70 - Love Or Lust
 
Making my heart feel as if it will spontaneously combust.
This isn’t love. 
This isn’t lust.
But a connection being built off trust.
It’s a premature blueprint to the figurative kisses you place on my mental.
It’s like I am bodiless in your presence,
Because to you, my mind is my only temple.
I’m the ink of time and you’re the pre-sharpened pencil.
A blessing of sorts.
Feeling so good.
You must be an abomination. So sinful.
And if I didn’t believe in Allah or some type of god before,
I do now because said entity sent you.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 






71 - The Cougar
 
I fucked you when I was 10.
My prepubescent hands tugging at folds of flesh,
That I shouldn’t have known the name of.
Ready to be controlled by mesmerizing maturity.
I was fucked into thinking that what we did was make love.
Your wetness lingering on the pecks of my chest,
Too premature and miniscule to be considered breasts.
I sat cross legged.
A milk mustache made entirely of you.
Now knowing back then that I was battling between
Did I lust or did I love you.
Your essence every day stayed dripping down my face.
Blame my mommy issues.
I let you put me in my place.
But then again, where’d it begin,
I mean, I fucked you when I was 10.
Hands plastered with your inner matter.
I devoured every drop of you like brownie batter.
Naive enough to believe that someone of your caliber,
Would continuously be fucked by someone 20 years your junior.
In retrospect, perhaps, I guess, I should have recognized it sooner.
I was young, capable of falling.
And you were longing, clawing, gnawing.
For someone to eat that pussy right. And so I did.
Countless times. Young, naive, and wild.
But it was you who knew the truth, you were fucking with a child.
I knew it wouldn’t last, and eventually the show would end.
Now I wonder if I fucked you, or did you fuck me,
Years ago when I was 10.  








72 - Flame Thrower
 
Burn me.
Flick your bic, and light the wic,
That sits idle within my ever darkening spirit.
Light me aflame.
It’s only pain,
If every layer of me is broken. Incoherent.
Raging fires have never ignited, in the pit
Of an otherwise desolate soul.
So I beg of you, scorch everything.
Be gratified, as beautiful flames grow.
No need for further assistance.
Let it roar.
Viciously.
Uncontrolled.
I am not a masochist.
The flames they take hold.
Of a mind filled with chaos and.
Desperately start to clean it.
The flames you see.
Are part of me.
Because in fire,
Is reborn a phoenix 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




73 - Never Date A Writer
 
Never date a writer.
You will end up as a line.
As a stanza.
As a metaphor. 
Disproving Theories of physics and time.
Never date a writer.
They’ll immortalize your soul.
They’ll use ball point pens.
To paint you whole.
Then they’ll demolish you.
With ease. 
Control.
Never date a writer.
Unless you want to never die.
They’ll sketch your imprint Within paper. 
And then turn words Into ascending vehicles that fly.
You just… don’t ever date a writer.
The art. 
The similes. 
Of what they’ve Written. 
Will implode you within Yourself. 
Bringing rebirth. 
Renewal.
Beginning.














74 - Power In Numbers

Her tears fell like acid rain pooling desperately together.
There’s power in numbers.
And so she cried a million tiny volcanos.
A million tiny astringent holes.
Burning through the oak floor she just finished scrubbing,
To somehow erase every memory of you.
Her flesh exposed.
She cried bare boned oblivious 
to the flames around her.
There’s power in numbers and so she cries.
Hoping her blazing tears will somehow, 
some day, 
drown her.  
























75 - Doormat

And when you walk over me be sure to wipe your feet,
On the entrance to me soul.
For a doormat should be used properly, 
no matter how Filthy and exposed. 
No clothes.
Ue my soul, to cleanse your soles.
Use the holes in my heart to mend phobias of being alone.
A doormat of stone.
Walk over me.
My soul you see is made out of bones. 
So use me how you will. 
Every crevice of my essence has already been filled with filth.
If only insignificant things could talk, or blind looks could kill. 
Tread heavily on my destiny.
I’m used to being still. 
So when you walk over me wipe your feet.
I want every follicle falling within me. 
Step on my soul and don’t let go.
The pain feels like I’m ascending.
The rain I’m in nerve ending, 
and yet it still can’t wash away the grime from my life.
I’ve been a doormat for so long.
I’ve spent all my time doing life. 
All darkness. 
No light. 
No sunshine. 
Just soles using my soul to feel clean.
So if you’re gonna walk on me do it properly,
For soles are all I’ve ever seen. 








76 - Refugee

My refuge was in the abyss of torn and broken hearts.
I thrived in desolate delusions using pickaxes to further widen the weeping willows of women apart. 
To start.
I’d draw them in and tastefully implant thoughts of long Lasting romanticity. 
A few fortnights and hook, line and sinker, said female prospect Would surely be into me.
Relationships would blossom and things would fall into place.
Honeymoons never last and the devil soon shows his second face.
Sweet nothings become fuck you’s..
One minute we’re fighting then I love you.
And when one of us has had enough the charade seemingly ends.
In pain, and in silence. 
Nothing could ever be so violent.
As a broken bond, that was infinitely strong. 
My refuge was in the abyss within torn and broken hearts.
Not equipped to withstand the blow, from an apparent lack of armor.
I’ve learned however that eventually mother earth will strike back.
I believe they call it, equilibrium.
Karma. 


















77 - Scars

Everytime I think of you another scar is created.
Another war wound is formed.
Another cut has just painted.
Thick red lines down the path of my spine.
Red rimmed eyes question the existence of such hatred.
Such paradoxical emotions create tsunamis big enough to leave craters,
In each of the seven oceans.
Such damnation to my heart.
You’ve become my 9/11.
Crashing into me causing catastrophic explosions.
Yet still my dear tragedy.
I welcome you with open arms.
Willing you to create just one more scar. 
Asking you to break me twice as hard, as you already broke me. 
My only validation of your presence and I know you won’t hold me.
Because intimacy results in obsessive compulsive attachment.
Believe me.
I’ve been bleeding.
Refusing delusions was my reaction.
I need you to know that I’ve already been completely deconstructed.
The volcanic matter within me, a ticking time bomb that erupted.
In your absence. 
Bruise me.
Lose me.
Because your catastrophic Madness is the only real proof I have to say you ever existed.
I need you but fuck you.
My mind is conflicted. 
With thoughts of affection. 
I craved your protection,
Until I realized you weren’t protecting me. 
Too caught up in remembering all the good shit.
I couldn’t see you were forgetting me. 
So every time I think of you bright red marks appear out of the blue.
A love misconstrued.
Lies presenting themselves in a mask appearing to be true. 
I guess the hurt will numb one day. 
And I guess one day it won’t be unbearable when you face pops into my psyche.
I’m hoping those thoughts are true, 
But then again it’s highly unlikely. 





































78 - Star Girl 

I want to hear your soul speak. 
Come star girl. 
Please just hold me. 
I need to know that you won’t leave, If I expose and let my soul bleed.
Despite feeling so lonely. 
You Re-energize. 
Re-zone me. 
I refuse to Be receptacle ridden.
Listen. 
So Can you please, Not just dispose me.
You reclaim. 
Rename. 
Re-thrown me. 
A lost queen. 
Ripped at the seams.
Your aura. 
Man that shit has sewn me. 
Not sure possession is your thing.
But it is clear you somehow own me. 
Like we were cross stars. 
Like we Were lost stars. 
In a past life, you Must’ve known me. 
I’m not religious, But if one should be given you’d be The definition of holy. 
Exhume. 
Connect. 
Reload me. 
Fill my chamber
With your mind please. 
Overwhelm. Overflow. And show me. 
The science Behind the beautiful violence. 
Let Your chaos be purified through me.
Wholly. 
I want to hear your soul speak.
Press my ear to your third eye. 
This Isn’t verbalized. 
So don’t speak.
I’ve planted karma. 
Empathetic, honor.
Into the earth. Depositing unknown Dreams. 
And this mind numbing.
Universal green thumbing. 
Has Manifested. And you are the beautiful rose
I get to sow. 
Geez. 
































79 - The Box

I want to lick the box that you think outside of.
Until your heart decides to comply with every emotion you’ve not let loose.
Penetrating skin, so I can expose your deep and unbridled inner truth.
Unravel within me. Unmask, choke and bend me.
Into thought transitions and metaphysical positions.
That I’ve never thought possible. 
Lost in you. 
Caught in you. 
No holds barred. 
No stopping you.
From letting me turn every fucking dream you’ve ever dreamt.
Every key to every broken heart you’ve ever kept.
Every tear you’ve ever wept. 
Into something that came true. 
Or something you no longer care if you lose. 
If I told you, 
your complexity is the magnet that makes me long too.
I can’t help it.
I’m just drawn to. 
Your mind. 
If only I could fondle.
All thoughts outlining the box, You don’t have the heart to be placed in. 
I’d dig, lick, and suck, every time I explored you. 
I’d never get complacent.
Because time with angels is limited.
And mine with you it won’t be wasted.
I just want to delve deep and observe the box your thoughts contour.
Hidden mysteries, entities, internal symphonies and more.
It’s not that hard to surrender and let me open every impenetrable lock. 
Handling with care and delicacy,
Your mind.
Your thoughts.
Your box. 




80 - The Connection

Can I connect with you. 
I mean can our minds intertwine.
Can I mentally have sex with you. 
I know in the past they all abused, and fucking neglected you.
But I'm here to show you that the things they taught you, were never true. 
If ever you. 
Would let me, help you forget. 
All the things you knew of love, before the day we met. 
I don't want to touch your body queen.
 I want to touch your mind. 
Deep sea diving between lines. 
Treasure seeking until your mine. 
I want to stroke your insecurities, and show you all the gold that I will find. 
When your thoughts and my inquisitiveness dare to combine. 
I feel drawn to you. 
From my soul, to my chakras. 
And I know this is a risk, and what we have, could be. 
Well. Not love. 
But I'm willing to try. 
I'm willing to be the cloth to which you dry your eyes,
 when past pain makes you cry. 
If you let me.
I'll be the wind beneath your wings when you're finally brave enough to fly. 
So can I connect with you. 
Can I spend time with your thoughts.
can I actually invest in you. 
I know you have no expectations and honesty, I respect it. 
You. 
Have every single reason to be scared, and really skeptical.
but I need a chance to learn you,
because just your essence is unforgettable...






81 - The Runner

She ran. 
Became a self loathing Refugee.
Running away from the thoughts. 
That clouded her judgement. 
Her breath hitched, and she tripped, 
But she still kept running. 
Trying to escape The thoughts That came when darkness arrived, and kidnapped the sun. 
Her legs ached. 
Heart raced. 
Yet she needed to run. 
She thought things That those Around her could Never really fathom. 
She saw things that other people could never really imagine. 
And so she ran.
Sprinting past traumas that nestled comfortably deep within her subconscious. 
Not wanting to awaken. 
She ran until Her legs grew weak and her Hands began shaking. 
Not wanting to be captured, and taken prisoner By the very thing she wanted to escape.
She bolted passed her heartache and never stopped to take a break.
She’d rather lay right here. 
Unknowingly and die. 
Than for her thoughts to materialize, and further distort Her already fucked up mind. And so she ran. 
Because Incoherently running was all She knew how to do. 
But if you knew what her Thoughts were.
Shit. 
You'd probably run too.











82 - No Filter

I get silent when I’m mad. 
Maximum introversion mode in affect. 
And I’ll tell you that I’ll talk about it.
while you sit. You wait. Expect. 
I will want you to chase me. 
Even though my actions push away.
Like please. Don’t leave. With anger plastered on my face. 
Ready for the opposite of elation. 
Legit devastation. 
If you choose to walk away. 
I can’t always tell you what has triggered me. 
What was bullet in chamber harsh. 
I won’t always be able to articulate what has caused my change of heart. 
I’ll want to go and then I won’t. 
I’ll feel a bulge beneath my chest. 
I get anxious. Feel like fainting. 
Sometimes I just can’t be direct. 
I’m fluent in passive aggression. 
I’ve won medals for my word play. 
I’ll get mad because I miss you. 
An adverse effect, like dehydration sickness when you’re thirsty. 
I’ll be difficult to love. 
I mean, I am. See I have trauma. 
Met my dad when I was nine. 
When I was ten, I lost my mama. 
I’ve had misfortune due to karma. 
I’ve had guns pointed with no armor. 
So now it’s hard. 
Gates with wire barbed. 
To get inside me and disarm her. 
I sometimes don’t know myself. 
I question why I reacted with no sense. 
And I’m convinced that it’s because maybe my brain has sustained some sort of prenatal dent. 
Through constant fight or flight. 
Jumping over many a fence. 
Just to remain a little sane.
My version of self defense. 
I’ll get sad without a reason. 
I’ll cry until I hyperventilate. 
Like self crucifixion, 
and I need to know all of my sins are straight. 
For every flaw that oozes out of me, 
there’s a star etched in my skin. 
I know I’m more than a challenge. 
But I’m one worthy of trying to win. 































83 - Taste Test

I wonder what your hopes taste like. 
I’ve climbed  things all my life, so I’ll climb your ropes through the daylight. 
This stage fright. 
You have I need for it to be finished. 
You’ve been low, straight diminished.
Take off this robe. Lose the gimmick. 
I’ve been hungry for a lifetime. 
Your dreams are my lifeline.
Show me your illuminessence.
I know that you can bright shine. 
I need for you to feed me. 
Give me your hopes on silver platter.
I want to know your inner matter. 
Your Hiroshima, natural disaster. 
I want for you to nourish me. 
Sow. Feed. Seed me. 
Watch me flourish see. 
You and I when we collide.
It’s amazing snow and flurries be.
Surrounding our soul dance. 
I need to consume your hopes and manifest them within.
and then transcend. 
It happens. Magic shit with no hands. 
A slow dance. Console dance. 
Tell me your dreams so I can eat. 
As maxwell plays a woman’s worth, and we glide. 
Both cheek to cheek.
Cheek to weep. 
Cheek to speak.
Cry, be vulnerable, 
what do you aspire. 
I see the coal within you.
The soul within you. 
What dreams will light that fire. 
I want to know so I can spark it.
Hold your mind and then your 
heart and, 
I want to taste your hopes.
Your everything.
Both your light and your darkness. 




































84 - The Ascension

Ascend with me.
Mind bend with me.
Add dna times 10 with me.
Vibe with me.
Share mind with me.
Feel free.
Be you.
Confide in me.
Just ride for me.
Our wheels as stars.
Let’s go to places extra far.
Beyond the Pluto’s.
Neptune’s. 
Mars.
Let’s heal the real.
Past live held scars. 
Come through for me.
And come through twice.
Let me infiltrate your soul.
And then your life.
Ascend with me in Darkness.
Light.
And I’ll show you What space is really like.














85 - To, Poetry 

I bare my soul to blue lines. 
Poetry my love,
you hear me deep. 
And even with no tears present. 
Poetry my love, 
you hear me weep. 
You hear me speak.
Through silence.
When I’m broken from the outside in. 
Poetry my love, 
thank you for exuding Soul with pen...  


























86 - Crystal Energy

You’re like an amethyst. 
A jasper. 
I want to drown within your laughter.
I want to shrek. Lest you forget. 
Tangled. Mangled. Ever after. 
Read one word, and craft a chapter. 
Of the book that we will write together. 
Let me cuddle everything you have. 
This is one of many nights together.
This is one of many rides together. 
We’re ascending on this roller track.
And as it clink, clink, clinks. 
Chains broken, previously linked. 
At this point there’s no going back. 
At this point we are locked in. 
6 walls, you see we’re boxed in. 
We’ve been crocheted together.
Spirits lay together.
Intertwined within this knot, when. 
Your heart beats I hear angels step. 
They’re dancing sorors in the sky. 
And I know it hurts sometimes your heart is sore. 
There’s reasons why. 
You are rose quartz ever gentle. 
A vibration ever calming. 
Even in death, your essence left. 
Be the fluid I drown within. embalming. 
in your everything. 
You are a Phoenix, in metamorphosis. 
Spread them wide, let me see your feathered wings. 
Even if spreading said feathers causes a pain that makes those feathers sting.
The growing pains. Unknowing pains. 
Almost always lead to better things.
So spread them. Spread your light wide. 
I want to bare witness to what could be labeled fictitious. 
As you paint gorgeous rainbows across the sky. 
Your bridled horses escaping the stables occupied in the night high. 
Your freedom held captive by the very stars that bow to you. 
As the universe outlines your silhouette and shadows dance just how you move. 
be undone with me.
be one with me. 
Be everything under the sun with me.
Be my crystal.
you can ground me.
Your smoky quartz energy around me.
Like a diary.
self published.
you have captured and abound me.
you have silenced always loud me.
You have unblocked all my chakras. 
You have revealed the polished surface within.
When at first all saw was rough, tough rock stuff.
Soul be locked stuff. 
I am guarded.
I am Medusa stare.
be hardened. 
I am the rose that grew from concrete.
when pavement meets, a different garden.
when gazes meet, from such a far land.
you are my garnet.
you’re my opal. 
Vibrate with me.
High plains with me.
you keep me ever hopeful.












87 - Can We Talk

Can we talk for a minute, 
cause I wanna know your name. 
Can we talk for a minute, 
cause I wanna know your pain. 
I want to know what lies within you. Ever sinful.  Have no shame. 
What’s broken you. 
bones shattered. slain. 
What cloudy trauma has caused soul rain. 
Can we talk for a minute, 
and can we talk ever deep. 
Willow please come here, upon my heart you can weep. 
You can yell. you can scream. you can squeeze me til’ I break.
If I meet my demise, but heal you, it’ll be the best mistake. 
Can we talk for a minute, 
lay your weight down my love. 
You’ve been floating, barely hoping.
With your face down my love. 
Take your cape down my love. 
There’s no need to be a hero. 
No need to fake 100 when you’re drained and you’re at zero.
Can we talk for a minute, 
can I listen and be your therapy.
I won’t leave love, come grieve love.
I’m here don’t be scared of me. 
We can be ever magical.
this concoction so irrational. 
But no sense needs to be made, 
when actions speak loud and audible.
I just need an answer, can I, can I, can I talk to you. 








88 - Fresh Air

You’re a breath of fresh air.
If I dare, breathe you. 
If I inhaled your soul.
Impaled you whole.
Just so I could see you. 
Your a dictionary given.
When illiteracy threatens emancipation.
An encyclopedia, that I give all concentration. 
You’re a soul star.
A whole star.
Fireball ever burning.
Let me study.
Keep me learning.
Of dedication, you’re deserving.
Like a breath of fresh air.
You tranquilize me.
Sleeping deeply.
Put my soul within your locket.
Your pocket. 
You can keep me.

















89 - The Vibe 

I just wanna be someone you can vibe with. 
Spend time with. 
Cosmic energies, merging, converging, combine shit. 
Basically, I’m trying to be someone who can read you. 
Your soul is cloudy. Screaming loudly.
with me you can be see through. 
I see you. 
Let me reiterate, I see your light. 
I see the stars that you reveal when all others see is night. 
I see the grounding within you, when you’re feeling fight or flight. 
So when you’re blind and lacking sight. 
I’ll be your vision, it’s alright. 
I just wanna be someone you can bare to.
And when I say that, I mean everything. 
No need to be careful. 
Come here, let me stare through.
With me you can share you. 
Maybe I get you and maybe I care too. 
I just wanna be someone who can mirror you. 
Look inside me, inside thee, to reveal a clearer you. 
A fear of you. A miracle. 
That you are so let me prove it.
Let me take your soul wrap it in gold.
All bumps and Bruises let me soothe it. 
I just wanna be someone you can heal with. 
Unravel your ribbons and wither.
Be real with. 
Someone you don’t have to conceal with.
Be naked come feel with. 
Let me be your lock and key.
copper wire. stainless steel shit. 
I just wanna be someone you can vibe with.
Tranquility and peace, you’d always keep.
and it’d come naturally.
No trying. 


90 - Personal Fortress

I create personal forts with my bandana and my eyelids.
You can’t reach me. So please leave me. 
see right now I am a spy kid. 
I can’t see you. You’re invisible. 
As of now, you see it’s dark here. 
There are walls etched behind my pupils. 
I hang my pain, and all my art here. 
Noah’s ark fear. 
Be erupted if you try to taint my fortress of solitude.
I used to be an oak tree. 
No leaves. I was lonely. 
My bark like my heart, at one time was hollow too. 
A modern feud.
Between this light inside that peeks through. 
Even sun rays at this time couldn’t make me actually see you. 
I’ve created a castle behind thin skin folds, 
and believe they know no bounds. 
You can’t penetrate through what I’ve created. 
not via physical or forms of sound. 
So please.
Back the fuck away from me. 
Your presence it can’t stay with me. 
I’m re-molding. I’m imploding.
I’m fragile here, made of clay you see. 
This is where I undress myself.
This is where I confess myself. 
this is where I pour all of me, in spirit form,
until there is none left myself. 
I’ve been broken in this stronghold. 
I’m protected see my songs hold. up under the fire. 
here I’m born again. Got damn. 
I’m not here right now, even if physically it seems as if I am. 
I don’t need much to fucking lose myself. 
I’d contemplated maybe clues might help. 
but figuring out how to find lost things, in experience it exudes a wealth.
that togetherness couldn’t give to me. 
here I’m better than what I’ve lived through. See. 
my fort is where I’m everything.
Omnipotent and invisibly. 
cascading through my safe place.
my “I just need some space” place.
My “fuck today I just can’t deal, I feel like I may break” place.
Peel face place. 
it’s home. 
behind my eyelids and this cloth. 
In my fort, I teleport, and it’s invaluable, no cost.






























91 - Playground

Let me swing upon the chains that in the past have broken you. 
Release your hands from around your neck.
it seems as if you’re choking you. 
Unhopeful you. have always been. 
Life’s hands they’ve dealt you shit man. 
Click your heels three times. 
oh shit I lied. you aren’t Dorothy you’re the tin man. 
With no limbs my love. 
drenched in sin my love. 
you’ve been shattered to pink matter time again my love. 
Let me lace my hands within your jungle gym. 
Restore your invisibly sunken skin. 
self esteem rice paper flow.
easily able to be crumpled thin. 
I wonder if you possess a rope swing. 
I wonder if you know things. 
Like when you arrive you shine so bright. 
Quite literally your glow stings. 
There’s this whole thing. 
this entity, inside you and it grins at me. 
Despite your sadness. despite the madness. 
I’ve caught every curve you’ve tried to bend in me. 
Ascend with me. 
Is it cool if I slide down you? 
No need to talk just be around you. 
You speak volumes in your silence. 
I hear it all with no sound, you. 
Don’t see that you are Gaia.  
Personified. you are Egypt. 
Religion is fake but if it were real, You 
leaving,  would be the reason jesus being he wept. 
Your departure be the reason the sea swept. 
rain came  down for 40 nights and shit. 
highly unlikely but it might be.
if you don’t accept and try to fight this shit.
I know you have a see-saw. 
I’m at the playground you’ve created. 
You let me in. 
I’d never without permission just invade it. 
Turn these chains into play things.
Turn your pain into paperweights.
You don’t need to be alone anymore.
I guess it’s safe to say you’re straight. 
I have taken time to carefully use,
everything in your playground you’ve supplied to me. 
In hopes that maybe one day, 
you won’t need it, 
you can hide in me.




























92 - Lost Smile

When did you lose your smile? 
Can you tell me where it went please. 
I sense that you have tension.
I’m here if you need to vent, please.
There is sunshine between your lips.
Ready and waiting to be exposed. 
Let it escape. Universe says fate.
You don’t always need to be composed.
It is okay to show your soul. 
It is okay to be upset.
unhappiness is normal. 
Who stole your smiles.
I need to know, and yes I meant it plural. 
Every pleasure you experienced wielded a different wattage.  
And now electricity within you has died.
No lights not even spotted. 
Who stole your grin, your laughter.
How dare they violate your being.
They must not have been aware that without your light,
 it’s too damn hard attempting seeing. 
As I’m wondering who took you.
Earthquaked you to the core and shook you.
who left you with the perception that now you somehow lack the good you.
I realize all it takes is for you to remember your smile resides in you. 
Part your lips.
give the universe a kiss.
the rest of you will shine right through.










93 - Absorb Me

Can you absorb me?
I want for you to feel me.
Let me penetrate your pores.
See.
I have many biographies. 
Life odyssey’s, come read them.
Don’t use your eyes but I expect you to see them. 
I expect for them to resonate.
Every story I tell you in the darkness. 
Absorb every story.
Both heavy hearted, and straight heartless.
And if absorbing isn’t enough,
I’ll show you how to get inside me.
How to olly olly oxen free. 
hide and seek when I’m hiding. 
Confiding. 
Confining. 
Would you like to see my prison. 
I escaped some time ago, but there’s a part of me still living. 
I have shawshanked my redemption.
out of words and definitions.
In combination with absorbing, 
maybe you’re inclined to listen..














94 - Melanin Misconceptions

To you, My blood is holy water. 
Be baptized in my crimson. 
Oppressed, minority, never priority. Broken by a system. 
Labeled charity, a victim. By ears to deaf to even listen. 
To you black blood be sacrifice. 
Be melanin bleached acid white. 
Be madness everlasting. If they could, they’d bury us in casket twice. 
To you this shit be game see. 
You paint melanin with shame be. Intimidated, if Black wholly inundated. 
World wouldn’t be the same, see. 
You’re scared the sun can’t tame me. 
To you we’re all insane see. 
You condemn what you don’t understand perhaps you’re the one who’s let your sane leave. 
To you black pain be confetti.
You celebrate our very demise. 
With white guilt knots in your throat, And white tears forming In your eyes. 
You’ll sit and act surprised. 
At this civil war. this tension. 
You seem to be in love with destruction. With killing, it seems your smitten. 
You’ve been permitted. I mean you’ve been given.
The perfect skin to just exist in. 
When black breathing, and black living, is period at end of sentence, unforgiving. 
To you black bodies be target practice. 
Be shoulders shrugged, “oh well it happens”. 
Be mistaken gun in hand. Be Sandra bland. 
This shit don’t be cause for laughing. This shit be a cause for action. 
Why the fuck would you just sit there? 
When black boys are being slaughtered before they’ve had time to grow adolescent
chin hair. 
I wonder when you sleep at night, do you ask yourself is this shit fair. 
Stealing black youth before growth of skin hair. 
Asthma pump. black and young is thin air. 
You make black childbirth be tragedy. 
Be seatbelt tight. Hate if I’m not white. Cold world make sure you’re fastened G.
And actually, you hypocrite. Be liar, be denial. 
You be telling me the clouds are purple when you know damn well the sky’s blue. Despise you. 
disguise yourself, as ally, as white chocolate. 
Seeming sweet, when opened box. 
But poisonous bite, needs to be stopped. 
like, To you black despair be Sunday news. 
Be Boston globe. be funny section. 
Be having the audacity to wonder why my people are always stressing. 
my people have been left and. 
Forced to fend for self. 
to you black be watching us Katrina drown.
claiming your FEMA is down.
when you have every resource to fucking send help. 
To you, black be broke. 
Be worthless shit. 
Be of every consequence, be deserving shit.
We just want our 40 acres,
and instead you take and hurt our kids. 
To you, black don’t be nothing. 
Double negative, I know. 
But even still we thrive in concrete jungles.
and from our pavement flowers grow. 




















95 - My Skin

My skin be bronze.
Be right from wrong. 
My skin be hopeful, crazy songs.
My skin be brown. Be down. Be pretty. 
Be stolen from Mother Earth and brought to rot in white cities.
White pity. Brown envy.
My skin Be reverse gentrification. 
My skin said sin to Birth a nation. 
Be crack babies. Be black ladies. Who in reality are mocha caramel.
My skin be, glistening though not to them. That sunscreen smell. 
A curse, a wish. Some type of spell. To fear the sun, the one compelled. 
My skin man fears. Yet fears no man.
My skin can endure hours of burning. What you call a tan. 
What you pay a fortune for. You see I was born with.
My skin be inseparable something you can't toy with. 
Be torn with. Be torn from. Representing the grit I was born from. 
My skin. Melanin. Shows me I was born SUN. I was born one. 
With the universe. Planet. Damn it. 
My skin be power and they can't fucking stand it. 
My skin be i told you so.
My skin be shining, with a hopeful glow. 
My skin be, enduring fights. From the rapes of masters white. 
by our melanin at night. 
My skin be moonlight and stardust. 
Be lust. Love. and everything not subtle.
My skin be truth or lies. Surprise. Be believing when you say I love you. 
My skin, shade of Pen be. 
The opposite of disgust-ful. Or disgusting. 
My Skin is over trusting. 
It's been, my skin. Through enough things. 
Stuff rings with what sings. 
Art tattooed on my skin. What you call a scar,
I see as stars. Not yellow but dipped in melanin. 
Ripped and stripped again. And then plastered up to look like old kin. 
But know now and know then.
I love, I adore my melanin. 
My charcoal soaked, blackened soul.
My skin be blackness. Don't let go. 
Be no fascination with pigment deprived people. 
My skin too them bleed Pyramids and evil. 
My skin be evolution, revolution.
Civil rights. 
my skin be what the fuck. 
My skin disappears at night. 
Be invisible yet be seen, be dirty brown, yet still so clean. 
My skin, my skin, from outside flesh, imploding within. 
Is popping, any other definition. 
No listenIng to denote what negativity you may mean. 
My skin be royalty. 
My skin be straight, non binary, my skin be gay. 
My skin be loyalty centuries long. Boiling within this DNA.

























96 - Black Girl

Black Girl (n) - 
Always angry.
bitch face always resting.
after assessing society’s oppressing who can blame her for aggressing.
always expecting.
everyone thinks handout but really wants affection.
instead always getting some twisted, purposely inflicted hard life lesson.
always stressing.
a womb within whom has birthed nations.
but not worth respecting.
worth neglecting.
protector of black suns.
so her day is stolen, no protecting.
broken left wing.
she’s the best thing.
but the way she feels because of her treatment, leaves her hurting, makes her neck sting.
she’s a queen.
her throne unseen.
so everyday she is contesting.
exudes a strong-ness.
royalty within guarded.
say she’s too masculine, too hardened.
But within thick skin, her hearts enlarged and.
she’s a goddess.
she’s the universe.
they will treat her like she’s dirt.
black woman.
Mother Earth.
Priceless, is your worth.







97 - T.H.O.T. - This Hair On Top

This hair on top. 
Be hot. 
Be sidewalk blazing.
Hot comb hanging.
This hair on top be knots.
Be kinky curls that spell Nappy in cursive. 
Be roots of indigenous people.
Obliterated on purpose.
This hair be, a warrior on the surface.
This hair on top.
Be poetry. 
Be knowing thee. Struggles and ancestral stories.
Of awakening and melanin glory.
This hair on top. 
Be worldly. 
This hair on top. 
Be locked. Be locked with no key.
Be picked within me. And then locked again.
This hair be. Stop, it's my friend.
Thick or thin. 
This hair on top
Be cocoa butter seasoned. 
Be. 
Black hair can still be clean. And.
Don't touch my mane man.
This hair on top needs no spray can.
To stay stand. Well stay standing.
This hair on top be demanding.
Be new Jim Crow. Be appropriated cornrows.
This hair on top be no.
This hair on top be soul.
Be whips and cracks. 
Be greased, slicked back
This hair be barely knowing how to act.
This hair be mother Africa. 
Be ubiquitous. Be wanted.
This hair on top be teased.
And then synthesized to flaunt it.
Be silk scarves and bonnets. 
This hair on top don't be.
Won't be.
That 28 inch Brazilian or malaysian.
This hair be black and brown children.
Be historic speeches.
What I’m saying, is.
This hair on top be special.
Be I will never let you. 
Be fuck your Europeanized texture.
Be different cultures when you wet her.
Be unwilling to let us forget her.
This hair on top.
Be a crown.
Be defying gravity,  Unable to let itself down. 
This hair be resilient.
Be fuck your opinion.
Be won't even be silenced, and forced to listen.
This hair on top be unforgiving.
This hair on top be missing.
Self love. 
Or a love of self by any other name.
This hair on top be wild.
No other master. Can no other tame.
This hair on top be shame.
this hair on top be shameless. 
This hair on top be Bantu knot.
Be webbed. Be plaited. Be blameless. 
This hair on top be hot.
Be sidewalk chalk.
Be poof when not. 
Laid down and able to be controlled. 
This hair on top has universal roles.
For this hair, this hair, separate entities. 
One soul. 
This hair be mine.
This hair be 3C, 3D,  3B. 
This hair on top be different goddesses within me. 
Be 4B, with a touch of ascend me.
Be envy. Be exotic.
Be good. Be the shit.
This hair on top. 
Be melanin equipped.
This hair on top be namaste.
This hair on top.. be it.































98 - Black Boy 

Black Boy (n) - 
named a super predator before the light of their first day breathing has darkened.
An exterior that would perish if not hardened.
Apathetic and disheartened.
a receptacle whose manufacturer forgot a compartment to put the heart in.
born a thug.
born a killer.
so when approached already have knife sharpened.
dark skin fits the description.
he probably did it.
he should be brought in.
we caught him.
we cage them.
we wish we could re-enslave them.
detain them.
educationally restrain them.
deny mental health truths, 
yet still expect them to be sane men.
contain them.
Let’s drain them.
culturally appropriate then publicly shame them.
oppress and give hard tasks, so they cannot possibly attain them.
when spontaneously combusting, 
over societal mistrusting.
Ignore,
and if acknowledged, 
blame them.










99 - Black Youth 

Little black boys and little black girls. 
Deserve to be proud. Of their skin. Of their curls. 
Of  the kinks in their backs that unlock and unfurl.
Of the galaxy within them, that transcends, bends and swirls. 
They should reaffirm their blackness. 
Aware that melanin is attractive.
And if someone tells them otherwise, 
they need look in their eyes, and laugh. 
It’s.
Imperative. important. That melanin isn’t distorted. 
That their mind, their skin, their being, be marveled and not shorted. 
Be extended and not shortened. 
They need to know that black be gorgeous. 
They need to know that black be hurricane. 
Black be broken, soul bore open. 
Black be heavy winds and dirty rains. 
Ancestral Kin, and growing pains. 
Black be tough like Harvey. 
Be destructive like Katrina. 
Black be living in despair but making it work, 
because we have yet to get the tools to help us clean up. 
Black be strength. black be grit. 
black be using sand to soothe your wounds. 
Black be tsunami mad. monsoons. 
Black be sun. be one. be moons. 
Black little girls and black little boys,
need to know that they deserve to take space and make noise. 
to be unapologetic, eclectic, not poised. 
they need to know that they have the ultimate choice. 
I want black princes and princesses to rise. 
non binary black crowns to reach the skies. 
I want black children to see excellence when the mirror stares back,
and they see their eyes. 
Because black is an embodiment.
not a shameful disguise.


100 - One Sided Love 

The last words that she said to me, 
were “I hope you know you’re dead to me.” 
Half pleading, half regretfully. In my soul, she looked directly see.
I had acted vulnerable and desperately. 
methodically, like chess and we. engaged in love like banter, as one.
no longer fighting separately. 
I catered her soul, she thought I catered her whole, but it was half hazardous, forgetfully. 
but this game was something I’d mastered after making it my specialty. 
She looked at me with dread no peace. attempting to cut all ties and let me be.
and unbeknownst to her, she was tethered and couldn’t seem to let me free. 
I caused damage like a protest where activists and homeless go and wreck the streets. Her fabric soul, I wrecked those sheets.
made a mess out of a bed that was composed and neat.
she was a faucet attempting to overflow like a gauntlet.
and since I can’t swim, I made her leak.
See, took her strength and made her weakly.
disabling all armor telling her she didn’t need me.
we, started at one another, me expecting and her dreadfully. 
She said I took her coral soul and also made it dead to me. 
We engaged countless times sexually. I treated her respectfully.
so when I muted her voice, thus muting her choice, not hearing what she said to me.
she plead to me. 
Part of my spirit looked down from above. out of body, spirit let me see.
this shit was complicated, like It had been birthed out of a hectic tree.
no motion, both breathing breathlessly. 
this was not elation, the opposite of ecstasy. 
Her souls, halved whole, then halved again.
I watched her shrink constantly and steadily. 
She thought she was prepared, readily.
to hold and mold heart, so preciously.
and I committed crime against her, while she witnessed this felony. 
She made me the sheriff to her existence, while she was barely ranked a deputy. 
My head in two. my head splits piece. 
I broke her existence irrevocably. 
The last words that she said to me was 
“I hope you know you’re dead to me, and by dead I mean alive in the fullest, 
but dead seems like the best to me.
don’t bother me, don’t question me. 
your explosive sign language has already been read to me.
and even though you’re a corpse, who ran me ragged on loves course.
I still hope we come together again, to rewrite this twisted destiny.
because I know deep down that the last piece of your heart, is reserved.
mummified, to be left for me” 
my royal love reduced her to peasantry.
anxiety palpitating restlessly.
I thought I had no feelings but I felt her last syllable specially. 
And now I wish upon a Star that entities heavenly.
will Lazurus resurrect my soul, 
so my entry level mistakes, will wash away, and I can love her professionally.



























101 - On Considering Cannibalism 

I wonder what it would be like to swallow yourself whole?
How would it feel to dynamite my limbs, causing everything to implode. 
Would my skin taste like anxiety, with undertones of depression? 
Or would it taste like the memories attained in a past life regression? 
Would I be liquid or gas? 
Would I be solid or liquid? 
Would I finish every food group on my plate? 
Or leave it in the kitchen never to be finished. 
Would nerve endings and blood vessels intertwine and combine? 
Would my tattoos taste of remnants of instances in time? 
I wonder what it would feel like, to break my bones and reconstruct them. 
Creating sculptures out of marrow and painting pictures morally corrupting out of my nothing.
Would bone be brittle breaking easy, or would force need to be used?
I’m not an animal or cannibal but I’d like to taste my fuel.
The alkaline water keeping me hydrated when the whole world is fuckin cruel. 
I want to see what happens when I attempt to juice my soul.
Self cut in half, and manually inputted so there’s no way to lose control. 
Is my body just a body? Can I sustain if trying to eat myself?  
Can I consume my eyes in joy or disdain not being able to see myself?
Not being able to free myself. Can I add sugar to this concoction? 
No high fructose corn syrup, I’m trying to diet, so is agave nectar and option? 
Would the bowl I consume myself in be half telescope, half coffin? 
Do I need someone to smell and tell if I’m still fresh or if I’m rotten. 
I wonder how it would feel, to hide inside myself.
and simultaneously find myself in the part I tried to hide myself. 
How would it feel to concurrently come alive, 
within the same rib cage I tried to die in well.
Let me roast my being to perfection, toast my mind until it’s hot enough.
Cut my being into brownie pieces, I swore I fuckin had enough.
turn my heart into a bowl of love, and then eat it like I have no guilt. 
To swallow me whole, with the least complications.
close eyes and chug with almond milk..





102 - To Write Love On Her Arms 

There is a woman, lying dormant. Barely breathing. Barely noticeable. 
And as her sunken eyes deflect sun from sunken skies, 
she still can’t keep from noticing you. 
You watch her intently and a smile curls at your lips. 
Trying to invite in whatever hidden abyss this actually is. 
She keeps her eyes locked. 
Something about her reading calamity, yet her demeanor is calm. 
War is something she’s had enough of. 
All she wants is for you to write love on her arms. 
In permanent ink, so it doesn’t smudge. 
Her entire soul feels like a grudge. 
From combat she’s Tethered to gas mask. forgetting when she’d last laughed. 
She can’t recall what it’s like to feel love.
And not love in her heart.
she’d be cool with bic pen to the skin. 
Maybe then she’d be able to absorb the words deep within. 
You decide to bite the bullet, this concrete rose, it’s like she spoke to you. 
With no syllables heard, and no actual words. 
Like in a past life, she must’ve known of you. 
She draws you close. 
As you walk to her, the pull, ever strong like industrial magnets. 
Again with no words she speaks. Her eyes telling you she has baggage. 
Warning you of her sadness, of her life too many times labeled tragic. 
She has given you the option to run, before a proper introduction has happened. 
You take her hand. You ask her name. 
You read her story, study her pain.
You’ve digested novels before, but this one is not the same. 
There is a woman, lying dormant. Feeling lost, no cause, no importance. 
She is the most beautiful beach, that you ever did see, 
like endless days on her ravenous shore spent. 
By you. 
You have already been here before with her. So there’s no question as to why you. Although she is powerful. Her scars prove she is strong. 
All she really wants from you is to take your breath and write love on her arms. 
Until you have nothing left write love on her arms. 
Write it over and over again. 
In colored pencil and pen In sharpie on heartbeats until it protrudes from her skin. 
Until she exudes from within. 
Take tattoo gun and brand her. 
Let her know you understand her. 
Let her know that she is gold and you would never contraband her.
There is a woman, lying dormant. 
Her soul, a soul that keeps on storming. 
Write love on her arms and do it with intent, 
So that one day she is antigravity soaring.































103 - Ascension Love

To love someone who’s ascended is to remember them in fondness.
Not to remember them in despair.
For that sadness begets bondage. 
Love that they aren’t here anymore, so they cannot feel pain. 
Love that they still exist, although not on earthly plains. 
To love someone who’s ascended, is to cast spells with every memory. 
Planting seeds that then grow trees. 
When smiles creep through reminiscing history. 
It’s a strength that transcends bodybuilding. 
Takes mindfulness and inner weapon wielding. 
Takes fighting sadness wars, that crash ashore. 
A different type of protection, shielding. You. From destruction.
To love someone who’s ascended is to create smiles out of what feels like nothing. 
It’s creating home movies out of daydreams. 
Hoping the days stay permanent so said dreams don’t disappear. 
It’s anniversary of ascension being mentioned every year. 
It’s not fearing your ascension because at least then you’ll be more near. 
To the person, the entity, that always has made cloudy skies, more clear. 
To love someone who’s ascended is to have endless polaroids in your mental Rolodex. To cherish every moment captured.
Whether in sadness or laughter, knowing that there won’t be none left. 
It’s living every day even though your heart is red and sore. 
To love someone who’s ascended is to have their essence permeating through your pores. 
It’s seeing their soul in stars that shine. 
It’s hearing them whisper In the wind. 
To love someone who’s ascended is to know,
That your soul and theirs will meet again.










104 - Word Paint 

I want to paint my words on your body, In invisible ultraviolet ink. 
That’s something different. Something to make your soul think. 
Something to make your whole think. 
Take you to another level. 
I can show you things in other dimensions. 
Let me show you that you’re special. 
Let me show you the depths I’d delve to. I mean the depths I would dive to. 
Just to attain,  heart locked beneath chain. 
I’d lose myself whole just to find you.
I would titanic sink beneath you. 
Turn melanin, translucent, see through.
I would telescope all my dreams and hopes, just for a glimpse of trying to see you. 
I want to write stanzas on your abdomen. 
Maybe the tickling sensation would make you laugh again. 
I have the galaxy within my palms for you, but your acceptance just ain’t happening. 
You were artist, performer, magician, And the patrons to your souls show deserve to clap again. 
They deserve the magic when. 
You reach inside And harness it. 
This is heart and smart stuff mixed. Tucked tightly within mental cardigan. 
I want to carve affirmations into your cerebrum. 
Turn temporal lobe into tattoo. 
I want to hurricane your left and right brain. 
Until you can make sense out of you. 
I want to permanent marker, I mean permanently mark up.
all the parts of you thought disgusting. 
Every part of you thought nothing. 
I want the confidence fountain that lay dormant within you, to gain moisture and start running. 
Maybe then you can toss penny in and make a wish. 
I want to mirror all your actions so you see what royalty really is. 
You are gold mine. 
You are soul divine. 
You are loudspeaker, reiterating rebellion. 
The doubt of yourself and naysayers, has silenced a soul meant to be eternally yelling. Meant to be eternally telling.
Stories, and proverbs with syllables. 
I want to write love spells on your earthly love shell.
until I earthquake feel the karmic shift in you. 
I want to write novels on your brown skin And write haikus on all the ribs within you. 
For you are a love letter, who’s forgotten her origin. 
And it’s my job to retrieve and resend you. 




































105 - Star Garden

I planted star seeds in your garden. 
Hoping mini suns would erupt from roots. 
I wanted to see if solar energy revealed your inner truth.
I waited and I watered them. 
Each seed that would birth a star. 
I hoped that In their cosmic resurrection.
Maybe you’d get caught in the crosshairs of an electric current triggering a past life regression. 
And maybe then you’d remember who you really are. 
I  bathed you in new moons. 
I wanted the universe to shine through you. 
I wanted to lie detector test, your mind, your mental nest, then maybe I would find true you.
Maybe I’d see sign, blues clue. 
And then maybe I could open you.
Instead of Greys Anatomy, heart surgeon, poking, probing you. 
I gave sage leaves to your soil. 
Erasing negatives energies that may have tore through. 
Many have tried to leech on to your greatness, when from the ground your stars finally bore through. 
I rock a bye baby’d you. 
I played Tibetan bowls to soothe your inner universe. 
Trying to encourage you to emerge, as souls converse even through the dirt. 
I planted star seeds in your garden. 
And as they grew, their power shot through me. 
A garden of shooting stars, shooting fast and hard. A miracle and an anomaly.
Almost stripping me of all autonomy. 
I planted star seeds in your garden with no experience with gardening. 
Scared the shards of your heart were hardening. 
And then you’d lose your light. 
But then I saw illumination when I viewed your soul at night. 
I saw your ultraviolet rays.
Your baby star seeds turn supernova. 
My eyes witnessed your metamorphosis and I stared awe struck, until it was over. 
The brightness that emerged.
Synonymous with timeless, blinding. 
Something special, metaphysical, utterly mesmerizing. 
Once in a lifetime asteroid sighting. 
The sudden arising of someone who was dying. 
This is what it looks like when a strong spirit keeps on trying. 
I planted star seeds deep within you. 
I tended to you like you were god, messiah. 
Willing to set ablaze the words that lined every page, that told you, you aren’t divine love. 
Willing to shower myself within your fire.
Your precious garden has now taken flight. 
Has sprouted wings. My sacrifice, bound by blood, by love, by life. 
Through galactic seedlings I have found you. 
Able to untie and finally unbound you. 
You were mute for far to long, and your seeds of stars have returned your sound too. Fitting triangles inside of rhombuses.
Circular motion was lost while my soul was around you. 
Unwound you, have let go. 
And I think in part due to your star flowers. 
I didn’t really help. I just kind of guided you to yourself. 
A garden of starseeds, 
that harnessed the star power… within you. 
























106 - Netflix and Real (Part 2) 

Let me flip through the channels of your mind. 
Your memories could be my entertainment. 
As you weave webs of your story, Divine. Intertwined.
Time. Speeds up, and we sit wondering where all the days went.
all the days spent. Loving everything you trust to tell to me. 
And I listen as you mention all the dreams they’ve tried to sell you please. 
Don’t stop what you’re saying. 
I love getting to know you. 
It’s wondrous to see the pieces that ultimately make up the whole you. 
The superficial human, but abyss deep soul you. 
Tell me the good, the bad, and what you’d deem absurd. 
And if you need to stop and take a break, I understand. 
Tongue tied, sometimes you’re knotting words, 
traumatic memories leave stench, perceived, rotten words. 
You’re innocent and they’ve presumed you guilty, Tom Robinson, to kill A mockingbird. I’ll listen and console you through. 
I’ll hold your physical body, but most Importantly I’ll hold your soul whole too. 
Maturity ratings don't need to be displayed.
Whether childhood or too mature to watch. 
Every memory you’ve thrown my way, is one I’ll either catch or have already caught. This is a crash course on your entirety.
Tell the truth, give me your 50 shades, I see you so don’t lie to me. 
Don’t look away, put eyes on me. 
You desire to be seen love. I’ve subscribed to you. 
More than a fan. You’ve infiltrated my dreams love. 
During my REM you are movie star, on my mental cinematic big screen love. 
This is better than any Netflix. Your being be documentary. Be matrix, be blue pill. 
Be everything that’s opposite of what’s done sensibly. 
This time that we are spending, was destined, it was meant to be. 
Fast forward can be disabled. 
Nothing said or viewed needs to be rushed. 
And if sleep slithers in and threatens our pace, in astral projection we can resume. Minds can touch.
Don’t ever feel you’re being pressured, the only student to your life’s lecture. 
Watching story build, with precision and skill. 
Showing that you’ve managed to master even architecture. 
All I want to do is binge watch what has made you hate love. 
Watch episode after episode of your genetic makeup. 
What’s made you scared and what’s made you feel safe love. 
I want my eyes and ears to overflow with you. 
I want textbook to not compare to me, when it comes to really knowing you. 
And when it comes to really showing you. 
I’ll recite your memories with no flash cards. 
I’ll show you my colors too. 
I’ll reveal my red, purple, white and black cards. 
I’ve asked You to bare all of you, on wide screen. 
It’s been my pleasure. 
Next time I’ll show you who I am. When we “Netflix and explore each other memories  together”



























107 - Unsent Love Letters 

I’ve written love letters that were never sent. 
There was no address for me to send them to. 
I’ve written pain in many forms and ate them for they would make no sense to you. 
I’ve always wanted to hand deliver myself. 
Pack crimson veins inside brown  Box. 
Put a stamp upon my heart And in an envelope the key to unlock. 
But then again, can’t envelopes cause paper cuts too?
And can’t hate be disguised as making love to? 
So how can I decide if I really love you.? 
Perhaps I cultivated a honey that the strongest knives couldn’t cut through. 
And perhaps in the process I made it so that this sweetness only cut you. 
This weakness only cut you. 
And I didn’t want to see you bleed. 
I didn’t want your crimson water to start pooling at my knees. 
To start drooling at the seams. 
I only wanted you to read me. 
And maybe I’ve broken both  your eyes, trying to get you to see me. 
Maybe I’ve induced dyslexia,  introducing side “A” me and side “B” me. 
Maybe I’ve had to face parts of myself that didn’t really even want to be me. 
I’ve written love poems that I’ve thrown away. 
Paper goes down toilet nicely. 
Rejection is scary. 
Progression is wary. 
It seems sometimes my own soul spite me.
Like sometimes it doesn’t like me. 
Yet it’s stuck because we are  conjoined. 
If Eve was made from Adams rib, I was conceived through a pencils loin. 
I’ve written every emotion I’ve ever had, in notebook and in iPhone pad. 
Perhaps I’ll try to send one day.
A letter with every love I’ve ever lost Or had.







108 - Unfinished Poems 

I start poems but I don’t finish them.
Perhaps maybe I’m just Not that into them.
I can’t delete them.
I don’t get rid of them. 
but for months I may forget to mention them. 
I warm them, I think, I sit on them. 
And eventually finished poems hatch. 
A creative process that is abstract.
With a formula less than exact. 
This is how I write things. 
I begin and then don’t like things. 
I wage wars with my pen and my words. 
Sometimes we’re full blown fighting. 
I hoard unfinished pieces. 
Because I know that they will birth beauty.
Even if 365 solar returns are in between viewing and actually Doing. 
Each thought that I bothered to jot down, needs to be elevated. 
Not hit and knocked down. 
And it takes a while sometimes to find which poems fits with which specialized, custom crown. 
I start poems but I don’t finish them.
At least sometimes. I mean initially. 
Each poem that I start is already in the universe and is meant to be. 
Emotionally and mentally.
Each note written begets diamonds. 
So I water poems from afar that may take more soul, more trying. 
They sit in folder Patient. 
But simultaneously anxiously waiting. 
Almost like doing the outline, and then not filling in a watercolor painting. 
Each piece that lay there Undone, already knows from which part of me it comes from. And they know I won’t desert them, as an abundance of syllables and sun comes. 
They know they will be finished. 
They just know quality takes time. I start poems and always finish them, when I’m supposed to. 
Because time is divine. 




109 - Conversations With The Sun Pt. 2 

But sun, why do they laugh at me? 
Why is their comedy, my tragedy? 
Why does it seem like in my despair, they run and skip ever happily. 
Why does my skin intimidate? 
Why does my melanin cause tectonic shifts. Earthquakes.
And why is that something that they hate? 
I know you said you love me sun, and well I love you to. 
You’ve provided guidance, alongside with the moon. 
But like angry mobs they swarm us. 
With their cold slurs, your rays they warm us. 
You protect us from their knife sharp words. 
Protect us from malicious white, sharp words. 
And you do so without ever really being heard. 
I have so many questions, and maybe you can answer them. 
They’d kidnap my whole race and then put us up for ransom then.
Wonder why weariness threatens even an inkling of what it means to be friend. Because guards down means we aren’t prepared to defend.
I wonder why they stole us sun? 
Why they’d kill us whole, annihilate soul, if we ever tried to run? 
Why did they despise us so? Why do they detest us still? 
Feigning hatred for public eyes but then raping our women at free will. 
They freely stole our bodies. 
While claiming that they utterly hated them. 
And women weren’t the only ones, they’d beat, and whip and rape our men. 
Just to have even a Fraction of the melanin being produced from within skin. 
Golden sun white man is savage, true. 
Black birth, black worth causes Them great attitude. 
They’ve already tried to destroy and ravage through. 
You’d think by now they’d be tired of wreaking havoc, finally relenting, with a simple “that’ll do” 
Golden sun, can we reverse this? 
This generational lack of wealth, self, purpose? 
Can we remind each other that gold rewrites itself to combine effortlessly with our skin. We are walking billionaires, the antonym to worthless. 
Can we show them we are kings now. 
Or better yet remind them of who we were? 
And at the same time can we put in to action Malcolm X’s dream deferred. 
Is lifting every voice, something that is doable.
Uprising, and ringing freedom bells until it vibrates down to their cuticles. 
I could ask you why we are disliked. 
Why people don’t see color and think that’s nice. 
I could counter said argument with saying not seeing color means all you see is white. Which is what they’ve seen all their life. 
To invalidate someone’s race because you don’t see it, doesn’t qualify as right. 
I could ask you why flavor scares them. 
They’re petrified and what a sight it is. 
The only reason they haven’t killed us all, is because we have all the spices. And.
I could also scan the world and make a declaration fit to make one trip over laces. They’ll look at our lips with contempt and then go put it in their faces. 
Injections to try to replace what.
Was given to us naturally. 
It must really be disaster to hate but also wish they were as black as we. 
Golden sun I think I see, even through oppression we are victorious.
Even in forced ghettos, being brainwashed to think that we aren’t special. 
We emerge yet and still with strength left. We are glorious. 
They dislike that even when rock tons, lay piled on our backs.
we carry it to pyramid top, this isn’t new it’s in our past. 
We built this world. We will tear it down. 
Brick by brick. One by one. 
We are connected, thanks for the introspective lesson. 
My one and only golden sun















110 - Road Less Travelled 

There was a woman named road less travelled. 
Initials R.L.T for abbreviation. 
She had scars that seemed too big to handle. 
Inside her eyes, enough souls to birth a new nation. 
Anxiety made her question her creation. 
Question her purpose and why she was created. 
Her heart, now army guarded, tried to resist the hardness of a mind that’s jaded. 
But she was tired. 
Road less travelled. Her very soul used to be on fire. 
And then the foot traffic through her being became less, lacking desire.
Her mind was a fortress. And inside that was a Forest.
Uncertainty circled her, In patterns above head, fast and circular.
She can’t remember a time when confidence permeated her, and she was self assured. Shit. 
There was a woman named road less travelled. 
R.L.T to condense the syllables. 
The things she felt though. Broken but heart made of Velcro. 
Does this better provide a visual? 
Is this a story worth sitting through? 
Worth dissecting, inspecting and picking through? 
A road less travelled, fun to watch, but not something worth sticking through. 
When thorns have torn and ripped you new. 
Is this the thing that journeys do? 
Thoughts in her mind to name a few. 
There was a woman named road less travelled. 
If you called her by her initials, she’d still respond the same. 
Although she was lonely, wanting a twin soul warm and homely. 
Road less travelled so she grappled with the fact she didn’t often hear her name. 
Unless her voice spoke it. 
She didn’t want to be broken. 
She wanted people to see she could weed whack her path.
clear pain like she’s magic. 
So maybe her spirit will seem more inviting and open. 
There was a woman named road less travelled. 
R.L.T for abridgment. 
Little did they know vast meadows lingered beneath her skin. 
If only they’d give her a chance and just listen.
111 - Abstract Existence 

My existence is abstract. 
I’ve broken open, whole, swole back. 
I believe I am a fallacy. 
Can you come prove that I am fact? 
Can you subdue, and coo my mind? 
Stop this illusion, confusion of time.
Sometimes I feel as if the very soul inside just is not mine. 
My existence is enigma.
Like Van Gogh painting hidden behind stick figure. 
I am indigenous to hectic shit.
To mental disarray result is recklessness. 
And that is why I’m skeptical. 
So Why would I think I’m special though? 
Have you ever been torn like you were being reborn,
Like someone reached within and committed a theft in you? 
I’m sorry for the questions. 
This is just me existing. 
Me ranting and raving, Realizing no one will save me. 
I’m talking to self so it’s cool if ears aren’t around to listen. 
This was an inner monologue.
That somehow got leaked loud out of my voice box. 
Silence is damning. Hence my futile ranting, 
but I refuse to make my voice stop. 
My existence is abstract. 
So is my mind. 
A museum of conceptual beauty. 
So like I said up above, waiting for question to be answered...
Can you subdue and coo me?









112 - Astral Projection 

I astral projected to you once. 
You didn’t see me, I was invisible. 
And although we existed on two different planes, I still felt you, metaphysical. 
I saw your soul shine in eleven different hues. 
A rainbow of technicolor Frequency. 
You were naked, while still wearing all clothes.
It was your soul committing indecency. 
I astral projected to you once. 
And by once I mean at least twice. 
There were times when darkness choked me slow. 
I needed to bear witness to your light. 
Did you not know your ultraviolet? 
Just a fraction of you illuminates what isn’t seen. 
Your whole being is special, reverence, put on pedestal. 
You see my lines and maneuver between. 
I astral projected to you once. 
And by once I mean more times than I’ve actually counted. 
But that is what happens when watching greatness evolve. 
You want to continuously be around it.  
Awestruck and astounded. 
By everything you are. I wish, I wish, I wish, I wish, you realized you were a star. Everything you do is truth, what you exude is purely magical.
You are royalty, worth more to me. Your worth purely unfathomable. 
I astral projected to you once. 
And by once I mean every night. 
I spread my wings and fly to you, Despite being deathly afraid of heights. 
Despite apprehension of flight. 
If this is the only way I can see you. 
Then my eyes will stare and go blind from glare, Until I memorize your anatomy. 
See through. 
And even after that, my eyes will watch you. 
A shooting star, that lights and falls, you.
Deserve to be free and unbridled, in this projection, I imagined I caught you. 
I got to hold your power in my palm. I felt your vibration through whole Body. 
As I witnessed your universal prowess, It’s clear you are blueprint and not carbon copy. It’s clear you are passion, not passive, not hobby. 
You observe, without thug antics trying to rob me. 
Providing heart nourishment when i’m otherwise starving. 
Who you are is holy, Godly. 
You are persephone and zeus. 
When dehydration plagues me, You come and save me.
These days I guess they’d say, you got the juice and the taste is so amazing. 
You are everything the light touches. 
Cloaked in star dust and ancestral protection. 
Until we meet again my love.
Next time during astral projection.






























113 - Leave Too 

I wonder if I give my all to you, will you leave too. 
I've come to learn words like knives are deceiving and evil. 
Can I trust you with my secrets?
Will you catch my tears in your hands?
When I express to you my trauma, Will you try to over-stand?
I’m not asking for the world. 
And stars already reside within me. 
What I’m asking is can you be a forever friend who won’t pretend.
see. 
I’m scared to open up to you. 
I’m terrified to trust in you. 
I’ve learned that those who are reluctant statistically end up less times as fools. 
I’ve broken rules already. 
How I feel already confuses me. 
From past times, loves from past lives, have left scars, visible bruises see. 
And usually I’d take off. 
High speed chase. Rip the brakes off. 
But this time for some reason my hard edges want to stay soft. 
So now. As I sit writing. 
Baring soul, whole,  bones bare, no hiding. 
I wonder will you stay. 
After winter goes, and deep freeze one last time sweeps through. 
I wonder if I give my all to you, will you leave too...














114 - Pig Latin 

The directions to your heart are written in pig Latin.
A backwards dialect that thrives on confusion.
Understanding your being is all I really want.
This is not meant to feel like an intrusion.
This isn’t a trick. No mind games, illusions. 
I want to connect, intertwine, create fusion.
Yet your directions are not readable.
I’ve tried decoding, translating and studying,
But these notes just are not feasible. 
I don’t expect that this will be easy. 
I’ve taken courses that have tried to crush me.
Yet I was still given the tools to succeed, 
My professors never tried to bum rush me.
If I didn’t understand the material, I’d ask and they’d gladly offer me help. 
You lack this trait I realized because you don’t understand your directions yourself. 
Even you seem to confuse you.
Even you still seem to lose you.
Yet I’m trying to get you, to open up.
Give me even a fraction of a blues clue. 
The directions to your heart are written in cursive.
And on top of that, they’re written in french.
Understand I will Rosetta Stone, until I’m your forever home.
Countless nights rolling r’s, perfect pitch. 
I know it’s foreign but this is what effort really is. 
I will try with you. Run and hide with you.
If darkness surrounds us, and illumination equates protection, 
Then I will deposit all my light in you.
The directions to your heart are written in languages I’ve never viewed. 
But I like a challenge, and you deserve over-standing. 
So reading your heart through and through
is what I’m determined to do.






115 - Matrix Trip 

Can I take you to the matrix. 
Remove your mask. Become faceless. 
Can I trust you won’t abort, when everything you’ve ever known is taken? 
I’m trying to hop right through this rabbit hole. 
Matter of fact, I want to leap. 
We both have the keys within, To unlock the secrets that they keep. 
We are no longing resting. REM intense, snoozing deep. 
And now it’s time we see what lies ahead. 
I’ll travel down this road alone, if you’d rather stay here instead. 
Shit might get real. It will get dangerous. 
Previously depicted perfect pictures will become tainted. 
If you go with me, just know this. We lose everything before we gain. 
This. 
Journey is delayed gratification. A deep seeded galaxy admiration. 
And through this mind fuck, through this time tuck, we will unfold the source of all creation. 
Let’s get lost in Bermuda Triangle. 
See I believe it leads to another dimension. 
Like once you enter, your soul is centered, and it aids you with ascension. 
It is a lost world. Enigma.  Atlantis. 
And we too, are seeking a lost place. 
We too have a mission, divine intervention. 
This you see, is all fate. 
We too, are seeking knowledge of a place filled with love. 
And where gods aren’t worshipped. 
Where god be within, and that mindset is taught young. 
Let’s vanish down in the sunken place. 
And by that I mean beneath. 
Revolutionizing in a hidden place where only allied eyes can be. 
Where no one sees the dismantling of  notions taught from neonatal phase.
I read somewhere and it’s always stuck, that to break a pattern it takes ten days. 
So let me break you. 
And I mean that In the best way. 
If you’re down to go, I need to know that you’re in the right headspace. 
Can I take you to the matrix, and every place that questions existence?  
Can we go and grow, exposing the expanding of our souls. 
This is enticing, and simultaneously different.
This is exciting, inviting, metaphysics. 
Take my hand. We’ll jump on 3.
And if you lose touch with the reality you thought was authentic, 
just squeeze my hand and look at me.




































116 - Of vows and ramblings 

Do you want to get lost with me? 
Finally find your purpose and your cause with me? 
I’ll get on one knee and formally ask, If you’ll come plummet, to a land titled oz with me? You are rare gem. Elestial. Oddity. 
Oshun, would you take my soul please? 
A cosmic bartering. Exchange. Bargaining. 
This type of payment is all I know, please. 
Drown me in your magic water. 
Perhaps instead I can get lost in you. 
Cocoon me love. Rebirth me, sun. 
You are black widow complex. You draw me in like web. 
And in an instant I am caught in you. 
You have total control. While here I thought I was the boss n’ shit.
What tolls, what tithes must I pay to adore you. I’ll attain whatever cost it is.
To be promised that with you I can get lost. 
This. 
Takes grit and stamina. 
To vanish like this it takes some planning. 
It takes hypotheses, invisibility cloak precision and hope. 
This journey, we’re both worthy, but indeed it is demanding.
So I have a suggestion. Let’s close our eyes and walk until our feet stop. 
Until sweat beads tango with our melanin. 
Until our backs break, our arms shake, and our knees lock. 
Let’s go where we can capture equilibrium. 
Where free thought is welcome. And cops aren’t slaughtering black children. 
And. 
Doing the same to our goddesses. 
Viewing our kings as target practice and killing them. 
Let’s go to a place where instead of seeing danger, they choose to “Jenga” growing and building them. 
I don’t know if such a place exists. 
But I want to Narnia find it with you. 
I want to lose track in the space time continuum.
and not even mind the illusion of time hanging in the balance because it is with you. 
We need no yellow brick road where we are going. 
I hope you don’t plan on Hansel and Gretel, leaving bread crumbs. 
We won’t be returning, 
we’ll keep growing and learning. 
And what we study would leave others head spun. 
Would leave others dead strung. 
And skeptical. Once we depart, Doubt cannot follow us.
For once a drop has touched our will. 
It will eat alive and hollow us. 
I’m already quicksand sinking. In everything that is in you. 
Can we play with portals, turn ourselves immortal. 
In a dimension we’ve never been too? 
If I believed in god, I think somewhere says it is a sin to. 
But so mote it be, say it times 3. 
Doorway created with my pencil. 
These random sporadic thoughts. 
Please say yes, you’ll implode and become adrift with me. 
Shedding earthly shells and orbing to utopia.
This metamorphic journey already meant to be. 
I thank the stars, and the galactic post office, For ensuring you were sent to me. 
For without you my matter would shatter. 
I’d be broken. Emotionally. Physically. Mentally.




















117 - Shadowboxing 

I saw you and the sun in combat mode.
Fighting stance. You were ready for battle.
I stepped back, to assess the situation.
And realized you were squaring up to fight your shadow. 
You wouldn’t dare swing at the sun. 
She sat, to watch, take notes, observe.
You screamed obscenities at your darkened reflection, 
But electric currents shot through and thunder and lightning seemed to replace your words. 
The sidewalk danced beneath you.
Chalked rainbows vibrated as you swung.
Choirs birthed symphonies and erupted in melodies as they sung. 
You wielded a sword made of passion. 
Your shadow kept destroying, toying and hitting you. 
As if the sidewalk cracks was instead unrelenting laughing.
You let your shadow appear to belittle you.
when you were superior. 
You were bigger, you. 
Just needed a push to fight your hardest. 
I know it’s cold and it’s a fight for your soul, but remember the sun. 
You are never in darkness. 
I saw your shadow and you fighting.
One had to win. 
One had to lose. 
I saw your shadow turning colors. 
Reds, and purples different hues.
I couldn’t help you win this fight. 
Defeating part of you, can be hard. 
Ever sad though. 
The sun and I are proud. 
You pushed through every round. 
And in glory you overshadowed your shadow.
 





118 - To Plagiarize A Universe

I’m Convinced the universe has an etch a sketch. 
She pulls it out whenever decisions need to be decided. 
She is Libra scale, indecisive. 
Polar sides within her, they are fighting. 
Red Sea, dividing.
Her divination lay in magnetic scribing. Magnetic guiding. 
Everything we believe is fates time. 
When in reality she shakes and bakes, and on the etch a sketch it just displays time. The universe, she be sneaky. 
Drawing masterpieces out of happenstance, and claiming them as her own. 
Claiming freestyle off the dome. 
When no improvisation was shown. 
Shooting stars fall with the turn of apparatus. 
Galactic showers occur out of random madness. 
I wonder if she can hear me.
Universe, did you etch a sketch my transformation? 
Did you stick figure draw in me. Not longingly, a shower of damnation. 
Did plastic tarot card, with plastic unsterile knobs decide, 
that I, flower, would need to grow from concrete. 
Did etch a sketch that affects the flesh, whisper first I must endure impending defeat. Were psychotic episodes in the plan?
What was written within sand? 
If planning is purposeless, be oracle. I demand. 
But maybe she can’t hear me. 
Maybe I’m conversing with myself. 
Maybe finally she’s contesting, and rebelling. 
So her and etch a sketch they yell. 
Maybe she’s finally finding self. 
Universes they get lost too. 
Glass homes within galaxies would break the same, if they were hit with rocks too. 
I’m convinced universe be butterfly. 
Be butterfly holding etch a sketch. 
Be bones breaking, soul aching. 
Shedding spine and growing another set. 
Of things to keep her upright. 
Her wings they sing in sunlight. 
Easy to question universe lesson, when eyes can’t see if map was done right. 
When eyes can’t see soul clothes were spun right. 
Too keep one out of the elements. 
I’m convinced even the universe gets tired, stressed, depressed and shit. 
Yet here she sits with etch a sketch.
With 8 ball flattened and painted red. 
I’m convinced that these predictions,
are altered through inner dimensions and within instead.
































119 - Confusion & Moon Talks   

I'm pretty sure I was born on the moon.
I was birthed prematurely.
I landed on earth to soon.
Pretty sure, my insecure-ness means this isn't my home.
I look at stars through blackened skies. 
Wondering if my siblings see me struggling alone. 
I know for a fact that I am light years away. 
See.
So at night I stare at the moon. 
In hopes it doesn't look away. 
See. 
I’m crazy. 
Mother may I, but the universe made me.
I am a gas filled. 
Spontaneously Combusting.
Barely functioning. 
Glitter ball.
a visitor, who slips, clicks then falls.
Because this earth you see is foreign.
I was blasted here because the hemisphere. 
Whispered in my ear. 
And told me the trip that I had would take heart. 
Said the trip would be dangerous, 
opposite of painless and as an additive, 
the trip would be far. 
She said, i'd forget i was a star, and that my journey would be hard.
i'm pretty sure I am interstellar. 
I am indigo, and yet they see and call me black. 
I miss my mother universe. 
this world it hurts. so please, please, take me back.







120 - Lost Wolf

You beautiful lost wolf. 
Tell me how much did it cost you. 
To erase a part so thoughtful. 
That tamed the pain you fought through. 
You gorgeous natural calamity. 
Erasing mind, spirit, insanity. 
Caged soul.  A beach. Put sand in me. 
Don't you worry about abandonment. 
Your soul. A sea. That waves at me. 
Lost wolf. I'd never abandon ship.
A phantom it. Creeps up so slow. 
Only when I dare peek into your eyes. 
A beautiful. Invincible. Light that resides Way deep inside. 
You courageous wolf. 
You are so flawless. 
But tragedies. That happen these.
Have made you taint the way you paint. 
So your sky sits starless. You Sky sits far less.
Illuminated. 
Than the light that you possess. If nothing less. 
Give me comfort with. The light in your heart. 
Without it, it's dark. Pour in. Invest. 
Don't you know my alluring lost wolf. 
That you in fact aren't lost at all. 
That there's a map. Invisibly sewn in Your back. 
Leading to a phone. Where you can call. 
Every angel that Has followed you. 
Every angel that's grown stars in you. 
And they, will help you find a way. 
With your light shining. 
My beautiful lost wolf. 
Take the valley within me.
It's safe to walk through. 
And when you realize you're not small, you're colossal. 
Then you'll realize that you're a diamond. 


121 - The Cleansing

Cleanse me.
We are not young and immature.
Don’t play and don’t pretend see.
I’ve been down this road before.
I’ve been under, around the bend please.
They’re already red and raw.
I refuse again to have to bend knees.
I’ve had diaries before and they’ve revoked and thrown away keys.
I’ve sown seeds that have sprouted to reveal dead, cold leaves.
So cleanse me.
I’m not used to gentle hands.
So excuse me if I’m tense, be. 
Patient come and paint me.
I’m sinner, you be saintly.
Over-stand my enigmatic charm.
Da Vinci decode my crazy.
Are you smoke? Come and sage me.
Shakespearean verse, you center stage me.
You should expertly know me after I bare my soul wholly, 
so well, that if I fall sick in the performance of life, 
understudy you’d fill in and you’d play me.
Know me so well that you can upstage me. 
And the way you do it causes envy.
I need you now to restore me.
I need you now to cleanse me 












122 - Reverse Midas

I've broken everything I touch.
So i don't want to touch you.
Everyone I've loved has broken me.
And so I'm skeptical to love you.
Skeptical to run through.
Valleys full of skeletal remains.
Of every woman who said she Loved me. 
And then took a blade And carved my veins. 
Starved. In Chains. Hard. Insane. 
You claim. You really want my everything. 
Even if wire barbed and pain. 
I don't really know how I should  Feel. 
Should I react. You've cause A strain. 
Of confusion. Disillusion.
And it has left my soul aloof.
The truth. 
I'm distant. 
I've broken everything I touch.
But still you caress my spirit. 
Close. 
You listen. 
















123 - Relentless Orbiting

I orbited around your galaxy. 
Attempting to pollute your atmosphere rapidly. 
I didn't care if you were triggered, by past shuttle crashes tragically. 
I wanted to be your genie. 
Gathering infatuation magically. 
I wanted to be the relief to your mercuried grief.
Wanted you to deposit all your sad in me. 
Disposing Michael khorred mask and dumping that shit into the trash you see.
You're beautiful naked, bare, naturally. 
No need for makeup.
priced high no Mac shit see. 
We can actually. 
Be star ridden. 
Above average see.
My presence. 
Your essence.
Perfection if you're even asking me.
I may enter your solar system small and misgiven 
But trust I'll penetrate your galaxy. 


















124 - Breathe For You

All you need to do is close your eyes and let me see for you. 
Pretend like there's no air, so I can step in and I can breathe for you. 
I'm here to show you that affection isn't something seasonal. 
That shit gets rough. Hits, bruises, bumps. 
But I'll be the one to see it through. 
People abandon when loves planning penetrates their fragile ego. 
You. 
Believe me I won't ever be to proud and egotistical. 
I've come down with a sickness, a victim and you're the only symptom. 
You. 
All you need to do is believe I'll catch you if you falling, if you fall, or if you've fallen.
Every tense, to show I'm all in. All you need to do.
is touch my hand, my soul will speak to you. 
You'd never die, you'd immortalize, if you let me breathe for you.























125 - Realistically

Realistically I’m just trying to see your souls please.
Realistically I just want you to really show me. 
What makes you cry? What makes your soul bleed.
If you need to scream, come here, come scold me. 
Open your arms, let me in, love, come hold me. 
If control is what you want, Take the wheel, come control me. 
Realistically, I’m just trying to see inside your mind please.
Realistically, I’m lost too and I need you to find me. 
I’ve had a past, tragic, the fragments, left behind me. 
I was a prisoner, my thoughts, used to haunt and confine me. 
I’m willing if you’re willing too.
Enter into this with no sight, both of us walking blindly. 
Realistically I’m just trying to vibe with you on the same wave. 
Realistically your frequency, keeps me lifted for straight days.
We’re both on the same page. 
I’ll give you everything, if you too, reach within, your all being to me what you gave. 
I just want to dive deep, Go slow, because the time speaks.
I think that this could work, 
If you open your Mother Earth, 
Realistically I think magic and alchemy could
be what us two birth.
















126 - Anxiety & Misunderstandings 

Ask and you shall receive. 
She said, closed mouths they don’t get fed. 
As I’m playing with my dreads, And the African symbols, adorning my kinky head. 
She said I can’t read minds. 
And I sat silent waiting for her to read me.
I expected the unexpected. 
I thought that I’d finally feel like she’d seen me. 
She said my depression wasn’t warranted. 
I had no reason to be sad. 
And her invalidation of my pain and tribulations, Pissed me off, it made me mad.
I didn’t ask to fucking be anxious. 
Nor did I ask to sweat in crowds. 
To feel my heart pumping out of my chest when the music is too loud. 
I didn’t ask for complications. 
Did you think I prayed to be confused. 
Do you think I fought and ultimately got, My thoughts, to always be infused. 
With some irrational foolishness, Some fear that is just useless shit. 
You think this shit is easy, Like I fucking get used to it. 
Closed mouths they don’t get fed. 
Well in this case, I choose going hungry. 
I can’t give her things that I don’t have. 
What the hell does she want from me? 
As if this is a self diagnosis. 
Like I tricked myself, hypnosis. 
I wouldn’t wish this on an enemy,
it makes it hard to focus. 
Hard to breath. 
Hard to think. 
I’m not trying to be difficult.
The only thing that I have left is poetry, and a little smidge of hope. 
I’m not thirsty for your nourishment. 
I’m not hungry for your condescension. aforementioned, self comprehension. 
I’ve learned myself, and now I fly ascension. 
She said your problems are too much for me. 
And she left, but I guess that’s typical. 
Things take decades to change, And her lack of empathy, is past lives, residual.

127 - Of Oz & Forgotten Sunlight

Can I find you, Because your lost boo. 
Your scars are ever awful. 
You were a butterfly, Wings soared, roared so high, And the net of trauma caught you. Death, dishonor, got you.
You’ve been yellow brick roading lonely. 
You’ve been easing roughly down this beaten path. 
Trying to find your throne. be. camouflaged within your soul. 
Your crown of flowers, sage and gold. 
Has grown cobwebs, festering raw nest. of things decrepit.
broke bones, be old. Your mind is discombobulated. 
staggered, it’s like your heads numb.  
And although you tried, through tear stained eyes. 
You fucked up in dropping bread crumbs. 
You’ve been wandering and lost. 
Your heart the epitome of oz. 
Give me your pain, all wounds, deep veined, Let me fill your you with gauze. 
Let me give your tragedy applause. 
You made it through,It didn’t succumb you. 
You don’t have to be on the run, you.
It’s safe here nobody to hunt you. 
Can I find you. 
You’ve gone astray boo. 
You don’t need saving, not here to save you. 
but if you need company, as you contemplate life,  
Then I’m right here to stay with you. 
Your map is right side up right now. 
You feel as if you’re stuck right now. 
You’ve never known just what you seek. 
you really just need love right now. 
inundated you need a hug right now. 
shit you just need to be touched right now. 
I’ll help, give my whole self, until you remember you are pure sunlight now. 
Can you find yourself? 
I’ve helped you help me light the way, so I’m wondering can you shine yourself? 
Can you metaphysically spirit guide yourself? 
Illusion, time, unwind yourself? Can I find you? 
Can you find you? 
Can we find ourselves together? 
Can we click our heels, teleport to fields, of endless flowers and holistic pleasure? 
Can we coexist, in this new world, created out of being lost. 
Building palaces within the ruins, of such a place... as oz



































128 - To Drown Within Angels

She said "people are oceans, and I thought you couldn't swim" 
Being different, is a sentence of misunderstanding in the shallow end. 
A sentence of being an outsider.
When you survive and thrive within. 
A paradoxical reckoning. Blissful. double entendre sin. 
She said "people are oceans" and then asked to be my life vest. 
To be my comfort in the thunder.
When waves are tsunamis and life's stressed. 
I stared in her eyes. Thinking she spoke fallacies. I didn't believe her. 
I didn't believe that she could see the tender. empathetic. ether. 
My softness. hidden boss-ness Bled through figurative speakers. 
A music. A tune sent. To ascend. and begin to raise me out of my sneakers. 
Sole. Shoes. She saw my soul. The blues. 
She knew I wanted to swim inside of her. 
Knew I wanted to fucking hide in her. 
But something stopped me. 
Something haunting. When I just wanted to confide in her. 
She said "people are oceans" 
she said "are you willing to drown for me" 
she said "tell me what's so fucking special that you think you have found in me" 
I told her my soul was like a silent drum. 
And her essence slowly pounded me. It grounded me. 
Astounded me. Soul bound and gagged but in her eyes I found the key.
to awaken sound that seemed to now be free. 
She said "people are oceans, not ponds or lakes" 
she said "people kill and not in the fondest way" 
you would think that all her words made me tremble. 
You'd think every word she uttered was verbalized. 
To me I was a blank page and she was a pencil. 
We spoke in glances and with our inner entities. 
and the stories behind our eyes. 
I sat crossed legged. As my thoughts swirled. She had me star struck.
Filled with star dust. I was open. Atlantic, pacific. 
She was a long lost love, my soul missed, without given permission.
I swam in her. I ran in her. Through her bones. 
Though I couldn't swim and was barely floating. 
She was worth every hardened breath. An angel. Named the ocean.
129 - Soul Swim

I swam within your soul.
As if being baptized of all impurities. 
Strip down your flaws, and reveal Your beauty. 
I need you to love your insecurities.
I need for you, to get acquainted.
With viewing your scars as Picasso paintings.
And while I swim within your soul.
Your thoughts are calmly, softly swaying.
To the universe and it's violin music, the soothing ballad playing. 
I swam within your soul.
And I tried to float through Your darkest crevices. 
Do you not see that even in hell.
To me, your soul would still see leverage.
It's imperative to hear me. 
I mean actually ingest my words. 
As vowels pile up on your curves. 
And consonants crusade your veins and your thoughts are blurred.
I swam within your soul. I hope you know how much of myself that means I have given.
Willing to die. 
Reach my demise. 
Just to explore your abyss. 
With no competency in how to swim in.
Earthy waters. Blue, it glistens.
Absorb my aura.
Please just listen. 
I swam within your soul. 
And literally I could have perished. 
I see your smile
And my last breath is. 
My last breath.
It would be. 
Salt.
Novice endeavors.
And a deep appreciation for your soul..
The sea.


130 - Soul Right

I just want to know if your soul's right. 
Like, if I lose control, you won’t let go and you’ll hold tight. 
Through left turns, and wrong rights. 
Through dark days, and long nights.
I just want to see if you see me. 
Like, if my page closed, You’d stay close,
And still try to read me. 
I want to know if your understanding is real.
Like, are you feeling to plan, or planning to feel. 
I’m a skeptic. 
Are you athletic, love and leave like you’re tracking the field.
I’ll step back and I’ll yield.
I want to actually heal. 
Old wounds, others keep poking. 
I want to be ever whole. Fin to being broken.
I just want to see if your minds open.
Like are you hiding inside, closed soul with your blinds open. 
Times going.
And as the hands on the clock move.
I want to take past loves knots loose.
I’m trying to see if you get me.
I’m trying to see if you’ll let me.
Exercise both our demons, the ones we have, they’re too heavy.
I just want to heal your hurt.
Letting the melanin dripping from your skin Collect inside my soul.
cure my thirst. 
I’m just trying to see what’s inside you.
And maybe if our frequencies can merge.
We’ll know our worth, collide now we’re times two….








131 - Netflix & Real (Pt. 1) 

Yeah Netflix is cool, But can I binge watch all your memories. 
The ones that etch your flesh and reveal not who you pretend to be, 
But who you intend and who you’re meant to be.
I find more joy in your verbal novels.
You’ve kept this in too long, you’re bottled. 
And now your carbonated past life has you ready to explode, full throttle. 
You have someone who is here now. 
Come love you have my ear now. 
And I know you’re used to horror shows, but this is nothing to fear now. 
Netflix is cool. 
But constant talking isn’t dubbed vital.
I see your soul, I see it whole. 
I’ve read you even with no subtitles.
I don’t expect to watch one genre.
You’re a plethora of emotion.
You’re a special abyss. You are an ocean. 
You want to sink but you keep floating. 
I need no remote to access you. 
I understand your thoughts unfathomable. 
You and I exist on the same plane of sane so what you see I imagine too.
Truthfully, in dreams I imagined you.
My manifestation, you’ve come true.
Yeah, Netflix is cool, but I’m fine 
just viewing you.













132 - Inner Flame

I want to serenade the same soul.
Every night, day, evening.
I want to be the one that gives you.
Something real to believe in.
I want to see what's deep inside your mind.
Because your thoughts. 
They are the truth.
Let me show you, the Galaxy within my heart.
And spark untamed flames,
Within you. 



























133 - To Decipher A Mind 

What does your mind say, when you’ve lost all will to speak. 
When your muscles cannot function.
When your thoughts are thought as Weak. 
When your full lips are rendered feeble,  And talking be a challenge. 
When your normal unicycle equilibrium, is now offline.
off grid.
off balance. 
When you’ve hit rock bottom, yet you’ve penetrated those depths and still you plummet. fuck your sick. 
This feels like shit. 
when you hold to minimally console your aching stomach. 
What does your mind say, when it already says so much.
When you’re trying to become unglued, yet your feet won’t move, you’re stuck. 
Can you climb out and beat this rabbit hole. 
Can you defeat, deplete, threats of a saddened soul. 
A tragic role, a hats mad, no hat trick, no entrance, goal.
What does your mind say.
what does your soul gather the strength to make an utterance.
so powerful.
so magical.
Affirmations. 
your presence has the
potential to out roar thunder sis.













134 - Breathe You (Pt. 2)

Every time I breathe I write a poem about you. 
Each exhale a metaphor, a Shakespearean sonnet.
Unconsciously baptizing you with my breath. 
The sight of your higher psyche. You are fireball and comet. 
Every time I breathe I immortalize you. 
These blue lines know you whole.
They can reiterate word for word, the haikus I’ve written on your soul. 
17 syllables to effectively convey a major shift in you.
Inhibition is asinine, I’ve already relinquished control.
Every time I breathe you are born again.
I know it’s unfathomable, hard to believe it; but what if I told you, 
I mean what if I showed you, that you be dope, be hope, be Phoenix.
You are the free verse I’ve been reading. 
I’m not saying that I want to die but you’re a reason to keep breathing.
If I were mute and you came through, I’d destroy voice box just to try speaking.
Every time I breathe, I write an ode to you. 
Encapsulating your essence in every letter, because that’s what poems do.
Bare boned I’ve given every word I owe to you. 
Not enough room for one odyssey so I wrote them both and had to sew the two.
Every time I breathe, you are re-sculpted, made anew.
So I guess within my heart of hearts art and poetry
are synonymous with you.















135 - Reflections Of Self 

Reflections, Miseducation Of Ones Self.
Insecurities.
Miseducation Of Ones Wealth.. 
Internal Thoughts.
Combusting, And Pushing Through.
Tattoo'd Over All The Scars, 
So They Would Never See A Bruise.
What's There To Lose.
When Your Scared Of Staring Into Your Own Eyes.
When Colors Seem ColorLess,.
So You Think That Your Color Blind.
You Can't Find.
Yourself, Because For So Long You've Been Lost.
At A Standstill In Life.
Like Your Destiny Has Been Paused.
Yet And Still You Try To Battle.
With Attempts To Win Back Your Life.
But Sometimes, In The Darkness, Its Best To Fade.
To Black & White. 


















136 - To Dream A Dream 

If I dared to dream a dream, Maybe I'd dream about you.
Having your thoughts wide open, While you're screaming out too.
Perhaps I'd dream of wild things, Involving , you and I and Foreplay.
Digging deep into your cerebral, But then, we can try it your way.
Because, I don't want to be selfish, And my main goal is to please you.
Teach me how to be selfless, I'm letting the ink from my pen bleed through.
You're hungry and I wanna be your nourishment and feed you.
I mean if I dared to dream a dream, let's be honest Shit I'd dream you.
It's like I'm breathless, fucking helpless, because that shits just what dreams do.
And Sometimes I think i'm crazy. 
Because things aren't ever what they seem.
But if I closed my eyes I'd dream of you, 
If I dared to dream a dream. 
























137 - Portals To The Soul 

If eyes are portals to the soul,
Mine teleport to another dimension.
Not to mention,
A big piece of my mind Has gone missing.
Portals to a soul, That probably has been gone.
My soul is left.
They tell me right.
But right aint shit, Cause I been wrong.
I've been savage.
I've been psychotic.
I'm just letting it be known.
Take a step back, And proceed with caution.
When looking into, The portals to my soul.
























138 - Lost & Lost 

I've always been somewhere between Lost and found.
Somewhere between lost And not wanting to be found. 
Not wanting to be around.
Somewhere between lost and trying to find myself. 
Instead of finding countless bodies to determine my wealth.
 I've always been somewhere between lost and found. 
Found and wanting to be lost.
lost and wanting desperately to be captured. 
To be trapped in the webs,  of an armageddon type of rapture. 
Massive enough to destroy me.
I've always been somewhere between losing what  I've found just to have to search
Again.
I've been lost, and being  found, Means maybe I'll get hurt again.
and maybe, I'd rather be lost. 
abducted by the thoughts that terrorize my twin towered mind,
I've always been somewhere between lost and found, 
and that's all I've ever been able to find




















139 - Sign Language 

I don't hear much, Because my ears are always Hopelessly occupied, 
By the rhythmic beat of a heart I have yet to encounter. 
Transforming by pollination.
I hear the beat come from flowers.
Petals heavy meddling , and I'm compelled to follow suit.
The one and only dilemma , being that I haven't met you. 
I don't hear much. 
Probably to enthralled in the bass put in place by a face I have never had the pleasure to view.
earthly vibrations connecting me to you.
Ever so slightly. 
Just enough for me to know.
As my ears perk up to the beat of your drums.
Arms outstretched as I soak up the sun.
That somewhere out there your body touches the same earth that mine meets.
that we are Connected by cosmic energies that go way beyond simple.
I haven't met you yet but until then, I'll listen to invisible symbols. 





















140 - Don’t Look 

I Don't Want You To Look Into My Eyes.
The Things Inside Could Hurt You. 
Never Were My Portals Open Wide.
For The Public To Willingly Search Through.
Don't Look Into My Eyes.
Don't Take My Chin, 
And Force My Gaze.
White Washed.
My Eyes Are Glazed.
Tears For Forty Nights And Days.
Don't Look Into My Eyes. 
Having Conversations Make Me Weak.
I'll Speak.
But Really, 
My Attention Is Directed Towards The Pavement.
Don't Look Me In My Eyes. 
They've Gone Away. 
I Haven’t Seen Them, A Day Since.



















141 - Tornado

A tornado combusted Inside of me.
Wind escaping through Nostrils trying not to breath.
Gripped tightly by the eye of the storm.
Struggling vehemently ,Yet still unable to leave. 
A tornado stripped me of my soul, 
And left me In the hypothermic cold.
When it was done playing Hop scotch, on chalked blocks with my heart.
A Tornado ripped me to shreds.
Lesson taught. 
I should have  avoided being a storm chaser from the start.



























142 - Make Believe

Let's pretend for a second That what we had was real.
That it wasn't a figment of my imagination, and it was something I could feel. 
I'm not asking for too much, Just a few minutes of some Make believe.
Pretend that you loved me Instead of secretly hating me. 
Pretend
that your moans were meant for me And not the ears of another.
In your mind.
I deserve some consolation. 
So pretend this one time.
That me and you were perfect.
And that we were meant to be.
For a moment if you dare, Grant me clarity, in real make believe. 

























143 - Love Stench 

I closed my eyes, And inhaled the stench of a love that had gone sour. 
A love that had fermented , Into the most bitter of wines.
This was something that didn't get better with time. 
I've taste tested previously, and never before had I experienced something like you.
A palette cleansing enigma, that brought me to new heights.
you. 
Were intoxicating.
We were inebriated within each other.
Until being drunk in love no longer possessed the same desire.
Until the electricity radiating within us stopped sounding like newly born choirs.
I closed my eyes and Inhaled the Pungent aroma of what used to be.
I used to love the smell of us, 
But now I hate the stench of you and me.
























144 - The Labyrinth

I've been in a never ending labyrinth That I can't seem to find the way out of. 
I was told as a child , that when all else fails, One should never doubt love.
Yet love has been the cause of the labyrinth that I'm stuck in.
Mistakenly believing an exit has finally been located, Just to realize I've found nothing.
I've been running.
I've been clawing, And still this maze consumes me whole.
Not able to be at peace, Like the deceased, it feels like confusion exhumed my soul.
I've been In a never ending Labyrinth, 
That continuously changes and rearranges, Every path previously thought to be a mode of escape.
Forever enveloped in a nest woven of a thousand hidden doors.
The labyrinth of love, paradoxically creating an unfathomable sanctuary of hate. 

























145 - Hades

Hades, Played Me.
Enslaved Me.
Took Me To My Grave.
And Replayed, Memories Of Brave Me.
Insane See.
My Brain Bleeds.
Because Of Those Who Never Forgave Me.
He Gave Me Hope.
Saved Me.
And Then Sent Me Back Broken.
A Changed Me.


























146 - Sleep Walking 

It feels like I’m sleepwalking. 
Like I tell entities to stop but I’m not seen so they keep talking. 
Infiltrating my dreams, I’m Being watched like they keep stalking. 
And I don’t really Know how to wake myself up.
I seem like I’m good but the ship within my mind has been sunk. 
I have drowned. 
Ship has sank. 
Crew is drunk and disorderly. 
It feels like I’m Lucid dreaming with no guidance or one to order see. 
Order me. 
Create borders. 
We have both been here before the future and former me. 
Insidiously trapped who I appear to be Is forgery. 
Eyes closed, wide soul.
I’m walking but I’m sleeping. 
Dry pupils but I’m weeping.
Bristled brushes, mind needs sweeping. 
Mind needs keeping. 
I’m believing, that reality is tricky see. 
Reality is tripping me. 
Never knowing where to go.
I put my hope inside a wishing tee. 
It feels like I’m Not here. 
Like an invisibility cloaks has evoked my idea to disappear walking on air. 
Bombarded by fear. 
It feels like all I need is just somebody to care. 











147 - Angel Wings

I see angel wings within your eyes.
I feel vibrational frequencies when your hand touches mine. 
I’ve been stopped in my tracks, because your presence stops time. 
You are royalty, just your smile spoils me. 
You are simply divine. 
You are my idol. 
You are my God. 
Do you hear me, you’re my Buddha. 
I worship you, I hurt for you.
I wish I’d known of you sooner. 
Even in my explanation of your impact. 
Still I lack the adequate words to say that I will never give you back. 
Back to the universes grasp. 
You are mine. 
Hell yeah I’m selfish. 
I’ve been given salvation within you. 
So my apologies I can’t help it. 
I see angel wings within your eyes. 
Encrusted In Diamonds and gold. 
I see all your imperfections. 
I’ve fallen irrevocably in love with your soul. 
















148 - Drugs

They asked me if I did drugs so I told them about your smile. 
Even though truth be told I haven’t seen it in a while.
I haven’t been able to inject your radiance into my main vein’s. 
I’ve lost my way a little bit. And you, used to help me find my main frame.
 I’m insane, I’m deranged. But dammit I need you.
Close my eyes I fucking see you. No sleep for me because I dream you. 
Asthma tripping, non fucking fiction. When I inhale I still seem to breathe you. 
They asked me if I was an addict and I casually said Probably so.
 If addictions come in the form of souls. I’m never leaving, letting go.
 I have spiraled out, out of control. And I really don’t care see. 
Death in the form of overdose, really doesn’t scare me. 
I was probably destined to meet my maker, paint me as forever young.
forever passionate, the one, to be perceived, king, queen, the sun.
They asked me if I could, would I reuse. 
And I would every single time, because absence brings the blues. 
I’d rather kill myself to have you, then live long without your soul here. 
With no fear, I’d go where, nonexistent with you my soul bare. 
I’d sacrifice beliefs, if I can see your perfect teeth, smiling heavenly at me. 
Putting my whole entity at ease. 
I never thought that I’d be reckless but you release all inhibitions. 
Sit on my heart with such conviction. That every god thought of will listen. 
I’ve been caught within your web , denial saying you’re not within my head. 
But I’d sin for you repeatedly until all my religion is dead. 
Get on my knees, bloody red. Until you have really heard what I have said. 
They asked me about drugs and you are stronger than pure meth. 
True blood. I’d meet true death. 
Just to have another hit of you. The shit you do. It’s. Mystical.
I’d sacrifice and do a bid for you. 
They asked me about drugs and I’m not one to go on binges. 
But if they had liquid you within syringes. I’d drug myself within inches. 
Of mortality. Brutal ravenging. Destruction ever maddening. 
Just to be next to you, even figuratively again, literally you are beginning, middle and anticlimactic end. 
I am drenched with how I feel for you I need to be rung out. 
Jesus wept but he wasn’t hung out. to dry. 
Lies, just look me in my eyes. 
They asked me about drugs and I gave them your number to try. 
149 - Visual Soul

I saw her spirit when the blackness came. 
When the lights went out, I spoke her name. 
When the thunder arrived,
she tried to hide.
To stifle emotions, that she held inside.
And I, reached for her. 
I needed her.
A black hole externally, 
but within a dream deferred. 
I saw her spirit, 
When she tried to be invisible. 
When she tried to camouflage her soul, 
that’s when
I saw a visual. 























150 - Forest Fire

She was a forest fire. 
Her flames spread through every fiber of my being. 
I could not see through blackened smoke. 
And it was hopeless to try breathing. 
I had been rooted to my past and without hurting me she burned my trees. 
She saw the agony within my changing color leaves disguised as memories. 
She was a forest fire. 
People trembled at her sight.
Thinking with her flames came pain,
holding the power of the universe she couldn’t ever be stopped by rain. 
And so her heat and earths waters combined and washed me clean. 
I started sweating. Recollecting. Reality and what’s a dream. 
She was a forest fire. 
I stepped into her passion and willingly accepted her blaze. 
I was reborn within her danger. 
A Phoenix rising from the flames. 
And while others ran rapidly.
From her inferno, from her fire.
I loved the vibrance of her soul, because of her I can soar higher. 


















151 - No Words 

She had no more words. 
Every effort to express left her tense, spent, exhausted. 
Nobody ever really tried to find her. 
So every day deeper she lost it. 
She no longer bothered trying. 
She had no friend she could confide in. 
She couldn’t win, but then again, 
All the more reason to let go and dive in. 
She threw herself inside a rabbit hole.
Her saddened soul so eager. 
Wanting to escape her earthly fate. 
She was fire, doubt and ether. 
A starving heart, No one to feed her. 
Feel her soul or try to read her. 
Broken lines, within the confines. 
Nobody to believe her. 
She had no more words. 
She didn’t need wars waged because of the torn rage she harbored. 
She would always be misunderstood. 
So speak? Why even bother. 

















152 - Mountains 

And she hid behind mountains Scared of the beautiful skies her mind possessed.
She was afraid of the capabilities they taunted. 
She wished what made her different would listen. 
She hated what seemed right. She needed left. 
She needed affection, attention, but what she got was neglect. 
So she fought and she fought to hide away and forget. 
To hide away and be forgotten. 
She hid behind mountaintops putting her soul under lock and key. 
Blind eyes she wanted nobody to see. 
That she was indeed a god.
An omega, a powerful entity. 
She hid behind insecurities. 
Behind closets.
Behind potential. 
But her queen like traits showed their face in her fate,
Because she’s survived anything she’s ever been through. 
Transparent soul she is a window. 
Extraterrestrial glow within her earthly venue.
She’s an enigma and her she’s been sent to.
And she hid behind mountains. 
Until she grew taller than those that masked her.
She is god now. 
She’ll tell you her story if
you ask her. 













153 - 5 AM 

I saw 5 AM sleepless nights etched within the lines of you calloused hands.
You assumed your pain was too abstract to comprehend. 
But really, my soul and yours, understood. 
One another, sister, brother, father, mother.
kindred Moon, sewing stars within hearts garden. 
Playing my insecurities like Heaven’s tunes. 
Your eyes reminded me of broken dreams,
that I needed to take, tape, and make whole again. 
We are both soul-searching.
Can I be the vessel in which you find your soul again.
I remember traveling down, the road less traveled, 
when I dare walk into your memories. 
You seemed to Gawk, like you remembered me.
Like we were drowning inevitable synergy.
I felt 5 AM sleepless nights
etched  into your being figuratively.. 





















154 - Exploration 

Can we explore the things that you only dream of inside your imagination. 
Can you fathom, can you imagine, an irrevocable fascination. 
With your mind, with your time.
How I feel is not a game. 
You’ve crawled inside my crazy brain. 
You’ve infiltrated every vein, within my blood. 
Please take my love. 
Can you not see I’ve gone insane.
Can we explore the myths locked inside your minds doors. 
I’ve tasted your psyche I need more.
lapping up your droplets off the floor. 
I know this might sound a little desperate. Fucking crazy, mighty hectic.
Like you took my heart and left and it’s exactly where you left it. 
Exactly where you kept it. 
Even with no idea that you were keeping it. 
No idea that my poor soul would be something you planned
on needing.
It.
Is magic, opposite of tragic.
Taking an inflexible mind and you’ve made it elastic. 
One more question if I may ask it.
Can we do the things that you imagine. 















155 - Planet 

I saw Music within the lines, that surrounded the heartbeat inside your mind. 
Played hide and seek within your hidden light. 
Hoping that soon I’d get to find. 
This poem might be sporadic. Not consistent, Lacking pattern.
Like my thoughts, inside wars fought. 
Planets aligned you are my Saturn. 
Like my Jupiter, like my mars. 
My Venus and beautiful mercury.
I trust your presence. 
Please no hurting me. 
Abandonment. 
No deserting me. 
Our solar system, you’ve materialized.
you’ve become a gorgeous Neptune. 
Like my heart is in the next room and to capture it, 
you’ve lasso’d the next moon. 
And just to mention all the planets even though this isn’t how I planned it.
I need to mention your inner Pluto and Uranus. 
Bare my soul, with you I’m shameless. 
No holds barred, your stars render me painless. 
This poem might be stupid, slightly dumb, 
or just cliché, but I saw music within your lips, 
it beckoned me to come and play. 
To let my inhibition dwindle, 
Hide away and just collapse.
The melodies within your soul helped mine calm
down and relax. 










156 - Mine

Will you be mine even if the world broke.
Would you be mine even with a torn soul. 
Even if you’ve been worn whole and don’t know if you will make it. 
will you be mine, divine, sublime as the world takes your flesh, what’s left and breaks it. Can we create, magically. 
can we make a world, an impenetrable fortress. 
You can light fires, I need your torch next. 
See in my dreams, your spirit bore flesh. 
So here’s a question,
slightly a predisposition. 
Would you be mine, without knowing why. 
Come here my dear, won’t you listen. 
You are a star, that stole my heart. 
A light within dark that’s been missing. 
Gaseous fire balls, souls mutual fire calls. 
Your acquisition. 
My mission. 
Will you be mine, I’ve been asking. 
But better yet do you want me. 
An essence that lingers it taunts me. 
Put your hand to my fingers, don’t haunt me. 
It’s Oftly, you’ve cost me all the stardust in the sky.
The most important question,
I have dare I  ask, 
present or past, 
do you want me,
will you be mine.










157 - Generational Gap 

My poems are to deep. 
My words are to complex, and now-a-days all my generation wants is sex.
Or to Netflix and chill. 
It's an anomaly, a rarity to find someone to keep it real. 
Someone to speak that real, to elevate my soul. 
Like keeping up with 'Love and Hip Hop' is the epitome of these women's life goals. Idolizing hoes.
That perpetuate madness.
I stay to myself because now-a-days, 
all females wanna do is not go to school, yet live lavish. 
Only feeling queen like, when being referred to derogatorily as a bad bitch. 
It's hard to mentally vibe with  someone whose vocabulary only consists of trap shit. Only consists of "trap this", and "I got oh so many bands".
I don't kick it with women, 
have no interest in women,
that don't have any future plans. 
Someone asked me why I'm low key, 
and why I don’t talk to people my age and.
The outcome was this poem.
We're simply in different books, on completely different pages.

















158 - Wishful thinking 

I wish that you had a heart of gold. 
But instead your heart bleeds and aches with decades of stories untold. 
I wish. 
That the pain you suffered didn't corrupt your smile. 
It could bring birds to your fingertips, 
and had the strength to cure the cancer of a sick child.
and now. 
Your smile sits dormant.
soul shaking, mind breaking.
Your very life is surrounded by torment. 
And you. 
Just can't fucking take it, I mean you can't fucking shake it. 
It's like everything is terrible and life is not what you fucking make it. 
I wish. 
That you had a heart of pure bliss. 
That flowers could rise up from the dead just by the essence of your kiss. 
I wish your post apocalyptic. 
Shit, I wish your fucking lip stick, still resembles you. 
I wish my fucking lip print, still remembered you. 
As you were. 
Her. My dream, my dream, deferred.
When I first saw you, I said 'oh my', back then I couldn't utter the words. 
To tell you I adore you. To tell you that I'm for you. 
Now I watch you diseased by life's selfish needs,
and have no way to fucking cure you. 
I wish that you had a heart of gold, or maybe silver, but gold plated. 
I wish the mistakes people made that hurt you,could be taken back or spray painted.
In sharpie on the lines of their  heart beats, 
so that they'd never hurt you again. 
I wish that you had a heart of gold, 
but wishes don't come true. My friend.






159 - Intertwined souls 

Two bodies. 
Intertwined. 
Melanin. 
Skin to skin.
Minds telepathically combined. 
Danger zone.
Sweet taste of sin. 
Thoughts locked behind blocked stop signs. 
Two bodies. 
A plethora of time. 
Connecting again. 
A welcomed prison.
Committing felonies helplessly. 
Because the hardest hearts you see. 
Filled with artistry. 
Are almost always committing crimes. 
Just to find.
What they lost when they explored bodies first.
Subliminally, sublime. 
Instead of leading with the magic wand, 
that is the harvests garden of the mind.
















160 - The Climb 

I want to climb inside your soul.
and have your thoughts be every dream, I've never slept through. 
Just hearing your voice, I know. 
Plausibly, impossibly. 
I'll never forget you. 
Racing hearts, no choice. 
Since the day I first met you. 
I want you to join forces with me, and for once. 
Feel like at love you were successful. 
I want to climb inside your soul.
Swallow me whole. 
Go head I'll let you. 
Feast upon my minds lost roads, because within you,
I feel most special.























161 - Your Name 

I've written your name so many times. 
It makes up the lines. 
That compose my flesh. 
So I can breathe you when I write,
even though my sinuses detour and go left. 
Your Spirit is an aroma I don't ever plan to forget. 
A scent I want to forever be plastered on the map of my palms. 
An angel in arms. 
Just your name keeps me calm. 
Like your middle finger doesn't mean fuck you, but fall. 
I’ll save you from all harm.
You've captivated me with your charm. 
You give me shade, you are my palm, 
and by palm I don't mean fleshy skin, 
but I literally mean tree. 
I've written your name so many times, 
It's the only thing I remember how to read. 




















162 - Scream 

I'm trying to scream but the words won't come out. 
I've hallucinated my existence and I'm drowning in self doubt, and it hurts. 
To think that you're alive and then to question your self worth. 
To know that you need God but you're to  scared to go to church. 
Im trying to fucking scream, to release the pain in a cacophonous disaster. 
I need to hear my agony bounce of trees and shatter my inner matter.
Shatter my inner laughter. 
I've already done that, I've ran away from myself and I'm afraid to run back. 
Nothing offers me solace, nothing eases the rage inside.
I feel like a bird that's been neglected, left in its cage to a die. 
I’ve died.
I've tried, to pretend that I’m still here, 
but I'm not even able to fucking scream, so I just drown and disappear.
I wish that they could hear. 
I wish I could be heard.
I wish my words, came out as more than gibberish and my screams would let me purge. But it's useless.
Somehow I’ve been muted and it's not letting up it's ruthless.
I just want to scream but the words won't come out. 
I've hallucinated my existence and I'm drowning in self doubt.
My soul has combusted I'm rusty and I'm silent. 
Trying to scream, and I guess I'll just keep trying.















163 - Poetic Healing 

If I could put led into a syringe then I'd begin my poetic healing. 
It's in my veins. 
So when it rains I'd drench my paper in my feelings.
Palms Outstretched. 
Ink dried stains.
Writing my poetry as prayers being invisibly scribbled onto the ceiling. 
Pencil exercising all my demons.
Blue lined God, bowed heads, knees kneeling.
As I give poetry the right to take my soul. 
Take all the pain, it's non-concealing. 
One thing I want stolen from my existence. 
My agony, I'll give happily, and never mind my mind revealing. 
All the things within my brain, I'd found previously unappealing. 
Being able to live off Paper, that's what I call poetic healing.























164 - Nameless

I changed my name to get rid of everything you've ever known about me. 
Not wanting you able to contact me again. 
A stranger who became a lover. 
You and I were never friends. 
I never knew you were scared of the dark. 
And so I always turned the lights out.
And you'd retreat into the space inside your head. 
From the darkness you would hide out, and I would never find out.
That it wasn't me you were afraid of. 
I tried to give you everything and it seemed you never gave love. 
Back. 
Still I gravitated towards you.
Like a moth to a flame, like a train off its track. 
Clinically insane, with you a brain is what I lacked. 
You used to call me baby. 
So now nobody can say that word, even when referring to pictures of me an infant. 
I get upset in an instant. 
It doesn't make a difference.
I changed my name, so I no longer have to listen. 
To anybody say it how you do. Or did. 
Call me childish, I don't give a damn. I'm a kid.
At heart, a heart broken like Lego towers, crashing down like the twins.
I changed my name because I didn't want to remember who I was  when you were with me.
Ever again. 
A stranger. 
A lover. 
But, you
and I were never friends…









165 - Hiroshima Love 

Kamikaze's caught me, In the wake of a disaster.
You hiroshima'd my heart. 
I was the submissive , and you were the master. 
Despite being afraid, I relinquished all doubt. 
And literally loved you from the inside out. 
Night after night when I was tongue deep in your essence.
Effervescent.
I'd make you succumb until you scratched my back with secret blessings.
and yet after the come down, my heart was always yearning.
you'd scream out in pleasure, but I was the one left burning, hurting, undeserving.
of the mirage placed in front of me. 
I thought you could love me, how extremely fucking dumb of me, clumsily. 
I fell and your words, became my bible.
you were my Buddha, shit you were my fucking idol. 
The one that I bowed to, the one I'd always wish about.
and still you remained a problem I could never figure out.
Your nuclear love tore through every single artery, artfully.
You took a heart and willed it to start hardening. 
I never knew a hurt, like the pain you caused.
rip out my veins call me insane.
everything inside me is lost, pause. 
Just tell me why such hatred, such madness.
you extorted all my happiness and replaced it with sadness. 
You fucking tore out my heart, 
it And watched the fireworks gleefully go off,
 when you'd seen the work you'd done.
Defeating so cunningly, My army of one










166 - Invaluable Thoughts 

Your thoughts are too valuable to be penny pinched through liquid crevices. 
Your smile is to priceless to not be taught as daily lessons miss.
Your scent is most beautifully pungent, among all other essences. 
I just wanted to appreciate you, because you are the exact definition of what a blessing is.

































167 - Bleeding Mind 

And why is it that every time I think of you, my mind bleeds.
Slow motion doesn't exist, my soul defined by how time speeds. 
Up. 
Whenever even your name graces my lips.
You killed whatever was left of me, and you didn't give a shit. 
Or a fuck. 
Or a damn. 
Or a hell. 
Or an anus. 
My back implodes, you took me whole. 
Your motives ever shameless. 
So now every time I think of you, my spine is pierced. 
By a love I imagined to be, but was never really here…
























168 - Can I 

Can I climb inside your mind and maybe explore all of its cavities.
Can you sit down with me in the park, and tell me all of your life's tragedies. 
Can you tell me Of all your heart break even if it's ever saddening. 
I'd like to look into your eyes. Portals to your souls.
Mesmerizing. Maddening. 
I want to be the lines in which you dare share you thoughts with. 
I want you to feel alive with me, instead of some mindless, lifeless, carcass. 
I don't want you to be thoughtless I don't want you to be heartless. 
You’ve hidden all the pieces, but please queen show me where your heart is. 
Can I nestle myself between your fears, 
and starts paving new memories down every lane already paved.
Im not trying to be your messiah but, I feel like You need to be saved. 
You need to be worshipped like the Holy Ghost, Someone's masterpiece. 
High praise.
and I'm not speaking gibberish or shit that seems to be a phase. 
This is real. Take off your Invisibility  cloak, you see, it's time for you to feel. 
The adrenaline, the thrill. Of someone who would kill.
Just to be in your very essence. 
Someone who would die if they'd again be greeted by your presence. 
So can I get to know you. 
actions speak louder than words, so this poem doesn't matter. 
Let me show you. 
Don't touch me. hand me your soul, that's how I want to hold you. 
Can I climb inside your mind and rock your inner child love, console you. 
Teach you what it means not to connect with bodies but to share soul food.
I want to understand your existence and with just that, I'm ever hopeful..












169 - The Fallacy 

You claim that you adore me but deception is your eye pigment.
You've never known an act so selfless,
your affection a meaningless imagination figment. 
Adoration and destain to you, know no separation or difference. 
You claim that you adore me.
Keep your lies away and at a distance. 
My ears have no time for half truths.
Of the things that you’ve concocted.
You see, I haven't the time to listen…




























170 - Shooting Star 

I met a shooting star. 
And she fucking blew my mind.
I tried to wish upon her fire. 
So bright. So pure. Divine.
She was a shooting star. 
But when misused, Her flames became those, That reside deep in forests. 
I wanted to be a permanent resident of her very soul. 
Directing to the nearest exit, All perpetrating tourists. 
Her heart a garden.
I. 
Willing to take classes In order to become the best professional florist. 
Shooting star sucking out all my gravity.
Leaving knees and minds weak. 
Unable to walk. 
No ground.
Rendered floor-less. 
Blocked soul. 
Yet stars burst through Leaving me vulnerable and now I'm doorless. 
Willing to give up all protective measures for such. 
If a stars fire, can too, become my fortress. 
I met a shooting star. 
And she blew My fucking everything. 
As if a shooting star and angel combined. 
Her fire flew high. 
She embodies flames and heaven wings. 
I met a shooting star.











171 - Enlightenment Sold Separately 

It seems like all these women, come with enlightenment sold separately. 
An accessory they claim they have, yet it's something that I never see. 
Using a four syllable word, doesn't mean that you're awakened boo.
and I just don't have the time, to subliminally awaken you. 
It seems like all these women think lacking intelligence is cute. 
Conforming back and forth. 
Claiming you're dumb, but so smart when you meet the right one too. 
Thinking that acting uneducated, is the "bad bitch" thing to do. 
It seems like all these women need to rediscover their roots. 
Rediscover their truth.
and stop hiding behind gibberish, and unintelligible standards. 
Take it back to when we were little and having goals was equivalent to having manners. Take it back to kindergarten, your dreams and what you said you'd be. 
Stop thinking that lacking a mind that's active is attractive.
Enlightenment sold separately.






















172 - Lost & Found 

I'm lost. 
You know I aimlessly roam. 
With you I find you tame my desolate dome. 
It's like I've been invisibly existing, always alone.
but, 
With you I am indigenous because you are my home. 
You are the place where I feel happiness down to the depths of bones. 
You are my wizard of oz. 
And I am the tin man. 
Manipulated and jaded.
Heart ripped and kicked like a tin can. 
Ten hands, not men's hands.
Have squeezed the life out of my hope. 
My heart fell out when I had nothing else to lose.
It was my only way to cope. 
I could never be like Dorothy because  now I reside in you. 
Be my fortress from the torture that is life.
Let me hide in you. 
And I don't think it's too much pressure because I believe you are Omnipotent.
I think you're the period to my otherwise semicolon life sentences. 
My protector turned out to be a queen.
It's astounding. 
I was lost before I met her, and it was she that found me.














173 - Mind Sex 

Finger fuck my mental. 
Slight aggression, but be Gentle. 
I want my thoughts to be the pot in which your sticky fingers vent to. 
In which your sticky fingers are into to. 
Fucking finger fuck me. 
Intellectually fucking love me. 
The mail box to the heart, receiving love letters never sent boo. 
It's clear the heavens sent you.
I can't erase your scent boo. 
I need to feel your psyche inside me. 
So please, finger fuck my mental. 
Don't leave me. I'm needy. 
Old Testament. I need thee. I'm greedy. 
Can you please shove your fist inside my minds inner wish.
More than one, so I mean inner wishes. 
Finger fuck my mental, pain on my minds inner windows. 
Soften the blow with nail bitten kisses. 
These thoughts are boulders on my shoulders. 
Excuse my vulgar, uncensored vulgarity.
scaring me.
so new and sinful.
I need the mental stimulation you provide ever so skillful.
So ill ask you nicely one more time, please finger fuck my mental.














174 - Melanin

It's something about that melanin. 
A heaven sent shade of greatness. 
Watching black berries as they flex their complexion.
While lack luster fruits cringe when they see us embrace it.
They may look but still won't say shit. 
Melanin power, they fucking hate it. 
It's something about that melanin.
Without it, precious skin, burns and turns to ash.
Even through whips and back lash, 
still impossible to break such soul in half. 
See, it's something about that melanin. 
Beautiful, yet we always have it hard.
And maybe it's because they see that we are not peasants, but royalty!! 
We are African Gods. 
That we don't have to fraud. 
And even through oppression and genocide, we rise and rise again. 
It's like they despise us, yet want to be us. 
They want in our club and we just won't let them in. 
It's something. 
Something special, about our fucking melanin. 
It's something so special, about our fucking melanin.
















175 - The Feeling 

Have you ever felt so much, you don't know what to feel at all?
Like all emotions have corroded and transformed into a ball? 
That can't be broken.
Can't be opened. 
So you sit facing a wall. 
That you've built. 
That has killed. 
Every perception of what was real. 
Have you ever felt so much.
You wish you'd never fucking feel... Again?



























176 - Pieces 

The broken ice that you call a heart, isn't steady enough for me to love yet.
Just looking at your rocky soul, is inconsolable.
It's suspect. 
Compartmentalizing yourself, your whole being is being sublet. 
To people who don't deserve to even walk on the same floor you've ever walked on. 
You let people hear your voice.
Who don't deserve to ever be on the other end of a phone you've ever talked on. 
I deserve your heart queen.
In all of its entirety. 
And you want me to cut my feet to reach you.
My need is dire. See. A dire need. 
To finally.
Show you what you're worth. 
Let their miseducations be my resurrection.
Be my Mother Earth. 
You're fragmented my dear. 
in other words, they broke you.
You watched and did nothing, as body after body stole you. 
You sat in the sun, while their calloused hands froze you. 
and you thought you were special because in sexual tensions they chose you? 
The broken ice that you call a heart, will freeze me as well if I dare approach you. 
and I'd like to know if you can be unfrozen, or if I'm stupid for being hopeful.















177 - Stay 

Don't fucking leave me. 
Please believe me. I need thee. 
Keeping this broken shell of a self together is not the slightest bit easy.
Carpe diem. 
Seize the day, but you are all I need see. 
I guess you are my day, so retrospectively, I should seize thee.
I wear my heart up on my sleeve 'B'. 
And now it's gone just like I sneezed me. 
And you, you and I, butterflies sneakily making me queasy.
My soul is tarnished. 
You're the spot that shines cleanly. 
It's hard to think you mean me. 
When compliments drip from your lips freely. 
Those before used words as a weapon, to break down and demean me. 
But you've become my vision.
You're all that I've seen see, and I'd like to behold
you forever, so don't fucking leave me.




















178 - Curves 

A woman's curves are her  journey.
Make me earn getting to ride them. 
Exploring stars, touching your scars.
Remove your hands. No need to hide them. 
Plastered matter, tends to scatter, when roads ahead seem to be cracked.
Remove the make up, Lift your face up, can I bring your smile back? 
Let me use sharpie. 
Revive your heart beat, because bruised roads, they lead to paradise.
I’ll ease your soul. Lose all control, you need it, I can see it in your eyes.
A woman's curves are her Journey, a map outlined with ink. 
She Herself bled from her core. 
Appreciation should succumb  to such a masterpiece. 
Nothing less. but so much more.
























179 - Blackberry 

The blacker The berry The sweeter the fruit.
Tatted, hair matted, in love with my roots.
I’m a poet had to show it,
with a short poem of truth.
Let me breathe.
Let me be.
Black and proud and don’t shoot. 
Can we be.
Pretty please
United and guided,
I’m done.


























180 - Bullets 

Bullets.
Pop locking against pavement.
Ricocheting off chests. 
Not equipped with vests.  That makes wounds like this skin deep. 
And as I write this my ink bleeds,  Because even my pen weeps. 
So ink hits the floor, What are we fighting for? 
Kids and teenagers becoming Casualties  of war,
Because of, 
Bullets.. 
Heavy metal, Gnawing at the throat They would use to call  for help.
The pain, un-contained, Unlike any they've ever felt. 
The amount of modem day, Emmitt tills being killed.
And young bodies being chilled. 
Is daunting, haunting.
And it's all because of, 
Bullets.. 
Combusting in summertime heat.
Casings paint these charcoal streets.
All over shoes and dumb shit. 
Back in the day the only Bangs were drum kits.
But now these crazy ass children are shallow. 
Make sure no weapons formed may prosper, 
When I walk through the valley that  Protects the shadows. 
Universe Please protect what has become the norm.
Rain down for 40 days, And release the storms.
That erupt from your fingertips. 
Please restore life, To children with cold lips. 
Help us.
This generation is selfish.
We need you to reteach The act of being selfless.
If not copper rain will fill the sky, Like solar eclipses and shooting stars, 
Children will continue to die, 
And children will continue, To be placed behind bars.
All because of,  
Bullets..


181 - Unworthy 

I was born earthy. 
Born unworthy. 
Of being graced with an essence that resembled calligraphic blessings. 
So when grace showed her face.
I stood idle, second guessing. 
Knowing that I wasn’t good enough, 
And probably would never be. 
Shook by a disaster of extreme magnitude.
She was a blessing that affected my destiny. 
Inevitably.
Irrevocably. 
Caught up in such religion.
when In reality I was cursed with you. 
I guess now I know that blessing can be unworthy too. 























182 - Hide & Seek 

I wonder what it's like to lay inside your mind, see.
Like olly olly oxen free. 
Hiding amongst your thoughts.
Come find me. Confine me. Within you. 
Let me retrace your deepest memories. 
Let your mind be the venue.
In which I Retrace and remake lost melodies. 
Of heavens keys. My heaven needs. An angel such as you.
So if you dare. Please don't be scared. 
My souls Been strangled, touched and bruised. 
I could use. A change in mood. 
My song could use a change in tune. 
I want to lay inside your mind. 
Your thoughts take me away Straight to the moon. 
I didn't mean to just start ranting.
Eyes dilated. Subconscious panting. 
But I need to lay inside your mind. 
And I just really need a chance and.
This world has drained me of my soul. 
And I need you.
Like its my last night. 
Your psyche, is other worldly. 
Like you've lived a plethora of past lives. 
Your thoughts are  strong and solid. 
And have withstood the test of time see. 
So can you show me. 
So I no longer have to wonder.
What it's like to lay inside your mind. 









183 - Heavy Weight 

I feel weighed down.
Like water has infiltrated every vein I possess.
My entire subconscious  Feels soaking wet. 
I can't swim. 
The water increases  And I can't catch my breath.
What a way, one would think,  to succumb to true death. 
I stand cold to the touch.
Shivering on command.
Bringing heartache and Instability to those who take my hand. 
I just don't understand. 
It's like I'm walking on the Moon, instead of feeling lighter.
I feel heaviness.
I feel weighed down oceans  Have captured me.
The combination seems so deadly,
This. 
Is the epitome of rock bottom.
She sold my soul at the seashore,
And somebody returned it in autumn.
Bruised and confused, 
Not worth the money that they used.
To heavy for them, because of the defining weight within me.
I feel weighed down, And I hope one day, 
To feel like I'm ascending.














184 - Where The Wild Things Are 

Leave your past tragedies where the wild things are.
And calm your hyperactive soul. 
Imagine back stroking through lazy rivers, 
as you let all  inhibitions go. 
Let your sadness decompose, 
into  the earth and be regrown.
Into  a happiness that you possess, and claim as your very own.
In spite of all the horror stories. 
In spite of all the has beens.
Place your dying heart within my palms.
I'll resuscitate it with laughing. 
It's okay to fall this time.
There is no need for crashing.
Just leave your past where the wild things are.
or where they tend to roam. 
And bring the rest of you back to me. 
Restoring your temple.
Including your mental,
back into the proper home.


















185 - Tattoos 

Trace the outline of my tattoos, with whispers of how your soul feels. 
I want to reach my hand within you chest.
I'm trying to decide if your whole souls real. 
You've sewn steel, condoned wheels. 
Spinning until rubber paints the pavement Charcoal, mixed with vintaged old teal. 
Mix your smile with morning dew.
To create the perfect shade of you.
I see your beauty and I'll never know Your whole deal. 
You've Awakened a monster, and your Thoughts rise above me, 
Like a cold shield. 
Imagine ink being injected Into the part of you connected.
As my eyes graze your spine. 
My matrix, my only illusion of time. 
I need your mind to blend, to merge with mine. 
Converge, emerged. Enigmatic. Sublime. 
Trace the outline of my tattoos. 
And color them with your every thought.
And when you're done, no need for guns. 
Tattoo your name across my heart.


















186 - Lost Connections

We were connected.
Neurons to nervous system.
Beats to a drum set.
Moons never illuminated my skies.
Because you  were my  sunset. 
You and I, We were  one being.
A soul. united. 
A  soul that assimilated Instantaneously.
Only to later  be divided. 
Mother earth, if only You knew. 
I'd purchase the moon if I could afford it.
Attached to you irrevocably. umbilical cord distorted. 
Without you, nourishment fails to reach me.
Mentally and otherwise. 
Connected in such a way That I can't bare to view another's eyes.
Ashes to ashes, earth to earth. 
All the riches in the world would still neglect to determine,
Such a woman's worth. 
We were connected.
And then suddenly,
All connection was severed. 
No signal down this road less traveled. 
All hope, gone. Forever.














187 - Tears Of Destruction

Her tears painted 
symphonies of destruction



































188 - Lullaby

I could sing you a lullaby if I choose to. 
About how sex is great, but it’s my mind I want to move you. 
About melodies unsung and how with time, we both can groove to.
Angels singing us to sleep, as I hold and love and soothe you. 
Math is not my strong point, but there is some points I want to prove to. 
Like how x’s and y’s Live very different lives, 
but they still come together all because they choose to. 
I can sing you a lullaby you’re not used to. 
About diamonds and how to be made coal combusts and goes boom too. 
How beauty within tragedy is like the darkest of rooms too.
Only to find some light and it illuminates your doom Too. 
Let you let my thoughts consume you. 
The scent of your perfume you.
Don’t know what you do you.
Take every inhibition and make it free, like it’s a full moon too.
About how I don’t want to lose you. 
And how I’d stop in my tracks and break my back and step right out of my shoes too. Not at all just to amuse you. 
Just so you know that I refuse to. 
Give up on what so beautiful, never to confuse you. 
Playing the strings within my heart, letting your hear all my inner blues too. 
This is not all just a ruse to.
Entangle and then diffuse you. 
Music speaks they say.
so let me sing you a lullaby because I choose too. 












189 - Love & Other Drugs

When I was young they told me to never do drugs. 
But they never said substance abuse could come in the form of love. 
Injecting violently into my veins, Until the pain comes to the surface. 
Drugging myself constantly inflicting self injury on purpose. 
I'm tapping, vein after vein To see what part of skin Will be blessed with the sin, 
of another hit of  you.
Inundated, infatuated, fucking starstruck by the shit you do.
As a child the thought of doing  drugs never crossed my mind.
tongue tied. 
each hit I take of it, a piece of me dies. A piece of me cries. 
Being stripped down to the bare minimum by the toxins I choose to pump into me. 
Love or lack thereof, has poisoned me for infinity. 
But every fucking addict has a breaking point I think. 
An instant that tips you over, when you've been balancing on the brink. 
Cement blocks locked to your feet, And you feel like you will sink. 
Its like Scars up and down arms and this self harm has got to stop. 
I've drugged every part of me with A fantasy. 
Including my heart. 
When I was young, they told me that drugs were bad for you.
That in the beginning the effects would feel so fucking magical. 
So fucking powerful, that all I'd do was wish for more of it. 
Until I get bored of it, and try to get rid of the hold it has on me. 
Tight gripped, like a hand to a glove. 
But they never said there's no difference, between love and other drugs.













190 - Lone Wolf 

I am just an abandoned wolf, and all I need is solace. 
You tell me that you love me and I’m hoping it’s a promise.
and I’m really really hoping that everything you say, 
is not just a ploy to lead my guards far away. 
I’ve been scavenging from birth. 
Rummaging through shadowed woods. 
I’d say handle with care, but I’m already damaged goods. 
So just handle me.
Take my heart, if you want, but please don’t fucking abandon me. 
I’m not saying that I need you.
And I’m not saying that I don’t. 
Don’t tell me that you love me, if in actuality you won’t. 
I’m in abandoned wolf. 
Lost, no home. 
I stay silent all alone. 
Incinerating forests, where I roam. 
Abandoned. 
A wolf, or better yet a cub.
Mature in my appearance, but lacking growth cause I need love. 
I’m not saying that I need you, 
or that you should even look my way, 
I’m an abandoned wolf, lacking appeal. 
But if you dare, I’d like for you to stay. 














191 - The Drowning

I want to drown within your mind. 
Get baptized inside the crevices of your lines. 
Reread, rehearse and memorize.
The keys, the needs to take your time.
I want to die within your memories, 
and be buried within your bones. 
I want your soul to have a home. 
We both are broken you, aren't alone. 
I want to show you that I'm here and that through fear, 
You're still my angel. 
Geometrical errors, we are different angles. 
Both committed sins, 
unrelentingly shameful. 
I want to be pure but I'm not. 
Like you, I too, have stained clothes. 
We both need to be white washed,
because of our stained souls. 
It's like you are my salvation,
and I believe your thoughts will cleanse me. 
I want to drown in your mind, 
because the river within mine, 
has long ago been rendered empty.















192 - Balance Beam

Feel free to lose your balance.
It’s okay love, I’ll catch you.
I’ll be your dream catcher.
There’s no lecture. 
Just three words.
You are special.
If your knees began to shake, 
it’s okay.
I’ll be your straight line. 
Maybe this is dope shit, eroding. 
This is fates time. 
If your soul begins to chatter,
dripping all your inner matter, 
My arms will be canopy net, 
To catch you etched in laughter. 
If you need to fall a bit, 
With me you’ll never hit the ground see.
There are heights. 
Multiple flights.
I can show you things astounding. 
Smoky quartz,
you may need grounding.
for where we’re going sidewalks don’t exist. 
If you need to lose yourself, 
I’ll show you what multidimensional really is.












193 - Your Religion

If I were your religion, I wouldn’t want for you to bow to me. 
I’d want for you to read my Bible.
Explain the why and how to me. 
If I were what you prayed to, I wouldn’t want for you to worship me. 
I’d want you to tell me how I inspire you to move purposefully. 
Don’t tithe for me. 
Just ride for me. 
If I were your religion, sometimes I wouldn’t lead. 
You’d take control and be the guide for me. 
If I were your religion, confession would be a dialogue.
I’d help you mend.
You’d help me ascend. 
It’d be a glide, we wouldn’t have to try  too hard.
You would be my Jesus.
through leave and trees.
and maybe I could be your silent god. 
Or maybe you can be the god and I can be the  Jesus. 
Ever changing, intersectional. 
There is no right way that we should be. Just. 
If I were your religion, then you’d be my spirituality. 
We’d thrive within this unorthodox place. 
I’d morph for you and you’d adapt for me. 
If I was your religion, church would be everytime I see you.  
And we’d create narnia, inside our abstract cathedral. 













194 - Sun Rays 

I saw you when I was blinded. 
When darkness glazed my eyes. 
So when I bumped in you, 
I stumbled too.
I naturally was surprised. 
I wasn’t trying to be renewed. 
Your essence, presence, it subdued. 
Like all my inhibitions were gone.
Kidnapped without a clue.
I saw your outline through the fire.
Through flames your frame looked like a refuge. 
Understand. 
Convinced I’m damned. 
So if I follow you, it’s in death too.
A breath, you. Connect to. 
The parts of me thought broken. 
The parts of me wholeheartedly unplugged, electric, open.
I saw you when I couldn’t see. 
When vision was a concept ever foreign. 
Through prolonged drought, you sought me out.
Planting seeds of hope and happiness in my garden.
I saw darkness. I saw black.
But with you I see the sun. 
I feel the rays. 
I feel amazed. 
You’ve stitched me up by allowing me to come undone. 











195 - Mind Melody 

My body responds to music.
So play me a melody with your mind please.
I may be lost at first,
And your symphony will mentally help find me.
Be my breadcrumbs. You can guide me.
My mind responds to depth.
so I need to see the ocean within you.
I need to dig deep inside, descend you, 
This is truth I can’t pretend, you.
You’re like a blue sky, so royal, so tranquil, ever cloudless.
You represent peace from the loud, that goes on in my head.
you shush my anxieties, straight soundless.
You represent an anchor when ascension overwhelms.
when things are groundless, you represent grounding. 
My heart responds to sincerity.
It needs to feel inside that things are true.
Otherwise it stands aloof, With a vest, diagonal chest, bulletproof.
I’m not afraid of new. 
Nor does uncomfortable scare me.
With my growth, I’ve come to know. 
That uncomfortable just means that you’re aware see.
This isn’t just about you. 
I’ve waged a deal with myself, a dare, see.
That I can conquer my fears, even though I’m terrified because it’s scary. 
The things that I respond to, match the frequency your emitting. 
Like our souls are dancing to Isley brothers in the kitchen.
This is something that has happened in other lives and can’t be hidden. 
My body responds to music. 
And you’ve been playing angelic tones.
My mind responds to depth, and you’ve been straight up touching my bones.
My Heart responds to sincerity, 
and you’re genuine, the truth.
Now I wonder if you like the poetic pictures, I paint for you.




196 - Affirmation

Can I affirm you? Can I learn you?
You’re a commodity.
So honestly, I’m asking can I earn you. 
Discern truth. Discern you. 
Can I, know what fires may have burned you. 
What fires you have burned though.
Because I see you are a queen.
No matter fitted clothes. Or baggy jeans.
Let me undress your soul.
Drive me through your greenery and all your scenes. 
The scorched lanes that line your dreams.
Let me feel the pain, that is unseen. 
Can I validate you? 
Can I tell you, your trauma matters?
Tell you that even though you’ve been shattered, 
There is a universe thereafter.
Simply waiting for your relinquishment.
To release dead weight and close dead chapters. 
Can I empathize with you? 
Can I sympathize with you? 
Can I be the shoulder you lean on, 
When you’ve cried your eyes blurry. 
consumed.
By what others failed to see in you. 
What people didn’t believe in you. 
You’ve tried to cloud your soul.
But shit, the universe has let me see right through. 
So I’m asking, can I  build you? 
My love and light is rather skillful. 
You have holes in your garden you have yet to acknowledge, 
And I want to be the one to drill through. 
Instill you. with will you.
You matter. let me show you. 
Let me try my hand at gardening. 
within your disguised chrysanthemum soul, and grow you.


197 - Pretender

I thought if I pretended I could fly, Maybe I would grow Wings. 
If I pretended to be silent, Maybe my soul would sing. 
If I pretended to be invisible, Maybe other would take notice.
I thought if I pretended to be blurry, Maybe then I’d be seen.
In focus.
I’ve had waves in life. 
Straight oceans.
I’ve crossed volcanos deep and wide, explosions. 
I’ve pretended to lack emotion.
Because the pain, I didn’t want to show it. 
I thought if I pretended to be steel, What I felt wouldn’t hurt. 
I thought if I pretended life was a desert, I could control my thirst.
I thought if I pretended to be nothing, I’d be able to muster up some self worth. 
And then.
I started to feel change,
Started to feel a shift deep within, in my Veins. 
I didn’t want a pity party. Though I pretended to be pitiful.
I wanted to ascend.
My skin, spiritual kin.
I tapped into power metaphysical. 
I thought if I pretended I was tainted, I’d ward off suitors.
Twin flames, contenders. 
One day I woke up from that day dream, Realizing the universe wants my truth.
So I stopped being a pretender. 













198 - To Be Fixed By A Meteorite

You inspired comets, 
to become miniature and glide within me. 
Thinking that injecting fire within my bloodstream, 
would miraculously ascend me. 
You threw stars at my bruised spirit. 
Expecting roses to be birthed from my cracks.
Not knowing, my lack of showing, 
that you were front lined in my attack.
You were important. 
You were vital.
To my oxymoronic survival. 
Allowing wings to grow from broken things.
Ignorant to the meaning of smothering. 
Stifle. 
You leapt within my heart. 
Started changing. Backwards placidity. 
Leaving your soul within my raindrops.
You calmed my storm, to warm tranquility. 
Still I fought you with bare fists.
That manifested through my fear. 
That I was oblivious. 
You were insidious. 
Everywhere within. 
You were ubiquitous.
You inspired constellations to grow.
And within my pores, take root.
Taking a withered, dehydrated specimen,
And roughly nurturing it to turn to fruit. 









199 - Conversations With The Sun (Pt. 1) 

Golden sun, they laugh at you. 
They fear that you are magical. 
And so like Salem witches, they’ve crucified.
They are irrational. 
My beautiful sun child.
You have ultraviolet in your pineal gland. 
You’ve been held down, they tried to destroy, to melt down.
But in prophecies I have seen you stand. 
I have seen your fists punch clouds gone. 
I’ve heard your voice, so loud, strong. 
Even in the dark, you define heart.
oppression is what you pound on. 
Your copper color can’t be coded.
They can’t duplicate your genome.
So they have slaved you, just gave you graves boo.
To deny a sense of freedom. 
Your whole being absorbs my power. 
I’ve warmed you from within. 
You are a masterpiece, your skin. 
A utopia like kente cloth that local Africans spin. 
Beautiful brown skin. Brown skin so beautiful. 
The darker the berry, the juicier too.
You are a god, you exude it, you do. 
And you can’t be a god and be ruled by them too. 
So they’ve brainwashed and pain caused, you to forget what’s in you. 
You are ebony sketched royal. 
They’ve ignored, abhorred and tore you.
From the earth that birthed the soil, 
in which you still grew and bore Through. 
Black dahlia reincarnate.
I will lift You up until my arms bent.
And even still, you’ll be on pedestal because you’re tired, it’s like your hearts spent. 
But you have some more to give my love. 
Bloom freely, I’ll watch your back boo.
and if they try to attack you, your melanin will repel, a protection spell.
See your skin should not make you sad. 
you. are sun pure, yet babe like. 
I know in some ways you deplore the day light.
But it’s the sun within you, 
that allows you to not falter, mentally and stay right. 
You are everything I’ve ever wanted.
I know you’re guarded my dear lovely chocolate. 
I know that they’ve broken, lynched and taunted. 
But you are perfection and the end soon come. 
I’ll see you again tomorrow. 
And I’ll kiss your melanin, like always... 
- the sun





























200 - Your God

This god that you pray to.
The one you tithe to. 
Isn’t the one that’s here to guide you.
You need to look within.
To find, well find you. 
You’ve lived past lives of magic.
Take a look, to remind you.
That religion is dead.
A figment, be banished. 
Feed your soul with vibration.
It’s hungry, it’s famished. 
It’s tired of half truths.
It needs to be fed real.
Your soul is tired of trying to run on a dead wheel. 
The savior you’re seeking lies within.
You should see it. 
You’re magic, pure savage.
And you wouldn’t believe it. 
Give back to yourself. 
The universe is waiting.
You’re hidden supernova.
Is the one you should be praising.















201 - See Me

I just want for you to see me. 
I want validation of my worth. 
I want for you to see,  That through figurative castration, I’ve been hurt. 
I’ve been broken.
I’ve been stolen. 
Yeah, someone stole me from myself. 
And when I told everyone I was dying inside, 
They ignored my cries for help. 
They wouldn’t listen to my breath.
To silence me they buried me within the dirt.
Thinking I would crumble when, They buried me in nourished earth. 
They tried to break my fucking soul.
Without acknowledging my strength.
From tortured pieces marigolds grow.
They Tried making me invisible but my power Paints.
In blues, in teals, in shades of pink.
in indigo,in purple, in color. 
I just want for you to see that I’ve emerged, 
into a butterfly with wings made of stardust that flutter. 
I hope my metamorphosis makes them stutter.
And simultaneously I hope that it makes them wonder.
I hope the marginalization of my inner soul, 
Never happens to another. 
Because everyone matters, they should be seen.
They should feel like they take up space. 
I want for you to see me, 
And make my previously tormented being, 
feel like royalty and safe.









202 - Free & Afraid 

To be free and afraid, Is to always be a slave. 
To fear the very cobblestone, Lining the streets that you made. 
Sweat stains, and blood that you gave. 
Black, my love, is imprisonment. 
Black is hidden omnipotence. 
Black is synonymous with what society says is a hindrance. 
But the difference is, 
Black be on the tip of my tongue. 
Black don’t crack.
Black be the preservation of young.
The motherland we come from.
The thing that makes deep thoughts infinitely run. 
Black be melanin, absorbing, metamorphosis, sun. 
To be free and afraid, Is to still live behind bars. 
It’s people of Caucasian decent, Not validating your scars. 
Saying your life  wasn’t hard. 
It’s people trying to make you feel broken and flawed. 
When your soul, your very essence possesses planets and stars. 
To be free and afraid, Is a life, ever cruel. 
It’s society saying, “yo fuck your 40 acres and your mule.” 
It’s inequitable education, claiming my people are fools. 
When in reality, the tragedy is, y’all never gave us the tools. 
It’s such a terrible shame, When unbridled black and brown bodies are tamed. 
When they don’t accept what you are, So they force appropriation and change. 
To be free and afraid, Is an illusion of what free really means. 
And unconditional freedom, is what my people really need. 











203 - She Said

Things aren’t always what they seem.
She said while staring into my soul. 
The words I say, I sometimes don’t mean.
She said while breaking into halves my whole. 
She said she used to love me. 
She also said that love has passed.
Telling me my entire being, was lackluster, 
I no longer made her tingle, or made her laugh. 
She said that things just fade. 
She also said we faded faster. 
She said what once was beautiful, 
Became a calamitous disaster.
Became a slave of sorts.
Needing rules, needing a master. 
She no longer knew what my heart wanted or was after.
She said that I was lost. 
She claimed my name was alice.
Said I jumped down rabbit holes, Tragic magic flowed, my all, ecstatic.
She said that yes she cared.
In the same breath she dictated that we were over. 
And like coming up on a finish line, Diminished time, we needed closure. 
She said that she was sorry.
She said hurting me was never her priority. 
And in the same breathe boxed me in, marginalizing my misfit mind, As if I were a minority. 
And probably.
at some point, I knew she was leaving.
Before it happened her vibe bothered me. 
She said perhaps the distance, would make us even.
But In love.
I’ve always been an odyssey.
a waged war of within, ostracized, an oddity.
And regardless of what she said, 
At one point she saw bright stars in me. 
So She said.



204 - What Would You Do?

What would you do if I told you lies.
If I took a knife and plunged it deep, 
and twisted side to side. 
If I pushed you into oceans.
Knowing you couldn’t face the tide. 
If I left you mute and blind, 
With not a thing to be your guide. 
What would you do if my love was a mirage. 
If my feelings never were.
if this all was a facade. 
If I made you pray to me, 
demanding that I be your god. 
If I acted like you were hopeless, 
were so broken, torn and flawed. 
Tell me, what would you do.
If I fed my soul to someone else. 
If I saw your mouth wide open, But ignored your cries for help. 
If I asked you to tell me everything, 
Then ignored just how you felt. 
If I told you it would be us, But only cared about myself. 
I ask because I need to know.
Would you stay through my confession? 
Would you value yourself enough to know my infidelities were a lesson. 
Would confusion rule you.
Would you stumble, second guessing. 
If my presence, if my Being ever really was ever a blessing.
Would it uproot you from your home within me, 
destroying your comfort where you nest and, 
I ask because,
I already know. 
It’s a rhetorical question.






205 - To Read Your Poetry 

Can I read you poetry? 
And make your soul spontaneously, intellectually combust. 
Can I shower you with artistry, that envelopes your mind in trust. 
Can I sing you songs. 
While your hands massage my locs. 
Listening to rain, third eyes that sing. 
Can you honestly say, you'd ask me to stop?
Can I admit, I'm not here for sex.
I'm here for a soul dripping In melanin and respect. 
I'm here to prove that empty receptacles,
 still have angels on the walls that have been left. 
I'm here to nurture and accept, everything past suitors would neglect. 
You don't realize your beauty.
You're whole being, is the reason Jesus wept. 
You drip gold, you as a whole, are abstract and distorted.
beautiful, important version of a shown sunset. 
So can I read you poetry. 
The one you're currently reading and future ones that I'll write. 
Allow me to take your darkness, 
your heart that's hardened and introduce you to a sun stone. 
I'll show you loyalty, positive thoughts, and light.
















206 - Content

I wrote poems on your palms.
Your essence, presence. 
Kept me calm.
You felt safe within my mind. 
I felt content wrapped in your arms.
I caused a fire in your soul.
Premeditated, detonated. Bomb. 
If this isn't right. 
It doesn't matter.
I'll spend my life being wrong.





























207 - The Journey

I was sleeping. Comatose. Blackened lids. I didn't know. 
That In order for ascension. Everything learned, I must let go. 
I began a journey. I had two eyes that didn't work. 
I had to cry. Fall from the sky. In attempts to open up the third.
Europeanized knowledge in primary school and in college. 
Had me convinced that somehow we were saved. 
That somehow my people had been rescued from a deeper, eviler grave. 
It was a catastrophe being a slave, but I still thought somehow we were gave. 
I mean given. Some type Of chance at living. 
But I realized that was a lie after multiple parties created for lynching. 
After our women were good enough to rape but never to bare legitimate hybrid children. I began to seek more facts. About the royalty of blacks. 
Never taught in white washed history. Trying to keep such greatness in the back. 
I started to learn that we were prosperous. 
Black kings and queens, our impact monstrous. 
And things that are feared are often destroyed. 
The white man had to figure out ways in which to try stopping us. 
Taking credit for our creations and then claiming superior intelligence. 
Supposedly being more intelligent topping us. 
It made and makes me mad. Made and makes me sad. 
To want to systematically destroy a  people so damn bad. 
It's like ignorance is pure bliss. Awareness is like a poisonous kiss. 
That seems appealing at first because of the lips, but then it hurts so bad. 
Paralyzingly convulsing at the hips. 
As I'm opening my pupil, cornea and cortex. I was pissed off, at my peoples loss. 
But suddenly sucked into a vortex. 
I had been covered in tattooed markings, clad in a ethic African type of war dress. 
My third eye filled up with pride. I could no longer sit idle in my minds fortress. 
In this discombobulation I was told I was to fight. 
I was an soldier with generations waiting to stand on our shoulders. 
I was sleeping. Comatose. 
And now although blurry at least I see. The royalty and pride





208 - California King Bed

So peep.
I need a California king bed.
For when I'm finally stolen by sleep.
I need you wrapped up in me.
Because I get cold and it's not fair.
Go get my purple book please.
On the nightstand over there.
Can I be your psychologist.
Psychiatrist. 
I'm trying this. 
To not touch your lips.
But to still give you a trying kiss . 
I don't need Netflix. 
Let me chill with your brain.
Watching past traumas You've experienced,
 when everyone thought you were insane.
Simply because they couldn't comprehend the articulation of your pain.
So peep.
I need a California king bed.
I need to read every stanza, every sentence. 
Universe as my witness.
That you've lived within your head. 
I won't paint you picassos.
I'll write your pictures instead. 
All I need is a pen, a pad, and a mattress for comfort. 
and your memories lanes turned Cobwebs all summer.
I'll write it, bind it. 
And immortalize everything you've said. 
So read me your story, 
of resilience and glory on this California king bed.







209 - Lost For Words 

I haven't wrote a poem about you lately.
I mean I didn't know what to say.
Afraid that more vulnerability.
Would push you away.
I tried to hide, tried to run. 
And act like you were just a fling.
While the universe kept telling me, we were interlocked like infinity rings.
Infinity sings. 
When we combine and create a synergy none else could fathom.
I tried to create a reality without you, 
but even my thoughts couldn't imagine. 
A world without you, resembles inevitably passing.
From this galaxy to the next. Death. 
I haven't wrote a poem about you lately.
Because well, it pained me.
To find the vocabulary to adequately describe Losing my lady. 
And yes you were mine. 
To be real, you still are.
I know it's impossible to literally possess a star.
But you have made me believe.
That from the sky you'll shoot down and on my heart re-land. 
I don't care if your stardom burns my hands. 
I'd turn to dust. Spontaneously combust. If it would make you understand.
I haven't written a poem about you lately.
Because yes, you were my muse. 
You gave my pencil poets blues. 
My lines were used to being used 
And I left them desolate, confused. 
I love you more than third eyes. 
For you I'd unlock Pandora's box.
The best example of life saving. 
When you repaired my heart. 
But then roads became unpaved.
And you became my paradox. 
My mind, my soul. 
My muse. 
But you were also writers block.
I haven't written about you lately. 
But now my fingers type and sweat. 
You are a soul I can't forget. 
Making me whole. Not just a nest. 
Not just a shell, that's been through hell. 
You were not an accident. 
But a purposeful merge.
I haven't written a poem about you lately. 
But I've finally found the words. 






























210 - Self Esteem 

She wanted seams ripped from her skin. 
She wanted to be read, written in and disposed.
Thinking her worth was measured by clothes.
She's bust it open because that's what hoes. Do. 
But suppose you. I mean suppose she. 
wanted similes scribbled over the scars of her past. 
Suppose she didn't sexually submit so fast. 
Suppose she expected the beautiful, perspectively. empty or full glass. 
That was. I mean is, Her mind, her thoughts, her dreams. 
To simply be listened to. No matter how reckless. 
Suppose you helped by being selfless. 
Suppose you affirmed everyday to her soul,
that it's okay to love yourself and be selfish. 
Dismantling, disrobing, inseminating, this probing. 
Finger fucking female minds into believing they aren't good enough. 
Believing that well, you can't trust. 
She wanted seams ripped from her skin, 
because deep within, she only saw herself as a quick fuck. 
A booty call. Skills built up, on how to rapidly produce what they call a nut. 
But did you even ask her, before you said you'd smash her, 
about how she'd rather paper cuts litter her soul. 
Then to infinitely keep this up. 
She wanted seams ripped from her skin. 
Wanted to cry, wanted to die. Burned alive by molten rock. 
Heart cold. Soul unexplainable hot. 
Predisposed to no love, natured but being nurtured meant no clothes. 
And that's just how the story goes. 
But no. Fuck that. 
This poem isn't finished come back. 
Tell her she's more than just some intercourse, some sex, don't flex. 
Tell her she's fucking golden. 
Maybe you can't see behind eyes blind and swollen.
 But this woman, all women were chosen. 
So how dare you try break or render them broken. 
Cracked and bruised, she'd say fuck it some time. 
Do whatever, and that's how hours were spent. 
She wasn't learning metaphors of intelligence. 
She was learning how to fuck,  run and quit. 
She wanted to be ripped at the seams. 
Literally wanted her skin and flesh to be disconnected, rejected. 
She already felt she wasn't worth shit. 
And this isn't just a piece about  men with women. 
This is for lesbians because women plot things to. 
A woman from a woman there's just some things you do not do. 
We ALL came from a woman so grow some fucking sense. 
Like yalls mind somehow is crooked, fucking bent. 
Her crown may be invisible. 
But she is an intelligent queen. 
Not a fuck or a bitch. 
Stop making these females sell their souls when just their wisdom is enough. 
Women are it. 
And just a friendly reminder, to princesses and queens, 
if no one told you today.. YOU'RE LIT!!























211 - Alice In Landing

You give my soul a bit of comfort, 
and it makes my psyche wonder, 
if I've always been an Alice in landing. 
You take the sign language etched on the pecks of my chest, called breasts, 
and you read me. 
Whole heartedly understanding. 
That I've been shake and baked dry. 
Taken and made high. 
Just to be fucking let down. 
I've been knowingly pushed into water, that reached the depth of my being.
When everyone around knew I'd sink and I'd drown. 
Rabbit holes to me have been heart cavities, 
in which tragedies have widened them. 
And black can always be disguised as something colorful. 
I thought these black holes, were rainbows, and would confide in them. 
They'd ask for a penny for my thoughts and the wells in which they slept, 
I'd drop a dime in them. 
Looking for buried treasures but never really finding them. 
Because what glitters isn't always gold, silver, or even platinum. 
I've never had goals before, but to see your smile, I'd say now that, that is one. 
And if previous endeavors convincing me of impossible forevers, led me to you.
I'd say I'm glad that they're done. 
No physical exertion needed but if there was, 
I'd be the announcer proud at the finish line. 
To announce that you’ve won. 
I've been wilting. You're My vitamin D covered mad hatter, 
who's mad laughter has made me grow. 
You are my ever crazy sun. 
I've been penny pinching half loves that never even  had a heart beat. 
And you come, mouth closed, bearing nothing but an old soul. 
And with no words, you make my heart speak. 
You give me sparks, see. It's like, you spark me. 
Like you came through, did witchcraft and voodoo,
and subconsciously made all the soldiers that guard my heart, leave. 
You, for once don't make me feel like my soul is an outcast. 
Like I can outlast any doubt cast, because with you I have now passed. 
Go. 
Heart filled with sadness and malice.
I am the apparition of Alice, 
and you finally gave me somewhat of a soul. 
Rabbit holes, and static knows no bounds when you're around me. 
Amazing grace.
I need my bruised hands to feel your face, 
so that I know I'm no longer lost and that you've really found me. 
I cried internally. Silently.
Nobody knew, but you, heard my sorrow loudly. 
You astound me. 
My heart has always been a punching bag, but you resist all pounding. 
See you have bound me. 
Book spine, to hooked mind. 
And I pray your thoughts hold me forever. 
Siamese minds, connected eternally together. 
I need you to be the umbrella to my self induced changing weather. 
You have brought to the forefront, 
thoughts suppressed for fear of nothing left. 
A soul seeking kind of hunger. 
You've adopted my essence.
Given it a home, warmth and comfort.
This is unknown. it really fucking scares me, 
and it makes my psyche wonder... 
If I've always been an Alice in landing... 















212 - Selfish 

You bled real blood for me. 
Red and raw to the core. 
I saw you baring your flesh. But I would forget. 
Selfishly asking you to bare more. 
You broke your bones in several places, just to make me feel an inch bigger. 
Go figure. 
You threw up peace signs while my finger stayed on the trigger. 
You threw your soul at my feet, begging me to pick it up and dust it off. 
At what cost. 
I stared at your being like it was foreign and I was lost. 
Like I had never seen her before. 
Never felt her nestling deep into my arms. 
Like I had never told her that with me, who she was, would see no harm. 
You cracked open your heart.
I saw ventricles paint the cement violet hues. 
Looking at you. Like morning dews, what did you want me to do. 
You looked me in my eye, said you would die if it would please me. 
Said you wanted but didn't ever really need me. 
I felt a rush. A fist gently touch, then violently squeeze me. 
I wanted you to need me. Believe me. 
And hearing you say the opposite. it really fucking made me queasy. 
I wanted your voice to be connected to my box. 
When I got cold I wanted you to have to put on socks. 
I wanted us to be connected. 
I wanted me to be injected. Into your veins. Yes I'm insane. 
I wanted you to melt within me. 
Wanted your soul to help ascend me. 
Wanted your warmth. To fill my empty. 
Stomach. 
Nothing else could ever coddle me. 
So with you I saw a chance, and ran full fucking throttle. 
See.
I wanted you to need breath. When it was me who couldn't breathe. 
I wanted you to become me. I wanted to be something that you need. 
I didn't care about your heart. 
I just cared about the loneliness. 
I cared about being accepted and someone finally condoning shit. 
That everyone else rejected. 
Blame my childhood issues. 
Nature vs nurture. My need for affection. 
Prematurely neglected. Dissect it. Infected.
With the disease of not knowing properly how to love. 
Never shown a proper prototype to teach me how trust. 
I wanted flesh. I wanted blood. 
I wanted everything inside of you. 
I wanted to dig out your insides so that I could then hide in you. 
Confide in you. 
Deny it. You. 
Can't say I didn't matter. 
Medusa may have been in my eyes, but that didn't mean cause me to shatter. 
Didn't mean for you to dip. 
Shit.
I'd curse beneath oxygen intake. 
And silently say you were a bitch. 
But you were it. 
You were her. 
Even if I said I didn't care you were a dream. 
So sweet. Deferred. 
I wanted your corpse. Wanted to morph. 
Wanted your body to be my source.
So that I could feel and be whole. 
I wanted more than your soul. 
And you finally told me no. 













213 - Inner War

I'm at war with myself. 
And you seem to calm me.
It's like I'm tense, instant defense, But just your smile, quickly disarms me. 
I sometimes get upset, past traumas. 
And I don't know how to handle it. 
And you come in, the opposite of sin. 
And already know just how to handle shit. 
The random shit.
The tantrum shit. 
You take your magic and you bandage it. 
You soothe me, you consume me.
Silently. 
Like you're a phantom shit. 
I sometimes get confused and don't Know who is a friend to me. 
I treat you like a stranger. 
Like you're  Someone who is my enemy. 
I think broken.
I think open, 
But what I don't think is sensibly. 
Instead of treating you close, like skin to me. 
I treat you like you're distant kin to me. 
Like you have reached the end with me. 
When In my heart I feel we're meant to be. 
Stubborn bones, say leave me alone. 
But that is not what I mean. 
This is a confession. A reiterated lesson.
To let you know You're still a queen. 
You are not crazy. 
it is me who is the psycho.
Remembering past "loves" who caused a cycle. 
Leaving me cold, without a soul.
shivering in my night clothes. 
Shivering, ready to fight those.
Who only want to love me. 
I have you and so I'm lucky. 
Despite my flaws you still don't judge me. 
I'm at war with myself. 
And I'm working desperately to fight and conquer with honor. 
And I need you by my side. 
Because you see,
you are my armor. 




































214 - Soul Diamond

I want to take the coal, within your soul And make it diamonds. 
Take your whole world and make it Timeless. 
You think you're small.
I'll prove your Giant. 
Prove your magic, prove you're mythical.
Not the best chemists, reading science. 
I want to be the person you thought I was when we first met. 
Let me refresh. 
Lest you forget. 
That I am lost. 
And I neglect.
To remind you. 
You are the best. 
You may not understand that I fight And fight within myself. 
Trying to love but I need help. 
I need you to aid me with myself. 
I want to take your pieces. 
Maybe mend them. Be your glue. 
Be intertwined within what's you. 
Give me an ascending type of view. 
I want to do so many things.
I know I'm difficult and damaged. 
I need your patience. can you manage. 
Can you love me, when I'm afraid and Panicked. 
I want to be your mate. 
You know. The one You know within your soul. 
I want your guidance. Make me whole. 
I'll relinquish all control. 
I want to be your heart. 
But I know I'm rough, and weird and not easy. 
I want you to understand that with patience and love, 
I can be great.
Believe me.



215 - Sunshine

You are my sunshine. 
You make my heart beat out of my chest, like the start of a drum line. 
I've done time.
rerun rhymes. 
How lucky did I get, for you to become mine. 
Your whole being sparkles. 
My whole soul was startled. 
When we first talked, my heart was shocked.
Felt crazy, like I had lost all marbles. 
You are my war shield. 
You are my world.
Yield. 
And listen to what I have to say. 
My soul and yours, we are at play.
I need you here, with me please stay. 
You are my lover. 
The part of me I was missing. 
You are my person. my other half.
I know it's taken time for me to divulge, And discover. 
But I couldn't see my world without you. 
You turn my mind into a tumbler. 
You are everything. 
And I guess to I'm trying to equal up to you. 
You are my muse, my doom, my glue. 
My sunshine, drum line. 
I hope I'm stuck with you. 
Volcanic you and I. 
We are erupt-able. 
And it was inevitable,
Me loving you.







216 - Mind Taste 

All I'm trying to do, Is see how your mind taste. 
I want to put my lips on yours.
So you can see just how mine taste. 
Let me cuddle with your thoughts. 
Your every dream.
Don't let time waste. 
I want to know you inside out.
I'll follow you, like a crime chase.





























217 - Once Upon A Time

Once upon a time. 
Is never the start of a tragic sequence. 
There is no disclaimer. 
No forewarning, Or pretense. 
Fairy tales never begin by introducing villains first. 
So we are stuffed in padded rooms. 
To await a fate, that is rendered Worse. 
Being hindered hurts.
Surrender winter words. 
Once upon a time. 
Lies and myths be purged. 
Absurd. 
Once upon a time is always Followed by snow whites. 
Who see beasts in the street.
They've been afraid their whole life. 
Seven dwarfs and headless horseman Have invaded my dimension. 
There's no Sanity here. 
Calamity fears. 
They don't want me care. 
Those four words never made sense, When between blue  lines. 
I've never been One to believe in things that begin,
Once upon a time.















218 - Skin Penetration 

Somersaults and cartwheels penetrated my skin. 
Then again, 
this was unknown. 
This was a sacred reckoning. 
Beckoning. Freckled wind.
With eyes like sun rays. 
Hands like gun powder. A soul like snow days. 
Like fogged haze. Like raw pain. 
The olympics took place Inside logged veins. 
And I saw you. I saw through. 
Amethyst colored lilac lies.
Lilac ties to a lie lacked mind.
I was an entity that spoke truth.
And entity that spoke you. 
And you replied with fabricated sentiments.
You pretended to be broke too. You pretended she broke you.
Somersaults penetrated my skin. 
When I thought I could make you whole too.
I guess I've always been hopes fool. 
Your lips like rainbows. 
Your touch, that could taint souls. 
Still I was excited to feel your destruction. 
Somersaults and cartwheels assaulted my being. 
And I begged for more. Because my contentment, meant nothing. 
Meant rushing. 
It seems like loves mean. 
I can't erase the stench of fate.
Pouring out of my blood stream. 
A drugged me. Unlucky. 
That mirages can lie and win. 
Somersaults. 
Numbered numbing faults. 
Crawled and penetrated my skin. 




219 - The Deception 

I wrote metaphors across her broken similes. 
Her lips curled up as if to smile. 
Familiarity. 
Her subconscious remembered me. 
I rubix cubed my mind. 
So that algorithms and imaginary numbers Still fell deaf to my code. 
A heart beating irregularly. So cold. 
Wings etched across a sketch of my soul.
In which in my arms, I held gold. 
She gave me herself to have, to hold. 
I wrote soliloquy's within the Palms of her hands. 
Bathed her thoughts in sunlight, vibrations And sand. 
She revealed hidden secrets.
I nearly imploded. 
Her Davinci script. My telekinetic gift. 
Complicated. Yet still decoded. 
She adjectively confused her lust, With love from those before. 
I relinquished, because I believed I could trust. 
Fooled once, fooled twice, fooled more. 
I wrote fictitious romance across Memorized lanes. 
Memories slain. 
Inside a too memorable pain. 
We were both broken. 
She was so open. 
I jumped head first into her abyss. 
I wrote metaphors across her broken similes.
And was deceived by her deadly blows disguised as a kiss. 










220 - To Lose Yourself 

You said you'd love me with your whole heart tomorrow. 
Said you'd fill my cup, but how? 
When yours is broken and hollow. 
You said you'd catch me if I fell. 
Through wicked games and hell. 
But you have no arms to catch yourself. 
Super hero complex compelled. 
Don't lie to me, just tell the truth. 
You want to find me. 
Because you've lost all of you. 
You said you'd love me with
your whole heart tomorrow. 
And so I'll sleep until you do.
























221 - Heart Thoughts 

I have these thoughts right. 
But instead of my throat they get caught in my heart right. 
Straight frozen like a deer, who sees fear, Right in a car light. 
I see left, it's in my chest, 
so I don't believe that things are alright. 
A star light. You are right. 
You reach within. And then. I'm all bright. 
Not the strong type. 
can't move on type. 
The song within my soul, You co-write. 
You co-wrote. 
You know smoke.
Creating rings around my heart. Like old oak. 
Like old hope. Like so broke. 
I guess I mean So broken. 
I hide inside my mind. 
But with you, I am wide open. 
I get scared, see red and fear, and my only way of coping. 
Is to shut down. 
No light, no sound. 
Can reach me.  Recovering's a slow thing. 
I know things. I hold things. 
Until spontaneous combustion. 
I have these thoughts that haunt my psyche.
Like I'll most likely be left with nothing. 
With no you. 
With no love. 
And that terrifies me crazy hard like. 
I have these thoughts but instead of my throat, 
they get caught inside my heart right.







222 - Gold Soul 

Your fears will be encrusted in gold when I am finished. 
You'll see your soul as a whole instead of half of an image. 
Bare witness. 
Feel suspense when. 
Adrenaline pulsates beneath my veins. 
My love, your eyes are acid rain.
Within your portals I've seen pain.
Your mind is ever timeless. 
Your psyche fresh cut diamonds. 
And I need you to see the truth in me. 
Who you are, no words can rhyme with. 
And so I need to get off of the pattern I was on.
You leave me scattered. 
Glowing brain matter. 
It feels the opposite of wrong. 
You've reached me. You teach me. 
How dare you say you're worthless.
You gave a broken soul, a purpose.
When that very soul wanted to close the curtains. 
Ever certain I am. 
That you are a fucking star. 
Your fears will be encrusted in gold, 
entrust to me your soul. 
So I can show you what you are.














223 - Dew Drops 

Your soul resembles dew drops. 
And freshly bloomed rose petals. 
Before blessed with your galactic spirit. 
I thought love itself was tragedy. Led by the Devil. 
So special. of you. To change my view since I met you. 
Barren ground, void of sound. 
You, Grew within me forcefully. Yet still. I let you. 
Still I said you. 
Resemble a beauty. I've never seen. 
My Nefertiti. My pharaoh. My universe. My queen. 
A royalty dripping, 
In golden hues. That spew when the sun dare kiss you. 
Such melanin. The opposite of sin. 
Even In your presence. My mind still missed you. 
Your aura lining the boarder. 
You occupy my subconscious and need only smile when the rents due. 
It's been so long since I have kissed you. 
Even in dreams I'm ever wishful. 
Your soul resembles dew drops. 
Liquid diamonds that leak vibrations. 
And when I feel I will implode. Your role. 
It calms my inner nation. 
Disarms. And charms. You are sensation. 
You are the fondest form of liberation. 
Silence the storm. Turn cold souls warm. 
And you do it without the slightest hesitation. 
The brightest sun you are elation. 
You are the one I'd consummation. 
I mean the one I would consume.
You are the stars. 
You are my moon. 
Your soul resembles dew drops. 
And freshly bloomed rose petals. 
And let me reiterate how amazing you are. 
So captivatingly special. 


224 - Alice In Wonderland

If my love was a hole. 
It would be an abyss. 
Put your soul to my soul. 
And let our energies kiss. 
Put your eye to my eye. 
Enlighten me in pure bliss. 
A revolutionary matrix. As our consciousness shifts. 
This is a magical ride. 
This is a pricelessly priced gift. 
Our minds on mountaintops. 
As we metaphysically sit. 
As we mentally vent. 
Through all this soul damaging  shit. 
You are the sun. 
You are the one. 
When spirits are low.  Let me lift. 
Let our brains be renewed. 
Let our pain be re-brewed. 
And let us mold together. 
The very definition of mixed. 
The definition of energy. 
The recognition of synergy. 
We've crossed paths and past lives. 
I feel your whole entity.
It remembers me. 
So if my love was a hole. 
It would be an abyss. 
Be my Alice in Wonderland. 
Jump, my queen. 
Take a trip... 








225 - Closets 

My thoughts belong in closets. 
Behind lockets. 
That can't be broken. 
Beneath dried wells that can't tell time. 
Nor rhyme.
Suffocating behind Poland spring faucets. 
That can't be open. 
Self constriction. 
Self hate. 
Self choking. 
Self be closed. 
Stop the absurdity of hoping. 
There's no hope here. 
No way to cope here. 
My hearts been stopped and blocked. 
Gun cocked.
My souls been broke here. 
I've no fear.
I'm not scared. 
My thoughts already kill me. 
My thoughts belong in closets. 
Behind lockets. 
For human ears will never understand the real me.














226 - Keep You 

If I read you. 
Can I keep you. 
I don't need you. 
But I need to. 
Be the one to get real deep too. 
See straight through your soul. 
Be see through.
I see you. I've seen you. 
You're such a fucking queen you. 
I guess I'll be rereading what I've dreamt in the past. 
Don't you know I used to dream you. 
I used to silently, quietly fiend you. 
I never meant to. 
I didn't mean to. 
But I lied in the third sentence when I said I didn't need you. 
I just need truth.
I just need you. 
So I'll take you in this corner. 
In this chair, and you're infinite pages.
I promise to read through. 
If you promise me in return. 
That once I start, I get to keep you.















227 - Knight In Shining Armor

I wanted to be your knight in shining armor, but the woman equivalent. 
You thought I lied when I would say that but every word spoken, I meant that shit. 
You were fragile when I met you. A shell trying to be whole. 
You said hi while you stared at the ground. I had no self control. 
From the moment I laid eyes on you I wanted to fix your soul. 
I've always been a fixer, because broken things to others, have less appeal. 
I've always wanted to bring light to things dimmed by circumstances almost unreal. 
It's like I've always been in pain so vicariously I wanted to heal. 
Everything else.
I didn't want you to be my trophy, your beauty never belonged on a shelf. 
You belonged to the world. 
Or at least you should've. 
I told you I wanted you to be mine, you said you couldn't but you could've. 
If only you let yourself feel more than shame, more than pain. 
You've lost your identity but gorgeous, you deserve a name. 
you should be growing, not wilting under this deafening rain. 
I wanted to be your superman, your batman, shit even your shadow. 
I wanted you to feel me down to the deepest part of your bones.
Feel my essence in your marrow. 
Deeper than a million pools that are kiddie sized and shallow. 
When I met you, you were invisible, obliviously wandering.
Thinking nobody could see you. 
But your very presence is the effervescence in seeds that helps trees bloom. 
I wanted to be your knight in shining armor, but the woman counterpart.
and you counted me out, without a doubt, 
I guess because my predecessors broke your heart. 
It's like I wanted to fix you, but you felt better being broken.
and so I left with nothing but thoughts rendered futile, 
and a story unfinished, cracked open. 








228 - Lunar Eclipse 

Your presence was like a lunar eclipse.
I was the moon, you were the sun, and when we kissed, time zones would switch.
time zones would give us all their energy.
and we'd ascend, souls taking flight.
I felt no fear, when you were near, so it didn't matter, my phobia of heights.
you were the person, I was the kite.
I was the wrong, you were the right.
your presence was like a lunar eclipse that illuminated me every night. 
Until one day the lunar from my eclipse died,
it's like Jesus and the Angels wept, your stars fell out of the night sky.
it's like the universe itself sobbed heavily, dew drops masked as bright cries.
only darkness no bright side, lunar eclipse told lunar lies. 
The synergy we had melted away and like eclipses you blocked my sun.
I was blinded by your darkness, conflicted, addicted, thinking you were the one. 
I always thought you loved me, until you ice aged my soul. 
You presence was like a lunar eclipse that turned into a entity sucking parasite,
 that ate me whole.
that left a hole within my universe.
your pain on my shoulders hurt like shit.
turns out I needed sunlight and not some broken lunar eclipse. 

















229 - Exposed 

If I showed you all of me exposed, and got real close, legit attachment. 
If I slowly dropped my guard for you, my heart for you. 
What would happen. 
See it's like you have this light in you, it's shining through. 
I'm scared. 
That I'll be stuck back in darkness.
If you leave. No longer there. 
If I dare take off my mask. 
Can I just ask that you not judge me. 
In the past you see. 
Loves tragedies have left my soul tainted, battered, and ugly. 
I'm trying to keep life within my tin heart. 
But it's increasingly becoming rusty. 
I need some hope, a way to cope. 
Your presence says I'm lucky.
You're essence whispers "trust me" and perhaps I'm fucking dreaming. 
But you speak to me so easily. 
You've calmed my raging demons. 
It's as if they're almost docile. 
Fucking dormant, fucking sleeping. 
And I don't mean to curse. 
But I need emphasis on my words. 
I need your soul to hear my soul. I just need to be heard. 
If I put all fear aside. No longer playing hide and seek. 
If I handed over my being. Entrusting it to you, to hold, to keep. 
I just wonder if you'd run. No warning for me or words to speak. 
And as the thoughts run through my mind. I try to find. 
The pros and cons. 
But I can't grow and live years in the past. 
To mature is to move on. 
I listen to my inner intuition, that your aura is void of harm. 
So if I showed you all of me exposed and got real close, legit attachment.. 
If I slowly dropped my guard for you, 
please show me what would happen. 



230 - Messiah 

I used to think about ways that I could prove to you I loved you.
I used to fantasize about methods to elevate you. 
So even the clouds wouldn't come above you. 
It's like. You were my messiah. My goddess. The womb-an I believed in. 
Failure greeted me every where else but with you I found achievement. 
You used to talk in your sleep. 
And even though you were unaware, I'd listen intently. 
I'd listen with envy. 
Upset that with the entities within your dreams, 
you were talking and being friendly. 
With you I was selfish. without you I'm helpless.
I don't like the thought of being broken. I don't care about being selfless. 
And maybe just maybe that's what actually broke us. 
Maybe my wanting us to breathe peacefully, ultimately choked us. 
We got caught underneath tragic waters.
Like a drowning, flower of the locus. 
We both had A.D.D and so we couldn't help to lose focus. 
Still, you were my religion. My faith may have swayed, 
But my heart always stayed. 
And I thought that meant, that all was forgiven. 
I expected you to ride or die. 
I paid tolls with my soul, and paid tithes with my mind. 
I'd get down on my knees and worshipped you. 
And you'd look with angst but, would never tell me I was hurting you. 
Even though I never really tried to.
 I always told the truth because I hated being lied to. 
I wanted to be inside you. 
To permeate through every blood vessel you possessed, 
until we both spontaneously combusted, and there was nothing left. 
I used to contemplate ways to prove that you were my queen. 
That even though the whole world was dying, with you, my grass was always green.
my heart was always pristine.
that is until you left me. 
You were my messiah. 
but it was easy for you to forget me.  
I wonder why it was easy for you to let me. 
Go. 
231 - Yours

Your heart is made of unicorn laughs.
And your soul is made of star dust.
I'd literally give you all that I have.
To prove to you that you are loved.
If you ever start to doubt it.
When I'm angry or out of sorts.
Know that my soul has yours surrounded.
And even in confusion 
All that I am is yours... 




























232 - Paradox

She is a paradox. Pandora's box. 
Her mind, her soul. Bricks, Steele and locks. 
To keep out Monsters, dragons and ghosts. 
But. She was terrified of love the most. 
So she'd push and push. Because Trust. Man it scared her. 
Fuck. Unprepared her. Love it would tear her. 
Into a million unidentified issues. 
Her Mind she would sit through. 
Until Tragedies replayed, like memories Delayed. 
She'd write down all her pain.
When she'd get the strength again. To Pick up her pencil. 
Her smile straight Fiction, a believable stencil. 
To disguise And to hide, everything in her mental.
Everything ever went through.
No one Would understand. Not even close Friends. 
She knew by every dismissive Text she was sent too. 
She'd sit In confusion. Time the ultimate illusion. 
Minute and hours signified by dull, Invisible tick tocks. 
Around poor minds. With rich clocks. 
She needed someone Willing to pick locks. 
In fact she needed. Not hard to believe it. 
The very thing that Scared her to death. 
She is a paradox. She goes right and goes left. 
Living in Pandora's box. 
Upon ears rendered deaf. 
A lost soul, who fought whole. 
Armies. So she wouldn't get hurt. 
She is a Paradox. 
In Bricks, Steele and locks. 
Maybe, just maybe, she'll realize 
One day what she's worth.






233 - Your Smile

Something about your smile.
Makes me want to live forever.
We're knotted. 
Tied. 
Held together.
Two knots. 
Never to be severed.
Your eyes shine through the screen.
Through my soul. 
Through time and space. 
I see galaxies and star dust.
When I look upon your face.
Something about your being. 
About your caramel kissed complexion. 
I see a beautiful type of…
I see you. 
I see perfection. 
Something about your smile.
Makes me want to inhale your laugh. 
Something about you. 
Makes me want to give. 
All that I have.















234 - Seasons

I can't sleep still, 
I wish I could dissect my mind and show you every thought that pertains to you. 
I've gone through seasons quite frequently but what never changed was you. 
You've been my umbrella through the rain it's true, 
and I've caused pain I'm so ashamed, by all I put you through. 
However you must know that your value is priceless, 
that without your essence breathing my way, my very soul would be lifeless. 
Time moves slow when I'm alone, with you everything is timeless.
I grow disoriented, unable to focus, and I don't what what the time is. 
I can't sleep still, and I guess your on my mind miss.
I love you, and I don't show it because my heart is in confinement.
my inner light has dimmed, my soul has sinned.
my colors are no longer vibrant. 
I need you dear queen to show me what it means to once again have my light ever shining. 























235 - Twin Flame

You’ve awakened parts of me. 
That were previously sleeping and dormant. 
you’ve drained me of all pain. 
Insane. 
You’ve abolished my inner torment. 
I’ve never understood the meaning of souls coming together in equal tandem mating. I’ve never understood the meaning of feeling wanted.
But the universe isn’t random with fate things. 
I’ve been waiting. 
Not so patiently. 
And i thought i was forgotten by all the galaxies. 
I always think so negatively. 
Thinking somehow the stars were mad at me. 
And just as i was sitting. 
About to give up. And lose all hope. 
I’m crashed into by a soul who resembles mine. 
she looks me in the eye and whispers “NOPE” 
i somehow knew right then, I’d never again be alone. 
And have to cope. 
She is you. 
And you are her. 
And I am me, and we are us. 
You’ve awakened parts of me that were sleeping. 
you’ve started a fire. 
you’ve made me combust.












236 - I Want To Love You 

I want to love you so deep.
Your face starts tearing when I weep.
I want to love you so real.
Every emotion I have you can feel.
I want to love you so much.
That with no hands.
You feel my touch.
I want to love you.





























237 - Consuming Thoughts

I hate it when you're sleeping.
Because it means that You're away from me.
I hope even when you're dreaming.
That I am there.
And that you'll lay with me.
I hate it when you're eyes are closed.
Because during that time I can't see their beauty.
I hate it when sleep overtakes you.
Because your presence.
It consumes me.



























238 - Something About You 

Something about you Is fucking other worldly.
Like I'm only interest in reading you.
I could care less about other stories.
You're a sphinx, a fucking unicorn.
I guess I'm saying you're  different.
I'm trying to link my soul to yours.
Show you a different realm of commitment.
Something about you is unearthly.
Something about me says I'm not worthy.
But through space and time.
I'll iron out the lines.
That bring us together.
You need not worry.
Something about you.
Is other.
You're not the same.
Something about you brings me peace.
And erases all my pain.
You seem to put my all at ease
Something about you.. 

















239 - Come Hold Me

I want you to come hold me, but don't want you to think that I'm a child. 
I feel needy, no one needs me, my soul is broken. 
Meek and mild. 
Blocked by boulders on my shoulders, presumably dangerous and wild. 
I want to listen to your minds melodies, without you thinking I'm a creep. 
I want attachment. Real. No acting. 
I want to pray to heavens and Buddhas for your existence, while you're sleep. 
I want you to be the reason the weeping willow within me no longer weeps. 
Can I nestle within your holy spirit. 
Lay hands on me and mumble things you think I need. 
Speak, preach. 
I want to feel safe in my vulnerability, not weakened, and ashamed. 
I want you to calm the Katrina's within me. 
Defeat the hurricanes, winds and rain. 
Combat my demons, ease my pain. 
Say you care, but not in vain. 
Feel my passion through your veins. 
Be antonymous to my relentless pain. 
I want you to come hold me, but I don't want judgement or mistruth. 
Take pride that where I hide, happens to be, inside of you. 

















240 - Cuddle With Your Mind

I want to cuddle with your mind because my soul is fucking cold. 
I need your thoughts to be my fountain of youth. 
See constant misuse has left me old. 
Has left me sold, on the fact that lies are told on the daily. 
I want to cuddle with your mind. 
I think it's time. So can you blame me. 
Can you tame me. Can you lay me. 
Down inside your minds soft pillow. 
Can you erase, eradicate and replace, what's inside mine. A weeping willow. 
I want to cuddle with your mind because it seems your thoughts are warm. 
And I've been torn a million times. 
But maybe you can calm this storm. 
Maybe you can make me whole. 
maybe you can find my soul. 
Maybe you can find some happiness within the thoughts that make me mourn. 
Maybe you can baptize me. Like phoenix's I'll be reborn. 
I want to cuddle with your mind, because I'm drawn to your whole self. 
And I don't want to find a refuge in anybody else. 
Because just unraveling your thoughts, is a sense of therapy that helps. 
I want to cuddle with your mind, and I really hope I can. 
Because maybe within you, I'll find out who I really am. 
















241 - Looking For Love 

Are you scared to find love? 
Or is love scared to find you?
Come beneath my invisibility cloak.
Melanin queen let me hide you. 
Can I remind you, that you are times two. 
Crazy mindful, ever kind.
you. 
Need not fear, for I am here. 
Let go.
let love be your guide boo.



























242 - The Soldier

I just really want to crawl into your thoughts. 
I'll be your soldier.
I'll help you fight. Every war you've ever fought.
Every creepy crawly thing that makes you Squirm. 
For you I'll fight it.
I'll be your diary, use your sharpie.
Write on my heart beat. 
In me, confide in. I'll be your guidance.
I'll be your light when. 
It seems you're surrounded by darkness. 
I owe you my life, you've gave me a soul. 
When others looked at me and deemed Me heartless.
Regardless you're a star and I need access into your wonder land. 
You're my mama earth in other words you are my mother land.
no other hands,
Have touched me.
the way yours have, with not one touch.
I want to crawl into your mind and be Inundated by your love. 
I want to place my insecurities within your vessel filled with trust.. 
I want to crawl inside your being,
But I have eternity so there's no rush..
















243 - I See You

I see you. 
I need you. 
With you my soul is see through. 
Like you opened up the dark hole Of my mind. 
And weren't at all scared to peak through. 
I see you. 
I need you. 
You been hiding. 
I've been whining. 
Now I've seen you. 
No longer looking. 
Sorting through trees And vine things. 
I no longer need to weed through. 
Your essence tells me you're a blessing. 
I believe the universe. 
So I believe you. 
Cleanse my heart. With light not dark. 
Please let your soul touch mine. 
And bleed through.
I see you. 
I need you. 
You don't know how much I need you. 
You're effervescent. 
you are my heaven. 
You're in my bloodstream.. 
And now I bleed you. 
I see you...
I see you...









244 - New Existence 

I want to wrap myself within your flesh. 
And forget the world exists. 
Give me your being, let our souls mix. 
Let's escape, deep in an abyss. 
Where we cannot be found. 
Where we cannot be bound. 
To the world and all it's darkness. 
By  the world and how it's heartless. 
Let's depart and, let's just never look back. 
A new existence being started.



























245 - Breathe For You

All you need to do is close your eyes and let me see for you. 
Pretend like there's no air, so I can step in and I can breathe for you. 
I'm here to show you that affection isn't something seasonal. 
That shit gets rough. 
Hits, bruises, bumps. 
But I'll be the one to see it through. 
People abandon when loves planning penetrates their fragile ego. 
You. 
Believe me I won't ever be to proud and egotistical. 
I've come down with a sickness, a victim and you're the only symptom. 
You. 
All you need to do is believe I'll catch you if you falling.
if you fall, 
or if you've fallen. 
Every tense, to show I'm all in. 
All you need to do, is touch my hand, my soul will speak to you. 
You'd never die, you'd immortalize, if you let me breathe for you..




















246 - Galaxy 

I orbited around your galaxy. 
Attempting to pollute your atmosphere rapidly. 
I didn't care if you were triggered, by past shuttle crashes tragically. 
I wanted to be your genie. 
Gathering infatuation magically. 
I wanted to be the relief to your mercuried grief. 
Wanted you to deposit all your sad in me. 
Disposing Michael khorred mask and dumping that shit into the trash you see. 
You're beautiful naked, bare, naturally. 
No need for makeup, 
priced high no Mac shit see. 
We can actually. 
Be star ridden. Above average see. 
My presence. Your essence. 
Perfection if you're even asking me. 
I may enter your solar system,
small and misgiven,
But trust I'll penetrate your galaxy.



















247 - Inner Blaze 

I want to serenade the same soul. 
Every night, day, evening. 
I want to be the one that gives you. 
Something real to believe in. 
I want to see what's deep inside your mind. 
Because your thoughts. 
They are the truth. 
Let me show you, the Galaxy within my heart. 
And spark untamed flames, Within you.






























248 - But Then Again

But then again, If we were meant to be it would happen.
You say you’re done . 
I say I’m gone, And we both just jump back in. 
You make my decency dwindle.
You make my frequency little.              
Even with a light so pure, You make my energy feel sinful.
Past memories, uneventful.
Complex, yet, your soul neglect,
Makes this synergy feel simple. 
I hoped I wouldn’t lose you. 
Carnival games, I tried to win you.
I tried to outrun all the drama.
Tried to redirect my karma.
Tried to trust you wouldn’t stab me.
If actually I removed all armor. 
But then again if we were star written, 
If we were mars hidden,
The universe would make it so. 
But you, you’re no good for my soul,
And so I have to let you go. 















249 - Angel Talk 

I hear the angels talk in Morris code.
When you bare your soul in slumber.
Every universe I've ever lived and known.
Has brought us together through stars and numbers. 
You are my indigenous home land. 
With you I find instant comfort.
You're a mystery that fits with me,
in a synergy that makes my whole mind wonder. 
I see the angels talk in sign language.
When I get mesmerized in your eyes, And get lost in your mind. 
Aimless.
You’re a million brush strokes.
A million love notes.
And the result is divine, painting. 
You are paradise, utopia.                                                                           
The angels like to play with you.        
I’m astral projected to heaven, confession.
I find tranquility every time I lay with you. 
The fate of you.
and I, Has already been chalk written in the clouds. 
Harps and heart strings play symphonies.
When world is mute and void of sound.                          
I hear the angels talk in morris code.
A plethora of subjects relating all to and of you.
And the one I had to repeat to your soul.
Is they and I, sincerely love you. 












250 - Reciprocity 

Can I love you. 
I mean can I take you’re dying heart. 
Rip weeds and things that grow inside apart. 
Take your vital organ and punch you. 
Punch through. Touch you. 
I’m trying to ask can I revive you. 
Can I crawl my flesh inside your chest. 
Can my sanctuary be inside you. 
Can I wipe away your dirt and grime. Pristine. Can I clean you. 
I want to make you bare your windows to me. 
My windex affection will make you see through. 
You be pulpit. Be cathedral. 
Come my love. Let me pray to you. 
Can your Jesus weep and wash me clean. I want to slumber, under. Lay with you. 
Feel the entirety of the weight of you. 
Can I lay vocal box at feet, and still be sure that you will hear me. 
The blurry vision you forgot to mention. I want to be what you see clearly. 
So can I be binocular. 
Be contact. 
Can I Be your bifocals. 
There’s a garden within you that blooms Infinitely, but you have wings too. 
Can I show you how to fly hopeful. 
You’ve shown me artifacts of your past. 
Rendered with sad. Old loves have hurt you boo. 
And I’m asking, Riddled with passion. 
If the guards you have, you’ll let me remove the curtain. You. 
Don’t have to be uncertain. 
No answer given will receive a check, nor will any answer receive a minus. 
I want to know if you would let me stop the clock and show you timeless. 
They lost your heart so let me find it. 
Even in dark it still is shining. 
Can I love you whole. Encrust your soul, in gold and silver Lining.
Did you know your light is blinding? 
Or is that something you can’t see? 
Can both our palms create a map, that guides us to our destiny. 
I want to shower you with everything. 
Be avalanche. Baring all of me. 
Should fear quake me. Will eyes break me. 
Can I bare self with no apology. 
To be even in this position, for you to listen. I have fought to be. 
So can I love you. 
Can I light you on fire. Ascend. Meeting stars. Going higher. 
Can I implode and spontaneously combust you. Can I trust you? 
You won’t be the only one risking peril. 
Through trial and error. 
Classically conditioned to terror. 
My beating ventricle has been sterile.  
This is a road I’ve forgotten. 
I’m intrigued yet I’m scared too. 
I’ve fabricated internally to protect me a werewolf. 
He sits there and guards me. 
From broken hearts. 
Deadly. Gnarly. 
And he growls and barks if anyone dare try to disarm me. 
But with you he lay silent. 
Lay sleeping. 
Body comfy. 
Can I love you? 
But in return, can you... love me. 
















251 - Extraction

I just want to know if I can reach inside and extract you. 
The blanket wrapped around you is lacking every emotion but sad. 
You. 
Don’t need to feel alone. I have a shield. 
This war, let’s fight. 
All you see within is darkness.
When your being can illuminate the night.  
Let me take you from yourself. 
Because right now, to your, you’re dangerous.
The vampires within you drank too much , and your hope they have drained. 
Just. 
Don’t succumb to the numb within pain. 
Will you let me if I learn how, to be the one that cooks your heart. 
It may sound weird, but it is cold, it’s been exposed and in the dark. 
I need to warm it. 
Need to heat it. 
I need your truth. 
No deceiving. 
Can I surgeon, extract your breasts. 
And implant in them some willpower. 
Let me water you. 
Getting water through, the parts of you that be wilt. 
Flower. 
Let me stick my hand beneath your roots. 
Massage and stimulate your sense of growth. 
I’ll be the nourishment. 
I may be pushing it. 
But I need to see your soul. 
I need to see if it is black. 
Is it purple, red, and hues of blue. 
Let me finger paint my palms. 
When I reach inside of you. 





252 - Blunt

Can I smoke you like a blunt. 
In other words let me inhale you.
Let my Soul and yours cross paths. 
I’m trying to infiltrate, impale you. 
I plan to synthesize bones, so I can replace every one you have with me. 
Let me be your wishing well. 
Put all your quarters and your sad In me. 
I’m going to 3D print a light. And then I’ll copy it.
Making multiple. 
So even when you feel you’re dimming. 
Secret weapon in pocket. No success in stopping you. 
No obstacle. 
Can hinder you. My love I’m right behind you. 
Trust fall in me.  Anomaly. 
Past life regression. Let me remind you. 
I remember you. I remember who. You were. 
Well, I remember who you are. 
In the other life. Your lover light.
You lived in sky. You, one with her. You were a star. 
You were impossible. You were spellbound. 
You were magical. 
Can I smoke you to my fingertips, and then be inundated with laughing. 
You. 
Are therapy. You are park walk.
Feet to earth. You be grounding. 
When I’ve overwhelmed my senses and can’t hear, you restore sound. 
And. 
Don’t ever think I’d want to smoke a strain other than you. 
I want to smoke your thoughts and your question. 
Your whole large intestine. 
I want to rebirth within this high and awaken the mother in you. 
Nurture me as I smoke you. 
If I finish, you’re infinite, I’ll roll you. 
I am Under your influence. 
So you have all control. 
This is something I’ve never felt. 
I can’t lie, nor can I stunt. No need to fight.
Hand me a Light. 
And let me smoke you like a blunt





































253 - Mind Over Looks (Pt. 2)

She may not be the cutest, but her mind is.
And looks fade after a while, but what she thinks, that shit is timeless.
So fuck her imperfections. 
And honestly fuck if she’s “ugly”, if her mind is one of a kind, Then consider yourself lucky.
If her thoughts are like art, and if she listens when you talk.
If words glide gracefully from her lips, And she possesses a knowledge untaught.
Then it really doesn’t matter is she isn’t a ten. 
A five on the outside but a twenty five within.
Remind me what the definition of a ten is again.
A psyche likely to make one bow and relinquish all sin. 
Things are twisted, misconstrued. 
Alluded, diluted, things have deviated from the truth. 
I’d rather look past imperfections and find perfection in a beauty unseen.
A queen.
who won’t be crowned because she lacks the looks of a magazine.
When in reality she just so happens to be.
The most psychological, methodical, beauty to thee. 
I mean, she may not be the cutest but her mind is. 
And even in her darkest days.
What she thinks makes her the finest. 

















254 - Trash Can 

I am not a trash can. 
You can no longer force feed me bullshit and expect me to take it. 
I didn’t give you my heart, but you chose to break it. 
Chose to shove your lies down the path of my throat. 
So every time I cried, you wouldn’t hear me choke. 
But my heart is not a dumping ground. 
And my emotions are not a landfill. 
I can’t look at you the same, you’ve replaced love with thoughts of shame.
So when you come to hold my hand, I freeze and I stand still. 
I refuse to ignore signs that point straight to destruction. 
I’d rather leave with my dignity than to walk away with nothing. 
I don’t give a fuck about the lies that you’re telling. 
And I’ve gone broke trying to buy all the dreams you’ve been selling. 
So, spare me the bullshit. 
On you knees fucking begging, like I’m a pastor in a pulpit.
Funny how now is the time you want to worship me. 
When it was you who was an angel in disguise, who flew away and deserted me.
Even when I told you that it hurt me.
Like a phantom you still disappeared purposefully.
Doing tricks for my attention now, like you’re some kind of circus freak. 
And you’re mad because I turn a blind eye to your nonsense.
When you were blind to my love like you were missing a conscience. 
Rollercoaster love, and for too long I’ve been nauseous.
Our time is up. 
Fair enough, and I suggest that we stop this. 
Because I am not a trash can.
I’m not a disposal for the insecurities you can no longer bare to digest.
I have to leave, you can have your garbage, because for you and I,
There is nothing left. 








255 - Words (Pt. 1)

Words were meant to be carefully crafted, mastered, and plastered on lined paper. 
I’d rather scribble love notes on your body.
Scribing them properly much later. 
Arches weren’t only made for golden gate bridges, Your back puts modern architecture to shame. 
Take all this poetry that I’m giving. 
This is not sex, lest you forget. 
Speaking mental pictures with no frame. 
Biblical words do not spew from my skin. 
We both have skeletons lurking, and hiding deep within.
Yours are kept bottled up, mine, exposed with a pen. 
I finally know what the weight of the world feels like. 
When you clench your mind, and hold every sentence I write, Vessel poppingly tight. 
Your canvas, blank, yet no need for paint, or anything to taint, What happens to be so pure. 
Can I take off my binding?
Reveal words so blinding? 
Can I ? Are you sure? 
Taste my energy. 
Feel holy ghosts haunting, as I expose the inner me.
No clothes, bare boned, examine me with no penalty. 
My thoughts speak in tongues only gods could decipher. 
You are the sun. 
I’ve written meteors in your flesh, so you’ll always shine brighter. 
Than anythingI’ve ever witnessed. 
Baptize me in your tears.
Shoot flaming daggers straight through my mind, 
so I know the pain of all your fears.
Because words, were meant to be crafted. 
Written, rewritten, and eventually mastered on canvases later.
Not meant to be forgotten, on some piece of paper. 








256 - Diary 

Drench me in the tears, nobody wanted to hear when you cried them. 
Tell me the truth, even though to most, you’d tell lies, and.
Don’t be afraid to let the fire from your desires catch flame. 
A rose by any other appellation would surely be graced with your name. 
Let me if I may, file your calloused thornes away.
So that my hands can grace what once was untouchable. 
I’d walk unafraid through your valley of darkness, 
Even if I had to stumble through. 
Cry me the rivers you’ve held in for so long. 
And I’ll swim back if waves wash me away from you. 
Sexual intentions don’t have to be mentioned. 
I find pleasure in just getting to lay with you. 
Unavailable. 
To everyone is what you’ve always been. 
Scared to get hurt again, or worse, cursed again, 
You hide inconspicuously behind all sin. 
And I’ve counted, long and hard. Olly olly oxen free.
Hoping that your hiding place will be replaced with me.
I want to see if my fingers have the magic to heal you.
Stripping you of every mask, finally able to reveal you.
Finally able to see the real you. 
Behind every tear you’ve kept hidden. 
Behind every “I can’t do this” poem you’ve ever written.
Drench me in the tears nobody else cared to bare the weight of.
And let me show you what real backbones are made of. 













257 - The Parasite

You asked me to break bread with no fingers. 
You wouldn’t feed me in my peril. 
Like your soul fed on dependence.
Docile tendencies turned feral.
You asked me to kiss your lips. 
But with no eyes for me to see them. 
You write novels. 
Kept them bottled.
Yet still expected me to read them. 
I screamed your name through broken bones.
Somehow hoping you would heal them. 
It’s like you’re hopeless. 
Like your souls broken.
And any emotions, you fail to feel them. 
Still I toddled at your calves.
I waited anxiously for laughs. 
I rewound, refound, and then rebound.
Memories needed, deep seeded in the past. 
I didn’t ask for you to find me. 
I didn’t ask for you to wilt. 
A dream. 
Misguided queen, whose crown it seems, has taken tilt. 
You wanted from me the impossible.
And still I gave, I made it so. 
You wanted me to bake you delicacies, without a kitchen, stove, or dough.
And now I guess, veins popping, stressed. 
I see I have to let you go. 
Because you want me to pay past lovers tolls.
And I refuse to sell my soul. 







258 - Blackberry (Prt 2)

Melanin 
Marinated her, 
Meticulously. 
Until her bones, 
Bled, 
Blackberry juice. 































259 - Capture Me 

It’s a good thing when there’s somebody Whose warmth I want to capture.
Whose touch, I’m always after.
Caught up in the rapture.
Multiple, desolate, bleeding pastures.
Yet even in destruction, My coldness can be reversed.
Creating warm skies, From a storm's eye. 
A play. 
Uncontained, unrestrained, unrehearsed. 





























260 - Self Sacrifice 

She said she would burn for the things that she loved. 
And so for me she caught flame like she was being punished for her sins. 
A thousand matches, scratching flesh from her skin. 
She burned.
But she smiled, because she burned from within. 
Vital organs shutting down. 
The definition of heartburn.
Many lessons can be taught.
But you’ve got to let your heart learn. 
She studies the mechanics of lighters, So that she could light herself on fire.
Whenever I needed. 
I’d been practicing sacreligion, 
But her sacrifice instilled an emotion similar to faith. 
Deep seeded. 
I’d watch her sadistically pleasured by the measures she took.
To always keep me euphoric. 
Her flames enticed me. 
My behavior, increasingly abhorrent. 
She said she would burn for the things that she loved,  And so I let her.
Until nothing but ashes lay in my wake.
Letting an angel incinerate.
Will always be.
My biggest regret, and mistake. 














261 - Trust Issues

Never trust someone, 
Broken like you. 



































262 - Word Play 

I fell in love with the way her words eloquently danced. 
Creating masterpieces with every syllable she thought to put on the page. 
In a daze. 
Her words took hold of my heart strings and played.
The deepest melody to ever be strummed. 
My mind numb. 
Her words and my soul became one. 
Her pencil carved perfection down the base of my spine.
So divine. 
Her words froze, and reconstructed time.
Her fingers masterfully manipulated iambic pentamers. 
A woman at heart, but writing released the man in her. 
A professional prophet of the things I can’t profess. 
I can’t confess how her words seized me.
Only she could do it best. 
Because her pen undressed, 
Every article covering my “closet”.
When she wrote, when she spoke. 
Every inhibition had, I lost it. 
Instead I grabbed hold of the beautiful creation that was her poetry. 
Unknowingly she opened me to things she didn’t know she was showing me. 
I fell in love with the way she artfully articulated the heartache she felt.
How her passion permeated through paper.
Discussing hands she was dealt. 
Her mind a place of complexity. 
Containing things one could never fathom. 
I fell in love with her imagery.
But then again.
You can imagine. 








263 - Naked 

She asked me why I was naked. 
Asked why my skin bore holes. 
I told her that my words, 
Absurd.
They bore, they tore my soul. 
I bled metaphors within her. 
Tried to figuratively skin her.
Tried to write her thoughts. 
Mystic wars fought.
On planets far.
The stars.
Ascend her. 
They sent her. 
They meant her.
And I, to fly.
Below hidden woes.
My poetry, unknowingly, Freed me of further needing Clothes. 




















264 - Not Another Love Poem

I used to write love poems.
About the countless beautiful women I would meet. 
Piecing together fairytales of possibly being the one.
To sweep them off their feet. 
Until happily ever afters, Became nothing even matters. 
I grew up and realized such folklore was only created, To put little kids to sleep. 
I used to write about having a family in my lifetime. 
Meeting someone with a mind that was damn near like mine. 
Ready and willing to forever be my lifeline. 
Until one day my pen stopped working. 
The ink dried out. 
Eyes all cried out. 
A sign telling me to stop my searching. 
And so I’ve learned, Hearts and butterflies don’t have the hurt to grace my page. 
An insane quest for pain that works when all my worth is drained. 
I mean, I used to write love poems. 
About women whose love made me feel I could fly. 
Now I know love is just “EVIL” spelled backwards. 
Missing and ‘I’ to disguise. 


















265 - Breathless 

I couldn’t breathe. 
And yet somehow I didn’t know it. 
Breath escaping me, and yet, somehow I didn’t show it. 
I never knew a heart attack could be so beautiful.
Never knew lungs collapsing could sound so musical. 
Skillfully manipulating marionette strings, Until they become those of a harp instead. 
Beautifully maneuvering and confusing my thoughts. 
They said “love wit you heart” but you love with your head. 
You vowed that you would never let go. 
But you let go of your love and held on to my soul. 
Took my whole, made it less, and now me being is unknown.
And all this took place before I even knew what happened. 
You took my world, inundated with laughter, And plagued it with sadness. 
Making the smiles in my heart, go mute, and laughless. 
Tragic. 
Not even Shakespeare could create such madness. 
The fact is. 
You had your hand so tight around my throat I couldn’t breathe. 
So impermeable were your fallacies, That I damn near couldn’t see. 
What was beautiful music, was the sound of my heart dying. 
Was the sound of waves crashing in an ocean I’d just finished crying. 
I was lifeless in your presence. 
Yet I didn’t want you to leave. 
But once you left, I found it easier, To once again, breathe.













266 - Train Chronicles 

If I told you I’m broken, but don’t expect you to fix me. 
If my frozen lips approached you.
Would you back away or would you kiss me. 
I don’t expect to be taped up, glued together, and patched. 
I don’t expect real love, or for you to fall and get attached. 
I guess I’m looking for someone to be my imperfect, perfect match. 
You don’t have to love me, trust me. 
Just pretend while you’re with me, that you accept and you won’t judge me. 
Act like when you’re with me, you feel as if you’re lucky. 
Pretend to melt when my arms wrap around you and you hug me. 
None of it has to be real, just make me feel like it is briefly. 
Like if I leave your heart would break, And you’d crumble because you need me. 
Like you’d stumble and collapse, and your mind would be uneasy. 
Whole nervous system down. 
When I’m not around, you struggle breathing. 
I think I just need something I can feel. 
And if it shatters, nothing even matters, D’angelo and Lauryn Hill. 
Even if pain erupts, convince me even still. 
That even if you wouldn’, for my honor, you would kill. 
I don’t expect you to mean it,  Just make me believe it. 
I want to feel something, so lie to me, I need it. 
If I told you I’m broken, But don’t need to be mended or stitched.
Would you help me pretend, 
To think that I’m fixed. 













267 - The Rose That Grew From Concrete 

She walked down the street singing  “A rose that grew from concrete motherfucker.”
Saggy pants that hung low, kind of like the burdens weighing down her smile. 
“Biggie, biggie, biggie, can’t you see.”
Nah, fuck that,  Tupac was more her style. 
So she studies his lyrics and analyzed his poems, Like she was reading the bible. 
Her favorite one being “A Rose That Grew From Concrete”
She remember as she tripped, “How the rose learned to walk without having feet”
A prisoner to circumstance,  It was like she never stood a chance. 
With the physique of a woman, But the mind state of a man. 
No matter how many Hail Mary’s came blasting through her radio speakers. 
Tupac couldn’t save her. 
She couldn’t save herself either. 
Or so they say. 
The day they killed her sister, all her sanity went astray. 
Thug life would be more than just a tattoo today. 
She said “keep me safe” 
Those were the words she had the courage to pray. 
Revenge was never as sweet as watching 6 nine millimeter bullets collide, Inside the demon that made her watch her sister die. 
Gunshots echoed. 
Signifying that this shit was not a game. 
She sang, Tupacs’ “Things will never be the same”, 
As sirens rang. 
She heard every verse, As police knocked her off her feet. 
A rose, they say. 
That grew from concrete. 











268 - Confusion

It’s like I love you right. 
But I also love being held by the dark things in the night. 
Tucked tight within my covers, in my loneliness, I’m comfortable. 
And you want me to change what feels safe.
And have me take comfort in touching you.
You want me to be brave and admit, that I’ve been loving you. 
That you took my miserable and turned it into something new. 
It’s like, I love you. 
But, I don’t think you need to know it. 
I’ve always looked a fool in the past when I would show it. 
Volcanic thoughts thinking if I let fear infiltrate my mind, Then I might blow it. 
I think I’m wise but I don’t know shit. 
But I think that I might know this. 
It’s like I love you right. 
But love to me is something that doesn’t exist in plain sight. 
And you want me to relinquish the guards of my heart.
That fight every day to keep me from falling apart. 
You want to be the glue that holds me together. 
The umbrella to shield me through my stormy, bad weather. 
It’s like I love you right.
But I’m scared to. 
I battle between falling and telling myself to be careful. 
And even as I write this, I don’t know how to end it. 
It’s like, I love you right…
But, I’ll have to leave this open ended. 












269 - The Sacrifice 

I bled for you. 
And you, you red crossed me out.
it's like you ex'd me out. 
Like you knew what was right.
so you left me out. 
I never really knew tove to be something credible. 
And you look my soul consumed it whole. 
As if my organic self destruction, was delicious, something edible. 
I bled for you. 
And you watched it coagulate into thin air, while you sat upon your thorn stricken pedestal. 
I remembered you with every ounce of me, while to you I was forgettable. 
Yet and still I bled for you. 
Fuck. 
I fucking broke for you. 
I gave up my belief in miracles, and put all my fucking hope in you.
I would've wrapped my own hands around my throat, I would've died, willingly choked for you. 
Kicked the chair, tied a noose, no air, i would've put my neck, through a rope for you. And I guess I was blinded, by what I thought love was supposed to be.
you pushed me away, more every day, when I just wanted you close to me. 
arm and arm, safe from harm, in my embrace, where you're supposed to be. 
Still I bled for you.
sacrificed sweat, blood, and a river of tears.
I put every ounce of love into what was the epitome of my fears. 
Not being loved back, and simply looking like a fool.
If you wanted to win, you did, you played the game, no remorse, no rules.












270 - Diary (Pt. 2)

Use me like a diary. 
Write on me until your mind bleeds. 
I want your soul to be a book, 
That you only let my mind read.

































271 - Broken Souls 

How many broken souls, Do you have to cross paths with?
To realize, Just being alive is dark magic. 
Add it.
Think on it. 
Conquer it. 
Subtract it. 
To be on earth, is senseless equations. 
Quadratic. 
And you’ve never really been known, To understand Calculus level life lessons, And math shit. 




























272 - A Woman Scorned 

Never underestimate a woman scorned. 
Laying in wait, 
Like still waters. 
The calm before the storm. 

































273 - Tell Me 

So tell me. 
This love you speak of. 
Is it real? Or a figment of your twisted imagination. 
I’ve been fucked raw by life, and I’m used to penetration.
So don’t fucking lie to me. 
Putting love on a pedestal, like it’s something you would die to see. 
And yet, you’ve never seen it. 
Putting your faith in something so tangible.
So naive of you to believe it. 
Because honestly, It doesn’t seem like your faith in yourself is where it needs to be. 
So you relinquish all sense of self and dive into love too damn frequently. 
Too fucking easily. 
Do you slip, trip and crash. 
Sporting bruises through your boy shorts. 
A result of always falling so fast. 
So tell me. 
This feelings that’s supposed to save you, change you. 
Take the confusion from your heart and ultimately rearrange you. 
Did people tell you the cons? 
About how love is so fucking painful. 
Did they tell you love confines, and it’s so hard to break the chains though. 
So strange though. 
Your perception of something mankind could give two shits about. 
They’ll say they know the answer to shit we haven’t figured out. 
So tell me. 
This love you speak of, Is it real? 
Or some conjured up fantasy. 
Some ubiquitously inconspicuous fucked up calamity. 
Fabricated, jaded and fucked up by humanity.
Because if it is, And you’ve put your hope in something,  That seems to have lost all hope in itself. 
A word, evaporating and diminishing in its’ wealth. 
Then you I guess are like everybody else. 
So don’t tell me anything. 



274 - What That Mind Do?

Tell me, can you?
About what that mind do?
Tell me your passions. 
Like, what’s really inside you.
Are you lost?
Are you hiding?
Come out of solitary.
Let me find you.
Take my hand.
Let me be.
The seed and the sunlight, 
That guides you. 

























275 - Inner Reflection 

I wonder why it’s easier for me to express hatred instead of love. 
Even for the things that I care about. 
I’ll go ghost in a minute. 
Like all affection, I never meant it. 
Having them confused of my existence. 
Questioning my whereabouts. 
The wheres and hows. The when’s and doubt.
And I’m starting to think that I’m crazy. 
Subconsciously craving intimacy. 
When consciously, I act insanely. 
My heart and mind don’t interact very well. 
So they tango in a tangled web of what the fuck. 
While the ones I think that I love, End up thinking I’m playing. 
I’ll say I hate you, but I’m lying. What the fuck am I saying. 
Walls have been built within, Taller than heavens diameter. 
I meet women. I keep swimming. 
Because deep down, I’m fucking scared of her. 
I’m scared of love. 
In the past, if you ask, it’s proven to be scandalous. 
Like in my rolodex of life, I wasn’t adequately given instructions on how to manage it. 
I negatively associate, what i should positively accept. 
Exhausting energy, instead of pushing towards synergy.
I’m tired and honestly feel like I have nothing left. 
Standing in rain, can’t hide the pain, no more tears, they all died, went to the sky, 
when jesus wept.
Childhood neglect. 
Who could forget. 
And I guess that shit has shaped me. 
I want to one day associate love with love, Instead of distain. 
Hopefully. 
One day. 
Maybe. 





276 - Fifty Shades Of

I’ve seen you turn fifty shades of grey. 
Even though your skin is ebony. 
I’ve come closest to touching the hands of  gods, Next to you. 
Because you are heavenly. 
Cocoa butter kisses linger violently.
When separate lips pull away. 
A dollop of your hershey skin, Restoring sweetness to my bitter sin. 
Willing my faith to once again stay. 
I’ve seen you turn smiles into broken levve’s, Carrying weights far too heavy. 
Back stroking within gelatinous misery, Increasingly becoming deadly. 
Caramel colored cracks have been carved from your calloused hands, 
And you have yet to feel them. 
Emotions burning, ever yearning. 
Yet you won’t reveal them. 
I’ve seen you turn fifty shades of colors, That I can’t fucking identify.
But close to heaven is your very essence. 
So uncloak your wings, my angel, And fly. 




















277 - Obliterated 

They were everything. 
And then, 
They were nothing. 


































278 - Crash & Burn 

They told me that we would crash and burn. 
Spiralling so uncontrollably, That no amount of poetry could salvage the remains. 
I’ve fucked up in my youth. 
To scream the truth. 
And, I’m too old for games. 
Yet, speed is my weakness. 
I wanna go speeding crazy with you, No matter where the street is. 
Air bags may not be enough, But I like it rough. 
I wanna go diving with your demons. 
Focus on the road. 
While my foots on the gas. 
I really don’t care if we’re going too fast, Because in your very bones I want to crash. 
Get inside you so deep, that with no touch, you feel my lips. 
The impression of my soul, Imprinted in your abyss. 
Show me what slippery slopes really feel like. 
I’ll take the wheel if it’s real tight. 
Let bruised knuckles take the lead. 
They always said my need for speed would be the death of me. 
That we would crash and burn, Defying our own destiny. 
That you would steal my heart, And leave whatever's left of me. 
But, I’d love to crash and burn with you. 
And I don’t give a fuck, respectably. 















279 - The Cycle 

Either we smoking, or we drinking, or we at eachothers throats.
The prediction. My affliction. This is how the story goes. 
I accuse her, then abuse her, with the words my mouth piece spews. 
As she stares, I know she’s scared, and she seems to be confused. 
In other news, this isn;t new. It’s just the shit we always do. 
And so she tells me that she hates me and that she wishes I would die. 
But if I died she’d give her life, just so I could be revived. 
Crazy how this love is blind. Her sacrifice so I could thrive. 
I’ve stolen her all. 
There’s nothing left, so who would want to be alive, And be so empty. 
Lovers at war, it’s like we’re star crossed enemies. 
Directions were never provided in the half assed assembly, Of this relationship. 
Of this “I-hate-you-ship”
Of this “I-love-you-but-I-fucking-can’t-take-this-ship”
I can’t take this shit. 
So tell me what I’m supposed to make of this. 
Barebacked and exposed.
I find melancholic melodies in my nakedness. 
We don’t know our own strength. 
Burning bridges before having the skills needed to repair them. 
Outstretched hearts running full fledged, It's our ignorance that scares them. 
Into retreating. 
I don’t need to put my hands on her, her heart has taken the beating. 
We fight, and through the tears, she can see my soul is bleeding, but, 
This pain is something we refuse to give up. 
And so we smoke, and we drink, and we lie, and we fuck. 
The pain in our veins, like a different kind of drug. 
Keep coming back, though it attacks whatever judgement might have been. 
It’s in my words. It’s in her voice. 
The shit embedded in our skin. 
So let us smoke, and let us drink. 
Forgetting rivers that we’ve cried. 
In other news, this isn’t new. 
It’s just the story of our lives 



280 - Insecure 

I wonder what your insecurities taste like.
Vampire tendencies exposed. 
Alive in darkness, hiding your beauty in the daylight. 
Tell me how it feels to be hidden,
And to only find solace in the words that were written When tears caressed your damp cheeks. 
The strength I possess transferred to you, In hopes that your self worth will reach unreachable peaks. 
Naivety at its finest. 
Your beauty greater than diamonds.
Take off your mask and let your heart speak. 
Let me borrow your mind, in hopes that I find, the trigger, That’ll make you believe that you’re worth it. 
A queen, not a servant. 
I want to restore equilibrium and show you your purpose. 
I wonder what your insecurities taste like. 
In hopes that maybe I can change the flavor. 
Giving you the courage to acknowledge your beauty in public, Instead of just on a piece of paper.




















281 - A Series Of Unfortunate Love

And in time she learned that love Was merely a series of unfortunate mistakes. 
How hearts like asphalt weren’t meant to withstand the cosmic Instability of recurring earthquakes. 
Her tears became her comfort.
She cried many rivers It started when she was younger. 
Imagine a piercing, soul damaging hunger. 
That never ceases to make one question their self worth With a self doubt that makes you wonder.
Just how worthy you are. 
See, she knew not to wish upon stars. 
Collecting heartache in jars for her to observe.
When love or lust threatened to infiltrate her barriers. 
She worried only of herself because no one else seemed to care for her. 
And so like roses, Her exterior became extremely too rough. 
In time, she learned, 
Not to fall in love. 





















282 - Pain

My passion is my pain. 
So I stand before you, begging you to break my heart again. 
I guess the technical term would be that I’m a masochist. 
Sp bruise my soul. 
Destroy the hold I have on life. 
Show me how fucking sadistic you are. 
Destroy my everything. 
While you sit counting stars. 
Make me believe you care, And then rip it away. 
I don’t care about your absence, It’s the pain I want to stay. 
For nestled inside this agony is where my mind gets lost. 
Confuse me. 
Abuse me, And then disappear within chaos. 
It’s not you that I crave anymore. 
But rather the grief you left behind. 
Because unlike you. 
Unlike love. 
Grief is easy to find. 




















283 - Fuck You, Kindly

Excuse my vulgarity, But I need to say fuck you. 
I relinquished every morsel of my being, Thinking I could trust you. 
And fuck the pretending, this time I’ll be real. 
I was an ass. 
First of my class. 
And I know I made you feel.
Things that if reciprocated I would’ve probably thrown a fit. 
But I won’t admit to accusations, That I really wasn’t shit. 
Because despite every flaw, It was you who had my soul. 
I bared my all, with no contest, and tried to let everything show. 
So miss me with the bullshit. 
Fuck hiding. 
Yeah, I’m mad. 
I gave up everything without looking back, And you were all that I had. 
Chemically induced. 
Let’s really tell the truth. 
I hurt you, But you fucking broke me. 
I’d rather you slit my wrists. 
Give me death's sweet kiss, as you violently choke me. 
Than to live in this reality.
it’s maddening. 
My world has turned into a Shakespearian tragedy. 
And I won’t say I hate you. 
Because that would be a lie. 
But fuck you. 
Man fuck you. 
And your pitiful goodbye. 
Because regardless of mistakes, 
I know that I tried. 








284 - Madness (Pt. 2) 

You said you loved her. 
She knew you were lying because your words broke Before even reaching her ears. 
The sweet melody of torn promises. It used to calm her fears.
But now she saw you for what you really were. 
She thought you were a dream deferred, 
The way you caressed her with your words. 
About the love, and respect, and the loyalty she deserved. 
Instead of a dream, you were a nightmare, And her whole family would concur. 
That you ain’t shit. 
So as you tell her that you love her she doesn’t even listen. 
Her heart is missing. 
Perhaps it wouldn’t have gone, If you were different. 
But you never took into account how fucking bad you made her feel. 
Confusing illusion with self doubt, She thought her madness to be real.
So please don’t tell her that you love her. 
She already knows it isn’t true. 
Because the very reason for her madness, Just so happens, to be you. 




















285 - Cryings Eyes 

My eyes hurt. 
Entangled within your web of lies, And my sides hurt. 
I never knew it was the truth, When they told me that lies hurt. 
A meaningless emotion. 
Tell me how much were your lies worth?
Naivety at its finest.
Me and you were timeless.
Exposed to the spine, of a monster divine. 
Who in the end was spineless. 
See you destroyed my heart, And that is what your crime is. 
In the midst of my bitterness, Petrified butterflies still loom. 
A mix of hatred, I can’t take this, With the smell of your perfume. 
And it hurts. 
This hurts. 
My eyes, my heart, shit even my spirit. 
Hoarse cries etch the walls of my mind. 
Soundproof so you won’t hear it. 
Conspiracy theories, I know you won’t hear me so I won’t even bother. 
You’ve caused a war within me, That has completely left me empty.
Yet and still i must conquer.
The monster you became. 
A shivering tremble when I hear your name. 
They always told me things needed to change, and I know
I'll never be the same. 
Because of you. 
Because of this. 
But i know it could be worse. 
So I’ll sit, feeling like shit. 
Because of you, my eyes hurt. 








286 - The Writer 

Serenade with soliloquies. 
Iambic pentameter in my sonnets. 
What I write. 
In darkness. 
Night. 
May seem like gibberish or nonsense. 
May seem like latin. 
Language dead. 
I pull these paradoxes from mind. 
And as it permeates through head, 
These chains are broken. 
No more confined. 

























287 - Naked (Pt. 2)

Is it cool if I bare myself?
No seams. 
I may just tear myself.
I may be consciously, unconsciously, 
Not really well aware myself. 
Am I here?
Or am I there myself?
Am I poor?
Or am I hidden wealth?
Am i processing currently, 
or already experiencing feelings felt. 
Am I play the hand that I was dealt?
Or fold under pressure crushing?
Is it cool if I bare to you, 
My everything, 
My nothing. 





















288 - The Goddess

You are a goddess see, 
Star prodigy. Touch soul. 
Absorb the god in me. 
Frequency be, loud but modestly. 
Vibration, elevation, commodity. 
Be outlier, be oddity. 
Be falling celestial, astrology. 

You are stellar lunar. 
Aura exudes a moon birth. 
Entity be guitar, 
Be foreign, be mars. 
You string perm, 
Be lesson learned. Be equilibrium, be tuner. 

You are otherworldly, Astral. 
You, speed of light. 
You fast you. 
Be cosmic loving, spontaneously combusting. 
You magic, 
Exploding blast you.. 

Are knowledge, psychic. 
Know me. 
Be consume, be moon. 
Be holy. 
Be puppet master, 
Control me. 
Be one, devour wholly. 
Be thunderstorm, 
You make me soul leak. 

You are omnipotent, 
Sublime. 
You cease confusion, Illusion of time.
You take my matrix. reach inside, 
And extract, my inner light. Divine. 

You be smile thick, Be happy me. 
You enigma, 
Different galaxy. Be thrown of gold, 
Be sew my soul, Be bow, awe, wow.. 
Your majesty. 
You are puzzle. You be quandary. Be find me. 
When I wander me. Be skin tight close, Be body deep. 
Be oil to calm, When my portals, 
Closet, behind socket squeaks. 

You are ascension. 
You be saintly. 
When I'm bare, 
You come and paint me. 
You are sharpie dark. 
Restore sharpie heart. 
And you do it ever faintly. 

You are goddess love. 
You are god and sun. 
You be eye of third. 
Be rah, be one. 

Your existence be oven hot. 
Be coven, spot. 
Be witch craft. 
Be remedy of everything. 
Even in destruction, 
With you I shift past. 
All the things that ail me. 
Shooting star you never fail me. 
You be wind beneath my sail be.
Even when I'm blind, I find, you braille see. 

You are 12th dimension consciousness, 
Be universe, 
Be rocket ship. 
Be very definition, if I forgot to mention 
Of exactly what a goddess is .






































289 - Natural Disasters

Her heart.
Shaken by tiny earthquakes that resonated within her.
Superheros were a figment of fucked up fairytales.
Nobody ever came to defend her.
Calloused hands reached in violently, And shook up everything that made her smile. 
Paralyzed by the toxic poison of another human.
So painful and terribly vile.
Her heart shaken by tiny earth shattering vibrations.
Leaving her crumbled in puzzle pieces.
Drowning in her damnation. 



























290 - Supernova

You were supernova. 
Brightness blinding every pupil that dare look within you.
You were able to illuminate parts of the ocean unseen. 
Simultaneously grounded, and able to ascend. 
You. 
Were duality. 
Able to exist while not existing at all. 
Able to command hell storms, while making avalanches fall. 
Around you. 
You mastered the art of speaking in decibels not deciphered. 
Yet every syllable uttered, was still a discernible sound. 
You. 
Were light within darkness. 
You were a heart within heartless. 
You were a pulse being discovered in a vessel otherwise called a carcass.
But then, you were also darkness within light. 
You were night terrors, apparitions.
You were fear. 
You were fright. 
You were supernova. 
You were stardust ready to combust and be inhaled. 
You were cross my heart and hope die. 
Mind inside. Open. Impaled. 
You were death. 
Last breath being taken. Oxygen tank empty. 
You were host. Ethereal ghost. 
In this form you weren’t friendly. 
You were reaper. 
Eyes wide Shut. You were dreamer. 
You were life. New born babies cries. 
You were here. You were gone.  You were neither. 
You were supernova. 
In mythical kingdoms your spirit animal be a Phoenix. 
When ready to die, you come alive. Out of the ashes, I have seen. 
Masterpieces be reborn. 
And you are nothing different. 
You were dry eyes and then dew drops decorated your face, making your cheeks glisten. 
And I wonder. 
Did you know that your light shines brightest when it’s time for you to end?
Did you know that things need to burn in order for them to ascend?  
The pressure needs to build. 
Your inner star stirs and almost overflows. 
You start to question karmic lessons. 
Will releasing star powder lighten the load. 
You start to feel like you’ll implode. 
And then you feel like you’ll combust. 
And then you look for a home star you feel  you can trust. 
Because familiarity makes crucifixion easier to endure.
Your fire 12 alarm. Vaporizing windows, destroying floors. 
You were supernova. 
All the chakras within you, lay comatose. Set ablaze.  
You were the most beautiful reborn galaxy, rising from an interplanetary grave. 
You had to see pitch black within you. 
Only then was your power given permission to take over. 
You were duality.
You were universe. 
In every dimension you are supernova. 



















291 - Liquified Love

You liquified yourself, so you could pass yourself through me. 
I’ve always loved the sun, but it’s the moonlight that soothes me. 
You lunar eclipsed. You dazed, subdued me. 
And my internal temperature fever spiked, 
Although my external reaction stared at you cooly. 
I’ve never learned how to swim. I cannot float, nor can I backstroke. 
The liquid you. Invincible. Passed through unexpectedly, the back of my throat . 
You pooled yourself within me, and the intensity damn near made me choke.  
As if you contorted, and shape-shifted into a deadly, thickly, knotted rope. 
I was beached on your island. Stranded within your molecules. 
I’ve always wanted to be the stars within your sky, 
but the end result was fallen jewels. 
Or so I thought. 
In my opinion, coal covered hands never deserved to touch your heart. 
I was focused on turning myself into diamonds. 
Thinking that, that was what you’d want. And it wasn’t. 
You would have accepted me, especially if I had come baring nothing. 
You wanted to be inside of me. You were everywhere, liquified in me. 
You painted blues, and golden hues in what once was just a barren sky to me. 
You didn’t verbally share your secrets. You never tried to hide from me. 
We’d feign hide and seek, When really you’d molecularly confide in me. 
I was scared of attachment. And you made our DNA merge. 
I no longer needed to speak because you were the essence of my words. 
I could use the voice inside my head, because what decibels I observed within, 
you also heard.
I felt drawn to you but I held back. 
I’ve always reacted awkwardly. 
I am an enigma, simultaneously, I am an oddity. 
I am paradox. Like cement blocks, with tendencies rendered softly see, 
I’m still awe struck. Still jaw stuck. That with no contest you dissolved in me. 
You rearranged my perception.
Hanging affirmations, and new thought conceptions, 
within inner castle, a created mind palace, And the halls that are in me. 
I thought I was rock, and you showed the star that was in me.
You touched me deep. My love it reached. Heights thought to be fictitious. 
But I have become witness, and you’ve become anomaly. 
You baptized my spirit from within. You believed there was a god in me.
And had every faith in the world that you’d teach me how to embrace it.
You vibrated through my bones. 90 degrees, yet here, I am shaking. 
You could’ve lost yourself within me, And you didn’t care about the possibility of breaking.
You’d drown me from the inside out, and then risk your life when you tried saving.
Me. 
You pushed yourself through my blocked stuff. 
You cleansed and cleared my chakras. You liquid gold. You liquid soul. 
You showed me that previous endeavors weren’t real and what I had was not love. 
You christened yourself inside of me. But not for organized religion. 
We built glass cathedral. Translucent and see through. As the abode our minds would live in.
I LSD tripped, when you pushed yourself within me. 
Colors merged. A Technicolor world.
Welcomed me, like we were twin flames, arms open wide, excited, friendly.
See with you I wasn’t in the moment. I stole it’s identity and became it.
You uninhibited parts of me trapped in Azkaban. Your fire broke the chains. 
It. Was sorcery. 
I’d been starving for this type of touch and so I gorged. I had a feast.
But only because you said so. Your hold on me, allowed me to let go. 
Everything you embody is the epitome of special. 
You liquified within my nucleus. It was the opposite of intrusion. 
This. Was commencement and conclusion, Of a metaphysical type of union. 
I’ve never known this closeness. I’m used to being hopeless. 
My glasses fog, and through miles, inches, yards, still I keep you visible, in focus. 
Maybe I’m rambling, brain fluid filled . Thoughts rapidly rushing, flushed. 
Or maybe I’m Inundated with you. With your humanity, your love. 
I wish to reciprocate this feeling. 
I want my whole to devour you. 
From the heart within your chest, 
To the melanin that rests on outer you. 
So powerful. Would I have to be. 
To achieve equal reciprocity. 
Separation isn’t an option. 
I want your effervescence to get caught in me. 
You became vulnerable for me. 
Allowed me to swim within. To inhale. To take you. 
You liquified within me. I didn’t ask. 
I didn’t make you. 
I guess short story long, I’m really here trying to thank you. 
My new dwelling, a light filled blessing, my Midas touched archangel. 
I thank Orishas, and the universe, and the stars, and the rainbows too,
for sending me such a gift, I don’t deserve such a saint as you.





































292 - Blue Oceans

I see blue oceans deep within your eyes, that drown you when you sleep. 
And since the ocean lives within you, no one notices when you weep. 
Your tears don't seem to matter.
You're unnoticed. you're alone. 
You feel worthless, lacking purpose. 
But you were conceived upon a throne. 
You are a queen, your whole soul sewn. 
You are a tree. Your leaves have blown. 
Have displaced your sense of self, so you feel you have no home. 
I see pain within your waves, Past traumas have solidified your ways.
Your whole existence has been lonely.
You only feel safe beneath the surface, In your underwater caves. 
I see blue oceans deep within your face, When you smile, when you laugh. 
You tell stories with your vibrato, That transcends and tells your past. 
In everything you do, I see the water. 
I view blue oceans.
But you my dear, can’t swim. So you’re almost drowning, barely floating. 
You’re enraged and you can’t tell. 
So your waves, they bang they swell. 
They scare, they tear, they hurt,  When your intentions, mean so well. 
You think you aren’t important So you unknowingly unleash tsunamis, 
But you’re the epitome of life, Mother Earth, Gaia, mommy. 
I see blue oceans in your sunlight, Your shadow drips when you walk by. 
You’ve been conditioned to the ground, With no idea that you can fly. 
I see blue oceans when you speak, When you look me in my eyes. 
And I can’t wait until when I look at you, Instead I see blue skies. 











293 - Multiple Emotion Disorder  

I wonder if you hear the screams. That rip and fucking claw at me. I wonder if I failed to sleep, or dream. Would that then make who’s in me happy. Each emotion is a personality. So I suppose I’m self diagnosed. And even though each one thrives and survives within me, there’s a divide sometimes, it’s the most. 

My anger turns crimson red. She can’t hear logic behind her tea kettle whistles. And even if she hears your reasoning, she’ll shrug it off with a smooth dismissal. 

My sadness is a royal blue. He hides and then he sneaks out. I count to ten. He hides again. He’s always around but rarely will he publicly peek out. He sometimes feels invisible. He sometimes feels alone. Even with personalities of the multiple variety, occupying his spacious home. He loses himself inside his own. Often he tries to look, to roam. But then he gets lost within himself again so he returns to crevices left and etched in chrome. 

My depression, she is black. He is black. Call depression, them. For no boxes are made to check off the unwanted adventures they’ve made and given me on a whim. Depression they’re confusing. they causes mind to bend like acrobat. They  are  the mystery within existence. They are synonymous with abstract. Their eyes glow in the darkness, and they high beam in the light. They’re morbid. Choking self with string from high fly  kite. Assuming only then will they take flight. Depression they are chaos. They likes to burn because they’re strong enough. They like to crucify their vessel, nestled, deep in cave and out of touch. They often show up uninvited. Debilitating without trying. They are Mount Everest of my soul. The exact opposite of zion. 

My happiness is maroon, mixed with teal notes and streaks of violet. When he arrives it’s loud and rambunctious. He can’t contain what he feels in silence. He stands bold, he stands tall. Although when side by side with sadness and depression his height sometimes it seems small. There is sunshine in his eyes. Solar power is steroid to his veins. He feels manic. Half elation. Half panic. For most times when he shows his face, it ends in some type of crash landing. He doesn’t dare scurry though. He comes in such a hurry yo. Almost as if he wasn’t there. He’s gone then here, similar to December, flurries. Snow. 

My love is rose petal pink. Yet his entity is masculine. He’s felt worthless. No purpose. He’s been broken. Acute hurting. And he doesn’t want that again happening. His smile captures fireflies. His touch is both firm and empathetic. None of my other personalities like to touch. But love, he’s down for contact if you let him. His skin is bronze. His locs are long. He promised me  eternal loyalty and he did it with falsetto and song. My love sometimes gets bullied. And he gets scared. Abort. Retreat. And in the same breath he’ll extend his hand. To try reading your soul. That’s how he meets and greets. Love, he be unbreakable. Sometimes see-saw, slightly unstable though. He will supersede your Superman, and rescue when you didn’t think anyone else could save you though. 
He speaks to everyone else within me. Trying to unite and combine them. And some approach him willingly while others run and he tries finding them.

Next to him there is anxiety. She is warm and cold. She’s madness. She’ll convince me I have new enemies, when no altercation has happened. She makes leg shake. Makes concentration break. She is freshly mowed lawn green. She is the most beautiful depiction of disaster, that my soul has ever felt and my eyes have ever seen. She is sleepless nights and Unwanted letters being sent to me. She opens wounds that were almost closed when she conjures up old , cold memories. 

My wonder, She’s the last one. If there are books she’ll take every last one. She finds solace in learning new things. She can adequately explain what to others is confusing. She’s kind of fragile easy bruising. She can create motherboards out of wire hanger and she knows just what she is doing. Her eyes they possess diamonds. In case if ever her light should dim. She has tried to calculate the illusion of time, and even in her failure she’d try again. She is occult, librarian, student. She’s written textbooks in composition Pages. My wonder, still as inquisitive, as a brand new mind. She’s ageless.

Each emotion is its own. While also behaving like a hive mind. 
Each emotion can get lost and take multiple dimensions to find.
I wonder if you hear the screams. Some in agony, some ecstatic. The multiple personalities that reside inside Anger, depression, sadness. Four more must be included my love, anxiety, wonder, and happiness. Some come, some go but even In perceived invisibility, they always do come back again.











294 - The Wind 

The wind whistles.
Unlike your heart.
Because its’ sound prominent, audible. 
Unlike an infant, you can talk. And I’ll listen. 
You get no bottle. Why should I coddle you? 
Why should I push full throttle through? 
When you are barely jogging through.
You’ve forgotten you are made of flesh. 
You only let people see the hard in you. 
You start and stop, to protect your heart. 
Yet you still don’t have no follow through.
The cold has always bothered me. 
I need layers, I’m anemic.
The sun is normally able to be seen, But when looking in your sky I don’t see shit.
Your universe is tilted.
So when you walk, you tend to lean.
There are streets and alleys in your mind that you still  haven’t been between. 
The wind speaks unlike your soul. 
Yet still I’ve put head to heart just to hear you. 
I want to spontaneously combust, in many moons and star dust. 
And sprinkle myself through just to be near you. 
You have tornado power within your eyes. 
Natural disasters reside inside. 
The strength you possess, requiring both right brain and left. 
So with me there should be no divide. 
I have storm shelters ready to protect myself.
As an element you’re liable to flip out.
The wind whispers and I need you to be the antonym. 
Scream my love, just get the shit out...
Please







295 - Black Family 

Black family (n) - 
Black family; 
a structure of insanity; 
a mess that needs to be dismantled; 
a cacophonous calamity; 
something that is not whole; 
something perpetually broken; 
an absentee father; 
and a mother left hoping; 
a child traumatized, 
left coping; 
said child has no way to cope an; 
a latchkey kid; 
unhappy kid; 
welfare; 
food stamps; 
they play the system; 
they play the victim; 
when honestly non comically I say it’s an oppressors mission; 
to make its strength stay hidden; 
a strong black woman; 
mother; 
hero; 
a strong black man; 
a king to fear; 
though, possessing such potential; 
somehow always left behind; 
no housing loans; 
no way to shine; 
no generational wealth; 
bad health; 
hard times; 
always persevering; 
always bouncing back; 
melanin creates resilience; 
black family; 
remain black.
296 - Soul Lost

I wonder is your soul lost.
Take your invisible figurative clothes off.
There's no cost for you to be free.
I want to see you show your soul off. 
I want your confidence to shine so bright. 
It burns your fucking skin love. 
I want your hands to exude light, As soon as you write.
Sun mixed with wind love. 
I wonder is your soul lost. 
Is your consciousness, your whole lost.
I want to compliment your existence.
Until your greatness is what you know of. 

























297 - Starseed

Starseed’s 
A far reach.
And I'm extending limbs until my bones break. 
Ascending sends me to my home place. 
My soul shakes.
Mother Earth quakes. 
Melanin sun. 
How much do souls take.
Do souls make.
Their own source, of power. 
Source of sunlight. 
Starseeds a far reach. 
And I'll be reaching until the sun dies. 
























298 - Black Bodies 

Black bodies in muddy water. 
Racism a bloody slaughter. 
Blood brick and mortar.
It’s sick, it’s sorta. 
a battlefield. Lost lives, A war to. 
Inflict pain on black and brown daughters. 
Bathe melanin in mystified holy water. 
Erase the black. forget those roots. Distort her. 
Bend broken bones into puzzle pieces. disfigure and Contort her.
Make her belief she’s beautiful. they lie and they court her. 
They invite her into their inner circle. Then appropriate and deport her. 
They think it’s right, say it’s sorta. 
A scientific hypothesis. so they take notes, and report her. 
Play with her mind and extort her. 
They don’t ask or consort her. 
Because to them she doesn’t matter. 
Even though they’ve broken and shattered.
Her soul, and her mind see. 
She’s been lost, but she finds me. 
Black beauty. Royalty that binds me. 
Hypnotizes and confines me. 
These black bodies. these black queens. 
These souls that grow and infuse the earth with their seeds. 
Breath birthed in the trees. 
Black queen kill any earthly disease, 
and they see the magic and can’t simply believe. 
That black women, transcends dimensions.
In every star and In all the fallen autumn leaves. 
Black women be life. 
Regardless of circumstance, Black women be dreams.







299 - Eyes Wide Shut

are you awake?
Or just sleeping with your eyes wide.
with your eyes tied behind your mind.
So your vision is blurred. Abused.
Alternate universes have shown you bright vibrant blues.
While reality, stares you in the soul. 
Knees bent praying to you.
Praying that you. 
See the difference in their rainbow.
See the difference in their  hues.
Of greys, and blacks. 
Of pain that smacks and turns taste buds into soldiers. 
You see sun, euphoria and fun.
While ice caps attack your shoulders.
Are you awake? 
Or are you world blind. 
I mean show me that your third eye, Isn’t attached to the world’s mind.
Mass media. Systematic genocide.The school to prison pipeline.
Are you sleeping? Barely breathing.
Can’t you see they don’t want to foster bright minds.
They want conformist views, sudzing brains with fox news.
And you feed into it. Believe in it. 
So are you awake or are you sleeping.
Are you unconscious or are you breathing.
Are you complacent or are you seeking Knowledge.  
I promise. 
The state you’re in Is ever daunting. 
Crazy haunting. 
Ridiculously taunting.
It doesn’t think that you will rise. 
It doesn’t think that earth’s slime will be wiped from your eyes
Doesn’t think you’ll take time, to see the messages sublime.
Are you awake?
Or are you chilling. straight up dormant.
Trying to see reality or are you snoring?
I only ask because it seems that you are calm, cool, and collected. 
Thinking ignorance keeps you protected. 
So once again are you awake? 
Or have you painted woke eyes onto your eyelids 
I want to take you on a trip, only ascension.
Awake, free, and flying. 



































300 - Lightworker 

Pretty sure I was born inside the sun, and accidentally sent to earth.
Switched at birth. I'll always search. 
For my home planet. Damn it. 
I have metaphors inside my flesh. 
they electromagnetically scanned it. 
Claim i'm satanic. 
mind gone. brain broken. damaged. 
So when I speak, their souls grow weak. 
They get upset, and react in panic. 
I think I was accidentally dropped here. 
Accidentally caught where.
no light shines. 
No bright lines, will outline my confines. 
To make finding me any clearer. 
I see indigos and star dust when I look into the mirror. 
Black girl magic, yes they fear her. 
Yes I'm lost, and I'm alone. 
But In a dream I saw my home. 
Received a message, so impressive. 
Such a Different perspective. 
This it said. 
That I was bred to be a leader, and silently command respect. 
That I was born to shine light to darkened skies, and make them glow. 
That enlightenment took time and patience. 
I had a purpose I should know. 
That this is not all just some punishment. 
Some curse of being woke. 
That I was golden. Whole not broken. 
I was a asteroid, filled with light. 
I was special and I was chosen. 
As I awoken, I mean awakened from a dream so real, so raw. 
I finally realized, indeed I was a star. 
That my miscommunications with relations meant as superficial blanket things, 
had been because my whole essence, 
my presence was meant to shaken things. 
Meant to shake things. 
I wasn't meant to fit a norm. 
I was created, inevitably fated to create a silent storm. 
To be different. 
To teach and listen. 
To spread everything I learn. 
I realized I had room to grow, it wasn't quite my turn. 
Every trial, every problem I think meant to do me wrong. 
Is a lesson, secret blessing meant to grow and make me strong. 
I'm sure that I was dropped here, on purpose.
no longer searching for purpose or worth.
It.
will come. 
In due time. 
For now I need to learn as well as plant seeds. 
And be the light that shines. 

























301 - Star

I’m probably a specimen.
A heaven sent disaster.
Embodying earth, and its dark matter.
Three dimensional shell.
Pumped nitrous. Artificial laughter.
Dark mirrors that show light within.
Immune to do. Resistant to shatter. 
I'm probably an orb. 
A Phoenix that has been reborn. 
And when my seams rip. And I fire spit. 
My earthly aura. Broken. Torn. 
I am a fucking anomaly. Myth ridden by facade you see. 
I resist their desire to stifle me, realizing there's a God in me. 
And awkwardly. I stop and see. 
That I have risen higher. 
I am a dragon. Half pen. Half fire. 
Full truth, intuitive roots. 
That's amplified by passionate desire.
I'm probably half manic.
I possess inside myself a planet. 
And understanding what I am born from. 
Is confusing. Shit. Goddam it. 
My genetic makeup is unusual. 
Resilience. From past traumas and wounds,
Beautiful tulips grow. 
Journeys begin, as I ascend.
To keep me grounded. They'd exhume my soul. 
My tune is so poetically hectic. Distorted reality. 
I'm delusional. 
I'm probably an alien.
I probably crashed. 
I'm far from home. I am a star. 
A star alone. I am abstract. 
I am. I'm gone. 



302 - Speech Therapy 

There were syllables inside of you. 
A combination of language letters that nobody had heard yet. 
I don’t believe mistakes are nonexistent. 
Yet your silence is damn near perfect. 
There are Paragraphs you haven’t spoken. 
When is the time for you to purge. 
Get. 
A grip on definitions, construct and coordinate your words. 
Let’s. 
Communicate. 
Let me give you a voice. 
Ursala has taken your voice box. 
You walk on land, sometimes quick sand. 
But you cannot just let your voice stop. 
Take a breath. 
There are these homophones you can play dough with. 
Build stories out of unknowns. 
As babies we learned to walk, so learning to talk will be a sun storm. 
Exercise yourself. 
Sweat out your ability to speak. 
Debate with me. 
Insatiably. 
See conversing makes me weak. 
So find idioms and sit with them.  
In sour times your speech be sweet.
Regurgitate vernacular. 
Code  switch, like language spatula. 
I know retaining new dialect is difficult. 
But you’re passing and that is the status of. 
Your progression. 
I’m just trying to assist this doesn’t have to be a lesson. 
Let me team up with your mind waves. 
I’m known for plumbing, tuning, mind caves. 
You’ve forgotten basic utterance, wanting to depart but this is how your mind stays. Present. 
Build legos out of vocables. 
Skyscrapers out of what you learn. 
I’ve merry go round over adjectives, nouns. 
And your fire fueled spirit still made them burn.
But I rewrote them on your skin. 
Repetitions helps remembrance. 
Trying to teach you the etiquette of how to talk, so it’s not a hindrance. 
There were locutions in your veins, but they got stuck behind blood clots. 
Like your occipital lobe has been caught in a rough, 
confused, entirely too hard, slip knot. 
This is kidney stoned knowledge, trying to pass through a small straw. 
But your progress is incredible.
you’ve bloomed and you’ve come far. 
There were syllables inside of you. 
Scratching like tattoo gun trying to escape, erupt and be out. 
My work is done, and you are ready. 
Don’t wait for later love.
speak now. 
























303 - The Code 

If I tried to talk to you in Morse code, 
would your soul play me hip hop beats back. 
There is a jukebox full of music notes. 
Let me stuff them deep inside your laugh. 
I want to hear Jackson 5 when I tell a joke. 
When you see tragedy, your throat should play hope. 
That everyone can vibe to. 
What if I spoke in Morse code times two. 
Even if Waldo was your government given name, I’d still be able to find you. 
If I whistled loud, across the sea, would you hear, decode, understand it. 
I’d locate you.
in my focus you. 
Even if I was island stranded on land, with you iceberg stuck on titanic. 
I’m planning. 
For us to have our own love language. 
So when people stroll passed they look, wondering what we were saying. 
I tried to knock eleven times. 
Not on wood though, on your brown spine. 
Sure that in exploring other tongue patterns in you, 
I’m convinced I have found time. 
I tried to talk to you in Morse code, 
but let me hold your hand, Conversing through frequency. 
We are a type of indigenous, that has chosen isolation. 
Communicating in our own world peacefully. 













304 - Teddy Bear 

The monsters under my bed, are scared of the teddy bear that guards me. They mistake it for a blanket and an army stacked and guarded. Me and my teddy bear we be thug life. Be inner thoughts. I just need love life. Be, it sucks that so many children have to adjust and live a tough life. 

My teddy got my back see. Won’t let phantoms attack me. This is the closest I’ve ever come to unconditional love. Pitifully. Sadly. I take that back. Teddy bear makes me happy. Takes away sad and imposes laughs happily. My teddy bear won’t ever leave me stranded. Abandoned. Absently. A bear is more empathetic than people, who walk around just drenched in apathy. 

My bear she be my shooter. When I sleep, I am protected. When I’m awake, we wake and bake, and upon her lap is where my locs and heart are headed. The monsters inside my mind, are scared of teddy. They see her through my eyes. Assuming that if they meet her, they’d be doused in ether, and set ablaze. It would be their ultimate demise. 

So when she is near they are bay. Repellent, she keeps them away. 
My bear is multifunctional. She be pillow. She be joyful play. She be a source of warmth. Of comfort. Through clear blue skies, and piecing thunder. My bear be Spartan hard, and I love her like no other. 


















305 - Dead Dreams 

When did you let your dreams die. 
Did you make proper arrangements. 
Were bouquets of flowers delivered to the place picked to be funeral stage. 
What. 
Kind of headstone did you choose. 
Was it quartz or was it granite. 
What was engraved. 
The last words said. 
Or something cheesy, unable to stand it. 
Cut. 
The shit and give me details. 
Did you have to identify dreams up under sheet? 
Did they let you go in. 
Touch your dreams on the skin, or take your hand and graze dreams cheek.  
Tell me who did the makeup. 
Did they embalm dreams one by one? 
If I ever let my dreams plummet to concrete.
I’ll go to this artist to get it done. 
What flyer did you print? 
Did family plant a tree within cement. 
Money has us tethered so tell me how much did it cost. 
What monetary value did you spend? 
When did you let your dreams die. 
Were they hooked up to monitors and tubes? 
I assume you didn’t mean to let it happen.
you must have surely been confused. 
But death is irrevocable. 
So dreams sit lifeless. 
Color draining. 
I remember long ago when what you dreamt was neon painting. 
So, which casket did you pick? 
Luxurious or plain and simple. 
When you eulogize your dreams will your hands shake, will your voice tremble? 
What possessed you to let your aspirations vacate venue? 
Did you send out invitations? 
Sunrise is synonymous with your birthday. 
I can’t imagine what could be more terrible, this must be one of the worst days. 
Of your life.  
You let your dreams skydive alone because you were just too scared of heights. 
And as result, all of your dreams have been stolen and reaped. 
You let your dreams cease to exist and wishfully new ones will be made when you sleep. 



































306 - Life Lemons 

When life gives you lemons, 
You run them over and make sangria. 
This prison hooch can make you feel invincible. 
Make believing. 
Delusions of what you see. 
Just. 
Take ice first, add it in. 
If none is found, look in your heart. 
Then take the lemon juice, that can sometimes soothe. 
Throw it in to make it tart. 
Take some other fruit and cut it up. 
Adding flavor and effect. 
This will be the type of drink, having you forgetting that you’ve slept. 
Discombobulating hours. 
Mixing up clocks and how the time keeps. 
Pour in more than a bit, of a packet or two of wine yeast. 
To make it lovely, velvet red, steep hibiscus leaves and add them. 
When life gives you lemons, just be glad that you have them. 



















307 - Knot Love

Your love was complicated. 
Knotted deep. 
You loved me pretzel. 
I had wanted for so long for someone to make me feel special. 
I was attracted to your labyrinth. 
I was mad, multiple hats. 
That just. 
Could not stay balanced. 
You were obstacle course. 
Force. 
Your heart was maze. 
It was challenge. 
Still I tried tirelessly to solve you. 
Consuming full. Devouring all you. 
When I touched you I would burn. 
Revealing that you were a star. 
You. 
Loved me physics like. 
And I could never quite get physics right. 
But we would crash, there’d be a flash. 
And upon touch our souls would boom with light. 
And then suddenly you tried to compliment me. 
Be partner type like Honey mustard. 
But by then you evoked fear, causing my speech to acquire stutter. 
This is what trauma can do. 
Did you ever stop to wonder. 
If your domino reactions cause foreign butterflies to flutter. 
Your love was vegan dough. 
That was starting metamorphosis.  
A trap door, that made me ask more. 
You took away the floors. 
Made doorless. 
Trust. 
I never wanted disconnection. 
I wanted kisses filled. 
Affection. 
Your love was complicated and simultaneously it was the best thing. 
I’ve ever had the melancholic pleasure to have been apart of. 
Snyder’s has no hold on you. Invested in, embedded in. 
You are the definition of knot love. 




































308 - Unwanted Magnitude

I tried to douse you in what was magical. 
Tried to light fire to your star dust. 
My absent minded tendencies didn’t think or care if you’d combust. 
I wanted to see you in grand view. 
And so I tried to make you spectacle. 
I didn’t doubt your inner power.
I always knew that you were special. 
So. 
I tried to exploit it. 
Although I didn’t mean to, in the end I couldn’t ignore it. 
You were star bound. 
You were star found. 
You were treasure dug up from deep down earth. 
I didn’t want to buy you. 
No price could be assigned to what you’re worth. 
Still I tried to make you bigger. 
Tried to multiply what you possessed inside, to come up with a tangible type of figure. 
It took for me to do this to realize that you weren’t tangible. 
You were half fairy, half Tourmaline, half animal. 
There was no need to ignite you. 
My ignorance didn’t get the memo. 
In other dimensions we have tangoed in situations ever eventful. 
I tried to magnify your light. 
But now I know you didn’t need it. 
For any wattage I put in your view to surpass. 
You take hold. Light your soul, and exceed it.











309 - Meteor Shower

When you cried, meteors fell from the sky. 
They looked like giant fire flies. 
You were determined to paint the stratosphere crimson. 
With a pain that came and sprayed a wisdom. 
Only heartbreak could articulate. 
Your sadness, I’d never anticipate. 
I don’t want to burn in your presence, I want to turn your tears into golden gates. Because I care and ultimately want crisis to be averted. 
You need to know that someone is concerned. 
I need for your truth to be firm and certain. 
Let me take ice pick and break through, the tears you cried the day before. 
Rock and tektite is what’s left, when heat escapes fallen meteors. 
When you cried, Armageddon seemed for sure, the next event. 
I vow to stop your meteors, with every fiber and most sincerest intent. 























310 - Of Spiritual Withdrawal & Rebirth

I wonder if the things that lay inside you hear alarm clocks. You’ve been self medicating too long, and it’s time you make self harm stop. Amphetamines are cool, until they go boom and make your heart pop. I know that’s it’s been hard but it’s because your energies are hard blocked. And by energy, I mean chakras. You’re not grounded. Your root is messed up. A red orb that pulses within your being. Life has seemed like a game of chess. Love. You don’t need to seek outside sources. A natural high, it resides in you. You’ve hidden from yourself the reservoir. So you seek the things that hide in you.

You’ve staged protests in your mind. Naysayers taunted and they laughed at you. You’ve been lost and so it’s hard to feel the power that emanates from sacral boo. Your thoughts have always been too small to pass through. And you need to breathe and make them bigger. You’re too beautiful a flower to let lack of oxygen make you wither. You deserve everything. You deserve the best love. There is sanctuary if you look within. You will find a beautiful nest of. All the positive things within your life you should’ve kept love. 

Let me evoke wisdom and strength. Improve soul rank, and solar plexus. Let yellow hues baptize you. I need for you to swim in what seems golden. I need vigorous backstroking, to be transformed into the norm of hoping. I want the sun inside yourself to beam through. Floating upwards through a stream. You. Should embody the brightest Sun ray, that eyes ever tolerate or see.  

You’ve been hurting for awhile. And now you don’t know where to start. You’ve felt despondent. A certain longing, and so you need to heal your heart. You need lime greens and dark greens, and green limes, and green darks. You need every green tinted object to instill fondness and do it’s part. I know it’s hard just to be sober. This exorcism is almost over. You’ll feel better when you detox, and to yourself you’ll feel closer. Just stay present and here with me. Even through feelings of lacking air.  It seems, like only when you medicate, can you recollect your dreams. 

Hands grasping at neck. Hard to breathe, Like you may choke. You’ve had issues communicating because there’s a blockage in your throat. It’s been inactive for too long, like you’ve forgotten how to spoke. Or, like you’ve forgotten how to speak. I don’t want you to be mute. You deserve a voice. You deserve speech. Because people should be able to hear you. There should be a presence when they are near you. Being clean and not being intoxicated is nothing you need to fear. Who. Hurt you so bad, that now even when resting you’re not sleeping. Both your eyes have pupils. Corneas. But they’re incapable of seeing.  You put contacts on, put glasses on, to attain better vision and keep a birds eye. And even still twenty/twenty is void, you’ve got to activate your Third eye. 

Once open, you will be enlightened to the sensation of how unconditional love feels. You’ve been dormant for so long you’ve hallucinated whether love’s real. This google search signs itself with your signature. Because this transformation it be doctorate. Needing authorization. Special Notoriety. Your peripheral vision will mimic impeccable skill. So even when distracted you’ll still have your eye to lead. Your  intuition should surely blossom.  In summer, winter, spring and autumn. You should catch every falling star descending. In your minds net you should have caught them. 

And at this time you should be shaking. Artificial drugs seeping out of you. You are a stuffed animal and I be claw. Grabbing, to help ascend the outer you. I just want to crown you boo. Restore spirituality to what you’ve deemed faithless. You’ve requested distance from self for too long. This will be claustrophobic. This won’t be spacious. This will resemble taste buds void of taste, being injected now able to taste. Just. Comprehend, please know I understand that this is exceptionally scary. The drugs. The buzz, to you they’re family. But for some reason you’ve been unable to really innerstand, be. Confident in your abilities. Clock set within has finally gone off loud. And you’re finally able to hear because self medication no longer hinders your perception of sound. You don’t need to distort your reality. Doing that to self is in fact, not love. Come to rehab with me, and you can leave happily. Sober, without a blockage in your chakras.




















311 - Closed Eyes & Happenings

What happens when you close your eyes, and you’re greeted with past trauma. 
When nightmares have made you quite scared, and you’ve turned your bedroom into sauna. 
Clothes sticking to your body. 
In this instance breaking attachment is hard. 
As if your clothes protect from monsters. 
Death. 
As if your T-shirt be a guard. 
Do you melt within queen bed frame. 
Can you articulate, well said pain. 
Will you cry, and will your eyes secrete blackness causing bed stain. 
Are you aware when lids from eyes have fallen. 
When breath slows and you lay under cover warm. 
Do you feel the wind inside your dwelling. A hurricane, tornado, storm. 
Tsunamis form.
When consciousness is not you. 
Natural Disasters may have caught you. 
I wonder if you know how to handle night terrors, has anyone ever taught you. 
What happens when you close your eyes. 
Do you see pleasantries or suffering? 
Would you rather stay right where you are or be transformed into another dream. Otherwise called a nightmare. 
Shadows scribble hieroglyphics on your walls. 
Only viewable with black light. 
They tell stories, of agony and still glory.
This seems sublime, Egyptian cat like. 
There seems to be a brewing war, between your right and black soul portals. 
The images inside your mind are focused on destroying you. 
It’s a disservice to let them win. 
Your light should shine even when slumber deep. 
When your eyelids take you hostage, even in silence can your slumber speak? 
And save you from whatever may attack you when unpleasant pictures approach you. When your eyes close, can you save your soul? 
Or will the demons apprehend and choke you. 




312 - The Unseen

Every time I looked at you, You rendered yourself invisible. 
I tried to touch your hair. The air. To give myself a visual. 
You stayed hidden from my eyesight. Too sour was the limelight. 
I wanted to take off with you, and you were scared to fly. 
Too scared of heights. 
I tried to reverse finger paint you. 
Throwing multiple colors into nothingness. 
It may not have been a professional picture, 
but your silhouette was still something. 
Such.
Heavy combat does it take me. Yelling into you makes me crazy. 
You aren’t viewable. You sewer you. 
Because this shit is unfathomable. Your sun be shady. 
So that nobody can see your shadow.
You wield machete as if in battle. 
I want to uplift your essence, and you’re convinced I want to drag you. 
So you turn your 3D off. 
You wring yourself until color bleeds out. 
And so I can’t find you with my ears. 
You abuse voice box, obstructing option to speak out. To speak loud. 
Invisibility and silence it becomes you.
If a tree fell in a forest would I then hear it in the jungle. 
Not if it wears the shoes, 
and sings the blues that makes you melancholy and stumble.
“It’s been a long time coming.” Sam Cooke, you thread together in a mumble. 
Even with my glasses I can’t see you. 
You are not doll. I will not keep you. 
I want to look into your eyes and show you that your soul is equal. 
If only you’d let me see you. 
Harry has given you invisibility cloak, and so you cower away, while I seek you.  
Every time I’ve taken picture, you disappear like you are vampire. 
Like I need garlic. Like you are heartless. 
But even still I’d be your fan. 
Sire. 
Me into your safe space. 
Show me dimension that you disappear to. 
I’ll come to the upside down with you. 
Without  the most minuscule droplet of fear. 
I’m just tired of this vision block. I see all but you, so it seems I’m blind. 
You have the power to make vision stop, I have the power to halt time. 
So I will freeze minute and hour hands, until you decide to bare your all. 
It’s like you think I’ll run away, from you. 
Flailing arms, screaming appalled. 
We won’t go anywhere until our eyes meet. 
Show me your essence and I’ll make time speak. 
I bet you have a beauty that causes flood and it makes time weep. 
But I have never seen it. 
I’ve heard folklore that you’re real but I need to proof for me to believe it. 
And if showing self and showing you seems too much,
just show your lock and I will pick it. 
Because I feel as if once you are seen it’ll be the best dream I’ve ever witnessed. 

























313 - Best friends 

All my friends are inanimate. 
They are compositions, pens and pencils. 
They are metaphors that spread galore. 
They mix and mingle with innuendos.
I prefer to keep my circle cursive small. It’s easy, simple. 
There is nothing that I haven’t been through, 
to which I haven’t brought my pen through. 
I can create other personalities on paper. 
So I don’t have to interact with those that are real. 
And when my friends and I gather in communion, 
it’s an ecstasy type of feel. 
My friends they all support me. Help me articulate my story. 
My notebook has grown umbrella strong, 
and it has shielded me from weather, stormy. 
I am protected in this pencil case. 
It may seem like my mental is opposite of straight. 
But I love the utopias, the way I can open up, 
the way they all make me feel safe. 
I couldn’t do this with other humans. 
They judge, face smug, assuming. 
Like a dark energy that is flying invisible around you, always looming. 
I don’t need to hide the inner me. They elevate my energy. 
When we all collide, we all combine, in a supernatural kind of synergy. 
My friends they don’t talk verbally. 
We play scrabble with our words you see. 
We engage with similes. And fuse sarcasm with hyperbole. 
This friendship it be equal. 
Together tranquility becomes us. Peaceful.
 All my friends are inanimate. 
And they are superior to people. 







314 - Here For You 

I just want to see what’s up with you when you are down. 
When you’re uncomfortable, untouchable. My goal is to still be around. 
Even if your thoughts make it hard to talk. Your voice no sound.  
I’m trying to build around you. 
Be support system. Your hearts insecure, a sure symptom. 
Of every illness before me that infected you and then went ghost. Missing. 
I just want to make you warm. There is no catch. 
I know right now it seems unfathomable, hyperbole, a stretch. 
But I will restore equilibrium and be amnesia serum, making you forget. 
All the ones that have done you wrong. Now rendering them dead. 
One last time. 
You were the victim, so why is there prison, that has nestled itself deep in your mind. 
I just want to be hot air balloon. Come touch the sky with me. 
There are no drugs involved but I would like you to get high with me. 
It’s been too long since you were acquainted with the emotion of excitement. We. 
Are in this together now. 
If you are low, I’ll gather feathers round. 
I’ll make sure you reach great heights. So close to sky you control weather now. You’ve been running for so long, I want to be a change of pace my love.
Sadness has become you, I want to brighten up your face my love. 
This load is far too heavy, give it here, give me the weight my love.
I need you to understand that this is exactly what was always planned. 
We were written in the stars. Signing signatures in sand.
I just want to be your happiness. 
Restoring smile, giving back omnipotent light. 
You’ll never be alone again. I’m here now, it’s alright. 











315 - Consume You

I want to consume your thoughts. 
Take bite out of your inner membrane.
I’m not trying to ruin your clothes, 
but on your soul let me induce pen stain. 
I’ll carve new memories into your spinal cord. 
I want to be the reason you walk different. 
Surgically removing most of your tragedies.
I’m not Meredith Grey, so there are sure to be some spots missing. 
I mean, I don’t just want to hear your history. 
My love I want to taste it. 
I’m allowing you to create fire within me, and I don’t plan on escaping. 
Let me eat you. 
The stars in your eyes I want to metabolize.
I’m trying to infiltrate and be you. 
Windex wiping your foggy windows, 
until they become translucent and see through. I see you. 
And I have 4 other senses. 
I only want one more of those satiated, there are no pretenses. 
I have these taste buds that are lonely. 
They occupy tongue through rain and silence. 
Come meet with them, come speak with them, 
turn grey goosebumps ever vibrant. 
There are diamonds lining your aura, but you don’t realize that you’re special. 
Give me fork and spoon. Let me absorb your moons and simultaneously ingest you. 
Take off your cloak show me the best you. 
The one you’ve kept locked. 
I don’t only want to eat your thoughts.
I want to savor the flavor of your heart. 
Be one with me. Be sun with me. 
I’ll transform darkness into uv rays. 
Rain is integral to growth, but now I renew hope and sunny days. 
Let’s break bread together. 
With you being the main course. 
I’ll become fountain of renewable resource. 
Becoming nourishment and your main source, of pleasure. 
Pass yourself through me, let’s do this together. 
I want to consume your thoughts. 
Create smorgasbord out of every neurological synapse. 
Assuming you’d let me, ingest thee... perhaps 





































316 - Love Spells & Poetry 

Can I write poetry on your voice box?
So you can still speak even when your voice stops? 
Can you open yourself to everything I am? 
I don’t have time to try to force locks. 
Contort. Not.  Abstract. 
This is Straightforward. 
Speak your mind please. 
Although it’s an illusion.
I still don’t feel like wasting time. Please. 
Let me scribble gibberish on your rib cage.
I promise you’ll be able to decipher it. 
I’ll elevate you if you let me. 
You’re not heavy. This for sure is the lightest lift. 
I’ve ever taken hold of. 
I know it’s unfamiliar, strange. 
You’ve never really known love. But let me introduce you. 
Become more than acquaintances with my heart. 
I plan to be cathartic let me soothe you. 
If you get lost. I’ll surely pause. 
I’ll handy dandy notebook, draw you blues clue. 
The moon you. Possess inside. 
Lunar energy. Epidemic. Contagious. 
Let me write sonnets on your heart. 
This type of picture, it will be frameless. 
Not needing to be confined by box, or by anything that resembles such. 
I know becoming canvas is nerve wrecking. Your hands tremble. 
Love. 
I am not here to demolish you. Implant bomb into your abdomen. 
I want to write stanzas on the back of your calves, 
and maybe be the reason you laugh again. 
My fingers they be bic pen. My eyes be sharpie markers. 
Let me infiltrate what you always thought you’d have to face alone. 
Let me integrate and be apart of. 
The pieces within you that you only pull out and criticize when night falls, pure darkness.
Can I write poetry in your every crevice? 
You liquify my mind, it’s like I’m headless. 
Like you’re a marathon I want to prepare for, so I research and look up stretches. 
Just to be in shape for you. 
Your smile. Every trace of you. 
In my galaxy you are ubiquitous, commodity, insatiable. 
I just want to give you a masterpiece. That you see on and in yourself. 
So that every time you recite my words, a surge of confidence erupts. 
Love spell. 

































317 - Jack & The Beanstalk

I wish I had a beanstalk. 
One that rooted itself deep within the crown of my head, 
and stretched upwards towards foggy atmosphere. 
Jack he climbed and climbed even though he couldn’t see what was approaching near. 
He just climbed. 
His purpose, to retrieve something of value to him that had been stolen. 
Something that without, he would’ve felt empty and broken. 
He climbed. 
Ready to face whatever monsters lay at the other end. 
Ready to slay enemies masquerading as friends. 
He was looking for something. And perhaps I’m looking for something too. 
Someone evil stole something from me. 
And that something was you. 

I wish I had a beanstalk. 
One pumped full of GMOs. To accelerate its rate of growth. 
So that it would reach the very height I need to get to. 
To either retrieve you and bring you back, 
or to erase and try to forget you. 
And I’m not one to be careless or forgetful. 
Especially of an entity I viewed as meant for me and special. 
See Jack would’ve went to war. 
And here I am, sword drawn and still trying to climb. 
The difference between love and insanity, can be crossed easily. 
It’s such a thin line. 
So maybe I’ve crossed it. 
Maybe relating fairytale to reality has solidified that I’ve lost it. 
Maybe love can be sweet, and still poisonous and toxic. 
And maybe once you’ve strapped up for the ride, there is no way to pause it. 
Unless you’re stolen. Like you were. Or did you run away? 

I wish I had a beanstalk. 
I light a candle and I say. 
Just so I’d be able to see you. 
If you even want to be found. 
Maybe you’re delighted playing hopscotch between the clouds. 
Maybe beanstalks break under the weight, and I fall to the ground. 
Like thunder piercing sky. 
A cacophonous boom. Resonating and loud. 

I wish I had a beanstalk. 
Even if it didn’t grow. 
Even if the seed I planted was a placebo just for show. 
Jack, he found his lost thing. 
He outsmarted giant to return it to its rightful place. 
But in order to do that he had to invade giants sacred space. 
I’m not so sure that I should burglarize. 
Doubt takes hold and I start shaking. 
Because at this very moment, I’m not so sure that you were taken. 
Maybe you staged some type of upset. An internal, uncivil type of unrest. 
Creating thoughts that you were kidnapped when in reality you just left. 
You did not want to be reunited.
And you didn’t want me to locate you. 
If this is the case I would’ve preferred honesty. 
I do not loathe, and no I do not hate you. 
I just wish you let me know your feelings... your thoughts. 
I wish you would’ve emoted in the moment and talked. 
But I no longer wish to sow, or grow, a beanstalk... 


















318 - Twitter & Substance [of self] Abuse 

Twitter attention span. 
Yet trying to be Steven King novel deep. 
When if a word is too difficult, your brain shuts off and you sleep. 
Substance refuses to occupy you. 
So you sit vacant, yet pretending you are feast full. 
You are paragraph chopped in half. 
It will only take milliseconds to read you. 
I’ve waged war with your type before, 
but I am trying to remain peaceful. 
Assuming that someone imprisoned your intelligence, 
and there must surely be a key to. 
Unlock it. 
I asked you to read my soul and you stared back, borderline distraught with. 
The length of it. 
Someone stole your love of learning. 
So must we regrow and quadruple strengthen it. 
You have more than two eyes. You need to realize and awaken it. 
A difference in opinion or need to research should not induce earthquake. 
But then. 
Who’d be easy access when drinks are done, and night comes to an end. 
Facades last for so long, before you have to stop with the pretending. 
40 characters is what you’re worth. 
So stories of depth could never erupt from you. 
Anyone who doesn’t fact check, is gullible and corruptible. 
So there’s no need to let guard down and labyrinth try trusting you. 
Icarus flew too close to the sun, and shallow souls they are combustible. 
You type and speak in one liners. 
So you can never quite get your whole thought out. 
You tweet “am I alive, or have I clawed and gnawed my heart out” .. 
Retweets are inevitable. See this is the real IQ test. 
Pupils glued to phone. 
Refreshing to see who’s liked, commented, who’s next. 
But when I bore myself exposed to you. Autobiography under black light. 
As if to mask your own illiteracy, you chuckled. Started to laugh. 
I. 
Could never be so dense. 
So egocentric that even the connotation of that word would escape you. 
Tying bandana to the back of books, a makeshift type of cape boo. 
I believe dictionaries and everything literary may save you. 
I believe you need to relearn. Still your well-being, is my concern. 
Because, rehabilitation within you, is in your reach. It’s possible. Perhaps past learning environments to you, were asinine and toxic. 
You.
Have to be ready for metamorphosis. 
Ready to take and lasso knowledge. 
But I cannot teach you. I mean I cannot reach you. 
Because what you’re hooked on is not phonics. 





























319 - PS4

Sometimes I sit cross legged on queen bed. 
Concentrating hard. 
Trying to learn how to teleport and explore. 
Trying to infiltrate and ultimately become. 
See I wish I was your PS4. 
I meditated and almost got lost in your hands. 
Grazing, caressing and holding me. 
I stood in front of you many times before. 
Reading line for line. 
Yet you still couldn’t decipher the soul of me. 
You saw rock and granite and were colorblind to the gold in me. 
Unless I was disguised as new update. 
You’d see me if I were your gaming system. 
I’ll whisper memories over the background music, 
and ironically that is when you listen. 
You take abdomen turned button. 
And you make your way through megapixel graphics. 
You’ve aroused me even though I am invisible. 
I can’t decide which side of the predicament is more tragic. 
You pound cheat code after cheat code,
and then mind questions if cheating is something you’re not new to. 
I’ve attempted many times to make soul food out of you, 
but only controller gets to consume you. 
If you knew that beneath plastic and electrical current, it is me you’re touching. 
Would you recoil as if disgusting or continue on as if it’s nothing. 
If I could transform into your PS4, maybe then I’d be of value. 
Maybe then I’d be the sun that lights your sky, 
instead of stuck descending in the shadows. 
You’d care for me, be there for me. You’d actually try protecting me. 
It wouldn’t be tedious spending time with me. 
You wouldn’t afterwards be wallowing regretfully. 
I would never have to worry. 
But instead I am at war with plastic box. 
It has taken virtual key and unlocked your brass and steel heart.
You animate PS4 and give her skeleton. 
You give her lips with which to converse with you. 
When I can’t ask you simple questions. 
And. 
You’ve given her wardrobe, masked as CDroms otherwise called games. 
You’ve given her dignity and bestowed upon her royal name. 
I wish I was your PS4. 
Then I’d be outfitted as royalty, as queen. 
But on this earthly plane. It would only happen, in my dreams. 

































320 - Black Girl (Part 2) 

Black girl you view pavement. 
You and cement, you two be best friends. 
But if you’re staring at the ground, head held down,
can sound alert you of when this earth, misidentified,
and disguised as nurturing nest ends. 
Black girl you are a target. 
You are a target made of bronze. 
And your ancestors flow within you, 
when you hum Mahalia Jackson, or slave era songs. 
Black girl, I know constant rain can get heavy. 
Especially when it combines with your locs. 
This is a crown that’s what they tell me. 
And so any thoughts of cutting them abruptly stop.
Black girl, be unapologetic. 
Stand proud in truth and flaunt Ebonics. 
Exhibit the parts of you they expect you to hate because they’ve taunted.
Black girl, 
seek other black girls. 
No words needed. 
Communicate in sign language. 
I mean communicate in 11 different blinking patterns and lip twists. 
This is what you’d call eye language. 
But we all speak it. 
Black girl you are royalty, and I need to affirm until you believe it. 
Black girl they’ve tried to break you.
Label you angry with no cause. 
When they are choking, shooting, and killing our brothers and sons, 
yet hiding behind the law. 
Black girl come take my shoulder. 
Cry right now. This is a safe space. 
You’ve had to appear iron man for far too long. 
In my embrace this is ‘life break’ space. 
Black girl you birth society. 
Twelve nations erupt from your womb. 
And so they try to push you out, making you believe there is no room. 
When there is plenty. 
Black girl you don’t burn in the sun, she kisses you, like honey. 
You tango with the sun rays and the production is beyond lovely. 
Black girl you deserve praise. 
You deserve flowers on random days. 
You deserve all the reparations that government should’ve gave. 
Or given. 
Black girl they want your mind to facade and trick itself,
into believing it’s within prison. 
This is a part of a carefully constructed system. 
To dismantle you. 
Black girl they’ve tried to destroy your essence,
because they can’t keep up nor can they dance with you. 
The culture receiving god in all her melanin glory, 
when those not of us only can briefly sample you. 
Black girl I’m right behind you. 
Stumbles may occur, but Queen I got you. 
You be caterpillar waiting to emerge as butterfly. 
Aunts and grandmas, they have taught you.
How when you’re someone with gold embedded in their skin,
The world can seem quite awful. 
Black girl you keep your head up. 
There is a village right behind you. 
And if the worlds cruelness ever loses your soul, 
we will be near to guide and find you. 
We will be there to remind you. 
To keep going….Black girl. 














321 - Price Is Right

Your soul is like the price is right. 
Not guaranteed to be mine. 
Having to estimate the worth of you. 
When you’re Omnipotent. 
You be sublime. 
How can I be expected to quantify pricelessness. 
Is this supposed to be impossible. 
Can I receive a hint or something that’s meant,
to make this feat more plausible. 
There are others standing next to me. 
Trying to garner attention and get noticed too. 
You embody a love that leaves lost entities more hopeful. 
You. 
Are difficult to put a price on. 
I bite my nails and think of calculus. 
In which there are imaginary numbers. 
I. Refuse to be left out of this. 
And if the numbers in this realm, can’t quantify or explain you. 
Then maybe the dimension of master mathematicians will help tutor, 
or just rain through. 
We are timed here on this game show. 
If I lose you, if would be painful. 
You take depression and anxiety and normalize so I’m not shameful. 
Of my shortcomings. 
They called my name to place a bid on you. 
And my purple shirt, down aisle, came sure running. 
To get to you. 
Your soul is like Price is right. 
I don’t have adequate time to try to sift it through. 
Cheesecloth and find gold. 
So In this instance I’ll gladly accept as substitute, pyrite. 
You goddess stand center stage. Melanin glowing in the limelight. 
I’m affirming that I will win you. 
Telling the universe that the time's right. 
It’s hard to settle on a cost when doing so would just confine price. 
Your soul is like a game show. 
One I’ve watched many times as a child, while great grandma Dot fixed butter biscuits. 
Although this isn’t game nor play. You induce nostalgia, reminiscent. 
Maybe I can infer priceless. Instead of prices. Something different. 
Your soul is something abstract. 
It is multidimensional. Multifaceted. 
And hopefully whatever monetary number sequence I give, will be correct. 
Even if on accident. 

































322 - To Break Someone: An Unintentional Experiment

I wonder how it feels to break someone. 
Hear the very moment soul snaps and disconnects from conscious thought. 
Not everything that falls from the sky is meant to be ‘rock a bye baby’ cradled and caught. 
What would happen if I made you experiment. 
Letting your entirety crash to the ground. 
Silence is something you’ve mastered. 
So even though deafening. 
Nobody, nowhere would hear even an utterance of sound. 
And once you are shattered. 
Once you’ve distorted molecular matter. 
Should a surprise party emerge, filled with such an infectious, vibrato filled laughter. 
That you can not take part in. 
Before being molded into kinetic sand and then crushed. 
Giggles helped you ascend. 
You were boisterous. Lighthearted. 

I wonder how it feels to break someone. 
And not by simple observation. 
I want to demolish. 
To take affluent soul and contort.
And with a swift motion, make wealthy one impoverished. 
What would happen if I made you case study. 
Treating everyone the same who in your shadow came subsequently after. 
I’ve been Picasso in past lives.
I want to paint with your soul splatter.
And see if it makes masterpiece. 
Or pixelated photo trash. 
Things that don’t succumb to perils that plague them easily, 
need to be barreled into fast. 

So let me run to you. 
Let me run through you. 
At the highest speed imaginable.
The highest speed ever fathomable.
Disregarding my own health.
Sprinting towards your silhouette.
Through disastrous and catastrophic terrain.
Even with my asthma. 

I wonder how it feels to break someone.
And I mean break them down to their plasma. 
Would I be able to clearly separate in Petri dish.
The semi pleasant, and visibly black (for lack of a better word) bad stuff.

Let me probe you. 
In Comprehending all the aspects of brokenness, 
Means I’d have to magnify. 
Microscope and focus you. 
80x on your whole being.
So I then could detail notes about the whole of you.
As whole and complete as you could possibly be. 
After being splintered. Broken. Food desert, so no real sustenance for the soul of you. 
Which could’ve been an option, when trying to construct some semblance of the older you. 

I know you. 
I knew you. 

That is until my obsession began with broken things. 
You were angel. Golden, starred halo. 
and my inability at composure. 
It broke your wings. 

I didn’t mean for it to happen. 
But once it did. I had to camouflage. 
Had to destroy you multiple times.
I had your heart, and having that, 
was like wielding, and having the hand of gods. 

I needed you to believe I never meant to splice you. 
Never Meant to obliterate and crack you. 
I couldn’t dare admit that this was all mirage. Facade, just an act to. 
Cover up the mistake I made. 
Your dilapidation was never my intention. 
I gutted you time and time again. 
Pitting you without your permission. 

I wonder what it’s like to break someone. 
And once you were in pieces,
the experiment still needed to be finished and conducted. 
From observation it seems the inflictor of pain, feels everything. 
While the broken subject, 
numb, 
feels nothing.

- to break you is to break me






























323 - To Feud With Bridges

I’ve never liked bridges. 
The way they suspend by strings, cords and coils.
Ready and eager to play Russian roulette with your footsteps. 
Swinging happily, 
when in the very forefront of its mind, 
it wants to erase, obliterate. 
It deplores you. 

I’ve never liked bridges. 
How careless they are playing hopscotch with breath patterns. 
Inhales and exhales are rendered asinine. 
Why is it that only touching the clouds and escaping certain death matters. 

I just, have never like bridges. 
Booby trap disguised as elevated, elongated, sky slide. 
How dare this contraption have the audacity, to make me cower and from sky hide. 

I’ve never understood why pavement couldn’t have easily been put in place instead of. As a means for crossing uncharted territory. 
How even in combat packed with skillful combinations, of duck, punch, & infinite body shots. 
Bridge still emerged. Swinging with pride. With ascended glory. 

I’ve never been one to have a dilemma. 
And not turn it into a lesson. 
Turning statements into thought provoking questions.
Something tangible that I could learn from. 
I have a gasoline lined Dr. Scholls soul insert. 
Bridges morph into sacrifice. 
I want to burn them. 
Set flame to every crossing, 
I couldn’t conquer due to fear. 

I’ve Never liked bridges. 
I want to make them disappear. 
Become lost. With no location. 
No blueprint to rebuild them. 
I want to annihilate every bridge that ever made me feel less than. 
I want to pummel. Want to kill them. 

They say burning bridges is something one should never do. 
They claim I’ll need that bridge again one day. 
I never listened. 
In my defense, those are words a bridge would say. 
To deflect the pressure from them. 
Which would then make me walk away. 

I’m scared of heights for I have no wings to crash land. 
I’m deathly afraid of oceans. 
Learning to swim wasn’t in my plans. 
My equilibrium is never calibrated. 
So skating and gymnastics, I’m not privy to. 
But I know like the back of my hand. 
How to make skies eulogize, beach secrete sand. 
And I’m an unlicensed professional, on how to burn a bridge or two.






















324 - Sound Of Silence

What does your silence sound like? 
Is it loud or is it quiet. 
Just because it’s not heard, 
people believe there’s no sound in silence. 
They underestimate its power. 
Silence vibrates, African drums. 
It can imprison and destroy causing whole body to be numb. 
Is your silence technicolor? 
Do rainbows conjoin when your silence rains? 
Is it at a tug of war with your happiness and pain? 
Is your silence baritone? 
Does it shake and rattle bones? 
Does your silence have a friend? 
Or is it introvert, alone? 
What does your silence sound like? 
Does it sound like indigo ripples? 
Does it tornado crash? Accelerating, fast? 
Enough force to rip through your middle? 
Does it appear in hues of blues and violets?
Is there a calm before the storm or is it catastrophically violent? 
Does it have multiple personalities? 
Do you know who lives inside your silence? 
Does your silence vibrate through dimension? 
Has it allowed you and spirit to connect? 
Does speaking ever become a reflex in which you forget? 
Does your silence sound like prison? 
Cement walls, that you must live in? 
Or Does your silence sound like paradise? 
A scenic utopia to meditate and sit in? 
Does your silence sound acidic? 
Or does it sound alkaline to heal you? 
I’ve asked you all these questions yet I still can’t seem to hear you.
Does your silence sound like forever? 
Or does it sound broken, temporary? 
Is the darkness with your lack of words, 
something you regard and see as scary? 
What does your silence sound like? 
Let me feel every word you’ve never said. 
As we connect and I speak to your silence. 
Inside your mind, your soul, your head.




































325 - Your Smile 

Your smile smells like a new house sold, and marigolds and laughter. 
Like fire flies, in a star fire sky, after mason jars have aided in their capture. 
Your smile looks like sunshine. 
And simultaneously, a rainbow. 
Although precipitation never occurred, you’re still able to make the rain go. 
It looks like brush strokes, and infinite practice. 
Your smile looks like high definition and passion. 
Your smile looks like every answer to every question my heart could ask.
And. 
Your smile feels like home. 
Like warm clothes fresh out the dryer. 
Feels like whoa, feels like oh, as it sets my soul on fire. 
It feels like 90’s music, and nostalgic Nickelodeon. 
Feels like child me and my mothers arms affectionately enfolding me again. 
Feels like summer nights, October days, like sprinklers on charcoal streets.
Your smile feels the most of all like such a permeating peace. 
Your smile sounds like symphonies, and I mean your smile, not your laugh. 
While others may hear silence even teeth hide and seek between lips.
I hear the instruments of your future and past. 
Sounds like white noise and waterfalls and babies laughing while they sleep. 
Your smile sounds like every secret I’ve ever had to keep. 
Sounds like waves crashing, like days passing, like Tibetan singing bowls. 
Your smile sounds like the epitome of everything that encompasses soul. 
Your smile taste like mango that has just literally come off tree. 
Taste like raspberries and black cherries and everything rendered sweet. 
Your smile taste like melanin, like dark chocolate. 
Taste like fairies. 
Like relinquishing all phobias so that nothing is able to scare me. 
Your smile has taken all senses. 
It has transported me inside of you. 
And its wild that 
all of this is a result just of your smile boo





326 - When Adversity Becomes You

They didn’t like the stories our bones told. 
How we rose from the fire ever pleasant and gracious. 
They hated the stories within our veins. 
So they tried to deface and make us faceless.
Tried to dispose, oppose, erase us. 
Yet their rubber couldn’t tarnish us. 
We had bullseyes on our foreheads.
Yet they still couldn’t adequately target us. 
They didn’t like the stories our bones told. 
How waves echoed through our silence. 
How tsunamis infiltrated their subconscious perforating them mentally with the same amount of violence. 
They tried to impose. 
They disliked the fact that our souls bled from our bones. 
How heart drums stretched miles to communicate when we were alone. 
How even on water, we found underground railroads, 
escaping bondage by personal sacrifice through aquatic pathways unknown. 
They tried to Snow White our truth. 
Making fairytale out of real History. 
They stole us from our land then pretended our origin was mystery. 
They didn’t like the stories our bones told. 
How we spoke sign language even with no fingers to sign with. 
Then they told us we could escape by worshipping one of them cause he was divine. This. 
Is how we were supposed to live. 
Separated from mother young, no family, sold. 
They take our blankets, leave us naked, then complain when we are cold. 
They said pray with your pain, give it to him and pray it whole. 
They hated the fact that the frequency within our bones showed us that we had control. If we took it.
They hurricane rained, our bones they shook and. 
it was as if they knew although we were forbidden to read.
our bones contained generations of books. 
Damn. 
They hated what our bones portrayed. 
Even In slumber, our genetic makeup, prophetic shakeup, the imprint it stayed. 
Our strength was literally oozing
out of our bones, 
and they hated that maybe that would take us back home.






































327 - Eye Thoughts 

What do your eyes think? 
You already divulge your mind, now I want to hear your eyes speak. 
I want to hear the screams nobody hears when your eyes blink.
When it appears you’re floating effortlessly but inside you drown and your eyes sink. What stories do your eyes tell? 
Even when you’re under, and you’re dancing with lost loved ones in your slumber, 
I still hear it. 
Hear your eyes yell. 
Where do your insides dwell. 
Are your eyes a danger zone? 
Just by looking at you I have seen your downturned pupils become your home. 
What do your eyes feel? 
Ghosts of lives passed, eyes made of glass. 
I’m trying to decipher if your eyes are real. 
Does alter reside inside, should I pay my tithes or kneel. 
Within you. 
Are your eyes 300 spartan, guarding, ready to defend you. 
Are they desolate, dilapidated?
Has all life vacated the venue. 
Are your eyes butterflies ready and waiting with wings to help ascend you? 
What do your eyes say? 
Do they speak gibberish, added shiftlessness? 
What games do your eyes play? 
Will they appear Monday darkness, when in fact they are jubilation on a Friday? 
Do they speak sideways? 
Do they make your mind race? 
I want to know in what abode your mind stays. 
Because that is the place I want to be in. 
So that you and I can combine soliloquy’s and I can be the vision
your eyes are really seein’.








328 - Musical Bones

My bones vibrate.
A buzz so intense my teeth make symphonies with each momentous touch.
Earthquakes are birthed inside my marrow.
A magnitude too powerful to be silenced or hushed.
This is a multidimensional kind of rush.
A Tibetan singing bowl.
A xylophone inside my soul.
Treble clefs and half notes have remixed and taken hold.
Making melodies akin to heaven organ keys.
A tune of music in my bones. 
This vibration is mythical.
Natural disasters, metaphysical.
My bones quake. A pleasant soul ache. They dissipate and they can shape shift too.
My bones play pick up sticks. They crash and wait to be retrieved by hands. I tremble uncontrollably. As I inner, over, understand. 
That in this very moment, I am vulnerable and this awareness scares me.
My Richter scale has broken, and this magnitude is scary. 
My heart, it beats ridiculously. 
I can’t find or locate a pulse.
As a transcendence starts to happen.
And my bones, all of them, Convulse. 
My structure turns to percussion. 
My bones they turn to drum sticks. 
Beats echo from the palms of my hands. 
This is the opposite of nothing. In everything that it is
I have turned orchestra. 
Sound erupting from parts of me previously rendered raw and bleak. Previously built up walls, they leak. 
And silence within me starts to speak. 
My bones vibrate.
Spinal cord turned tsunami. 
I have been baptized within bone abyss.
Dandelion frequencies.
Blowing bones. 
Conversion. Kiss.
An ascension that has rebirthed me, 
Giving water to my thirsty.
This natural high, although lurking, it is real, it does exist. 
My bones play music notes, and the vibration is pure, unnerving bliss! 
My bones have broken, healed and been sewed, 
plated in amethyst and gold, 
Now I finally know what my purpose is. 


































329 - Can you love? 

Can you love?
Or has hate so completely encapsulated you, that the concept is foreign. 
You’ve been bamboozled into believing that you do not deserve more than. 
Everything. 
You’ve been pokerfaced into folding. 
Thoughts personified imploding. 
Intelligence becomes you, so naturally you know things. 
That have clouded  your judgement. 
That have surrounded your nothing.
Can you love? 
Can you emote? 
Can you feel something?

Can you love? 
Or has pain so forcibly brutalized you to the point of no return?
Has it resonated that you might eternally be subject to burn? 
Have people purged their issues and deposited them inside you? 
Have you been broken so badly that you can’t even recognize a light. 
You.
Are scattered into fragments, and maybe affection can combine you. 
Perhaps a simple kiss on the cheek can rejuvenate, and realign you. 
This is no hyperbole.
You are wonderfully, utterly sublime.
So.

Can you love? 
Is that one syllable comprehended? 
Or is fiction merging with reality, due to past entities that pretended. 
Maybe your understanding is misconstrued. 
Maybe you’re used to being used. 
Maybe you only see sadness.
The only color viewed is different hues of blue.

Is love as fragile as a string to you?
Love used to be a thing to you. 
Love used to be symphony strong, it used to bellow, used to sing to you.

And then love started wilting.
Dying. 
The exuberance within love started wailing.
Crying. 
And you went with it.

Because you, you loved with your entire molecular being. 
Love became religion, it became what you believed in. 
You fought wars and fought for, what you perceived as a reason. 
When partners would utter love in lies, an existential type of treason.
Still You sacrificed your all, and nobody even noticed you were bleeding. 

So, 
You locked love deep in mind. 
You built a house to keep it hidden. 
You built brick wall to hide that part of you. 
And now love itself isn’t recognized.
It’s missing. 

And still I wonder....

Can you love? 
Or is it buried so deathly deep, that you’d combust trying to find it? 
Is truth still something you have faith in, after countless others lying?
Do you have a safe space anywhere, where you can vent and burrow, hide in?

Or is everything useless? 
I want to know if you can love, despite all purple and black bruises. 
Can I possibly convince you that love is not agony and stagnant?
Love transcends even the wildest utopia imagined
Love is not asinine and deeply planted, yet fruitless. 
Can you believe that you should have never experienced starvation.
Real love you can consume. 

Just.

Think about it. 

Can you love? 
Can you put for effort?
Can you try? 
Can you let love reincarnate reilluminate your mind?
Can you open yourself up and reveal what you may have thought lost, or misplaced exceptionally far?
Can you believe that you are supernova?
You are star.

Others were inadequate at truthfully admiring you. 
Your light blinding to the unworthy. 
Such novices, Such fools.
Unaware that loving a universe like you, has a set of incomprehensible rules. 
Until a Merlin type of soul, comes knowing love language.
Equipped with every tool. 

To finally break you free from invisible prison that held you hostage. 
Release you from a soul assassinating type of bondage.
You’ll never have to be interrogated again to this magnitude, I promise. 
Just answer with truth, be insidiously honest. 

And tell me, can you love? 


















330 - To Be Called A Rainbow 

There were colors resting on your soul. 
In actuality, you became them.
Each vibrant hue, it beamed through you. 
Each name, holy relic.
Sanctum.
Orchid, aqua, ivory, sienna.
You could recite alphabetically and name them.
They bowed to you, gave crown to you. 
Unbridled pigments let you tame them. 

Grey and black used to be all you saw. 
Pain and lies they left you colorless. 
You were despondent, and void of life. 
You were filled with actual nothingness. 
It was exhausting, and back breaking, and downright bone crushing. 
Just. 
To breathe.
To live.
Exist. 
You needed to remember your power. 
You Needed something just. 
To spark a recollection. 

And now. 

Color lives inside of you. 
It paints you new each time the sun dare shine. 
You’ve created a world technicolor, pure, and absent of the concept of time. 

Colors bend when you decide to speak. 
Capturing each syllable with new shade. 
I’ve seen you verbalize your story in purple, lime, Olden, and different tints of lemonade.

You bare the power of the rainbow inside the crevices that escape worldly view. 
There was a time when you were rendered glass.
You were absent, thought invisible. 
Nobody reported your capture.
Nobody acknowledged or remotely knew. 
That there were galaxies in neon that were birthed, unearthed, within all of you. 

There were colors resting on your soul. 
They worshipped you entirely.
They kissed your curves. 

When you spoke, everything bad was disseminated. 
You painted masterpieces with your words. 

You let me Bathe within your rain.
And afterwards, you smothered me with color.  
I wanted to be baptized within your indigos.
I wanted to feel your yellow thunder. 
I wanted color to overflow.
I wanted gorgeous insanity, loss of control.
I wanted to unite with your beaming, ever gleaming pot of gold.
Yet, still
There was no monetary value On what I deemed a priceless soul. 

I wanted to see and  be enthralled by your brush strokes. 
You healed the black within me, with you colored love strokes. 
I had thought the only thing to provide me even remote happiness. 
Was envy green.
Was blunt smoke. 

Until I saw you. 

There were colors resting on your soul. 
Though, I became canvas. 
At your mercy. 
Beautiful. 
You portrayed me. 
May have saved me. 
And I, unbeknownst showed the very last missing hue to you. 

When I decided to believe in rainbows. 
And showed my soul.
Unusual. 

And now colors too, can be a life raft. 





































331 - To Believe You’ve Lost Your Voice

What happens when your voice stops working.
I mean, you’re talking but nobody hears you. 
When your cursive jargon becomes solidified and hardened. 
And all along, you thought you were speaking clear.
Do. 
You try to write down your thoughts?
Try to communicate in other ways? 
Rain seems to like it inside of you. 
And thunder and lightning, they like to come and play.
Yet you can’t describe it.
Electricity surges through, and irascible hurricanes brew. 
And you are quicksand stuck inside it. 
Every word you scribe for cathartic reasons, disappear. 
So now, you can’t even speak through writing. 
This is undiscovered territory of being rendered completely silent. 
When you’ve been trying to talk to ears that were padlocked. 
And there was no key in existence to free them, so you could be heard. 
What happens when your voice stops, but it’s still saying intelligible words? 
Is it you that can’t communicate? 
Or when you talk you seem to whisper? 
Like when you speak you are unsure of your worth. 
When you are Goliath. Exponentially bigger. 
Hold your head up when you speak in prose.
Stand tall, up on your tippy toes.
Even if within you feel like all sound ricochets and immediately goes. 
Right back within you. 
You’ve been talking to those not quite ready to ingest you.
There are novels brewing in the back of your throat.
You are royalty. 
The best. 
You.
Aren’t broken. 
You aren’t mute.
Your “Da Vinci” code is hard to decipher. 
Many can not withstand the light inside of you. 
The burning fire. 
So they pretend they cannot hear you. 
When actually they are not worthy.
What happens when your voice stops.
Or you’ve perceived it to, absurdly. 
Be unbothered because someone will come along and over- stand every word. 
Be. 
Confident that your morse code has been interpreted and heard.
Be. 
Aware and no longer scared.
To speak your inner novels, kept bottled, loud, proud,
No longer hidden but overtly.





























332 - Conspiracy Theory 

Your existence is conspiracy theory.
I can’t comprehend how you are galaxy yet tangible. 
Dreams escape every time you breathe. 
How are you here? 
This is something not easily understandable.
My cognitive dissonance spirals out of control. 
I don’t know if I am awake or if I’m dreaming. 
If I’m alert, or if I’m sleeping.
I can’t seem to discern, decode, the meaning. 
Of you. 

You are otherworldly.
Your silhouette is supernova. 
Your light reaches out to touch me.
Beckoning me near. 
Whispering “come closer”.
And I would..
If you weren’t so out of focus. 
If I could process your creation more clearly.
Instead I am convinced that you are in disguise.
You are conspiracy theory. 

You are unicorn laughs.
You are slumbering fairies.
You are hopscotch on clouds.
You dismantle every version of the word scary. 
Yet still I am scared of you.
Or better yet, maybe I’m faithless. 
There used to be a time when my whole being exuded faith. 

But.

Life gets you. 
And time gets you. 
And now, it’s hard to believe in miracles.
Hard to believe that it’s possible to fit triangle into something smooth and spherical. 

You are too good to be true. 
And so it seems you are poison apple.
You send vibes and multilingual frequencies to my throat, brow, root and sacral. 
And all other chakras.
With you it feels I rise atop of.

All the things that plague me.
You feel me, heal me daily.
How could you be anything but mirage?
Can you really blame me? 
For not believing galaxies gravitated towards me. 
I never thought catching shooting stars was something meant for me. 

I thought I was abyss. 
I thought I was a black hole.
Yet something magnetic deep inside us both, triple knotted together our souls. 

Winning isn’t my forte
I’ve never received random prizes.
So I don’t enter contest just for sport.
See.
To me it appeared as if all my dreams seemed to demean, minimize, and ignore me.
And here you are. 
Myth. 
Like phoenix rising out of ashes. 
Expecting me to believe that sometimes phenomenons just happen.
Expecting me to forget the past. 
Possibly race car crash. 
With no means to securely strap in. 

Your unrealness desires my complacency.
I’ve trusted in the unseen before, and it left me fragmented. 
Weary. 
So I believed that Things of positive nature seemed repulsed to come near me.
So your whole makeup, 
every cell creating communion within you, 
Every nucleus booming within you,
to me is conspiracy theory. 

333 - Of Secrets & Natural Disasters 

You have secrets nestled in the back of your throat. 
They obstruct your ability to breathe. 
Sadness envelops the entirety of your being. 
And you’ve never been given time, or methods to grieve. 
It’s like, storms have become the norm to you. 
Tornados come and leave nothing but barren land. 
You’ve chased so many fallacies.
That now you just can’t understand. 
That not all things are catastrophe. 

Not everything is natural disaster.
Allow me to plant chrysanthemums in your belly button.
Butterflies erupting from your diaphragm with laughter.
You are firefly, and you, you were never meant to be stifled. 
Captured. 
The result, an armageddon.
A domineering, piercing rapture. 

The alienation from your passion, from your vein deep seeded artistry. 
It trapped, it left you hardened. 
Be. 
Open to the fact that you don’t have to be so guarded.
Leave.
All your burdens here, i’ll bury them.
And Your tragedy will grow gardens. 

You have secrets nestled in your throat. 
There are traumas trembling. 
Unspeakable. 
Children aren’t always thought to feel severe emotional pain. 
Elders deem confession as lie. 
Unbelievable. 
So you created hurricane in the very depths of  your core.
The rapid winds, they broke.
They destroyed.
They tore.
You teeter on indecisiveness. 
You’re never really sure. 
Is there a remedy for agony and blasphemy.
You’ve used the eye born in the middle of storms, 
to aide in procuring you some type of cure. 

Because what you knew to be truth, 
Was thought fiction. 
Was thought myth. 
You felt every explosive emotion. 
If that wasn’t real, what the fuck is? 
Or was.
At one point you exuded divulgence. 
You used to overflow with love.

And then.
You disassociated. 
Tsunamis washed away your innocence.
Cyclones threatened your existence. 
The house you made home, became black hole. 
Rendered shattered.
Rendered Windowless. 

Waves crashing, rapidly thrashing, they broke your spine.
You were statue. 
You couldn’t move.
You were paralyzed in time.
You were imprisoned unjustly, you were infant, incapable of crime.
Still, the water found a way to annihilate. 
The fucking water broke your mind.

The pieces tightly cradled, burrowed deep within the chasms that line your throat. 
The secrets they threatened your equilibrium.
When you tried to talk, you gagged and choked. 
So you just sat inside yourself. 
In the essence of your truth you were caged. 
You cocooned and then transformed into Mother Nature. 
In your median, blizzards raged.
You were a child when you were silenced.
You should have never had to save.
Yourself.

And now you are calamity.
You are black widow reincarnate.
In your subzero conditions, 
this icy terrain, underlining your name, 
isn’t quite far fetched. 
I know this might be hard but can you show me where your heart went? 
Because. 

You have secrets nestled in the back of your throat. 
I taste them every time we kiss.
Every time you whisper, you love me, I’m transported deep into your abyss.
They destroyed your definition of love, as you were blossoming as a kid. 
So how can you adequately know that you even comprehend what love is.

You are natural disaster. 
But only because you were post traumatic stressed into containing your ice ages.
You had to leave yourself and plug into an alternate, distorted, time matrix.
You leave your lava everywhere you walk.
And still I want to walk behind you. 
Willing to burn the soles of my feet, just to assist In Trying to find you . 
They betrayed and called you black hole. 
So now you deny you have a blinding light. 

You. 

Have secrets In the back of your throat.
I see their hands, clawing, gnawing, trying to climb through.
And I wished you’d let them out.
So this apocalyptic weather no
Longer confines you. 
And you can let down trodden you, almost forgotten you, 
finally shine through. 





334 - A Loss Of Senses & Random Occurrences 

Did it ever occur to you that maybe you can’t see?
Maybe your senses have abandoned you. 
Words are void and you can’t speak. 
Did it ever occur to you that you’ve never known or experienced love?
You’ve never had anyone exalt you.
Repeating blessings of your essence to the sun. 
You’ve never felt butterfly frequencies vibrating inside, causing a rush. 
You cannot recognize embrace, 
because you can’t decipher or comprehend touch. 
You seem to lack identity.
Like your fingerprints have been sawed off.
Bite marks resting on your spine. 
Every inch you grow, it is violently gnawed off. 

Identity becomes slapped back to baseline. 
Rendering all progress null. 
A waste. 
Did it ever occur to you that you have lost your sense of taste?
You have lost your sense of self. 
All you now acknowledge is doubt and psyche paralyzing fear.
I’ve shouted affirmations to you in dream dimensions and in the physical realm, existing now and here. 
I’ve tried writing synonyms of beautiful on your forehead, cheeks, your ears. 
Wishing somehow that on your wrist the word supernova is branded. 
Seared. 
My only means of communicating with you, because you lack the ability to hear. 

You have been inconspicuously hiding. 
Disappearing inside an invisible dome. 
You’ve created, and painted and made it your home.
You believe that you are safe here.
When fire burrows, beckoning.
When fire loses control, and infiltrates space.
Threatening.
To destroy your imagined utopia.
Your safe haven, your shell. 
You wouldn’t have noticed the flames.
You wouldn’t have been aware and able to tell, 
because alongside your other senses, so ran away your sense of smell.

Being aware was not the best for you.
So your reality probes, let go, got up and left you to.
Find peace within your mind. 
Attain some type of mental health for you.
Your senses wanted you to soul search.
Wanted you to stop the soul hurt.
That you had become complacent to.
Deeming pain almost commodity.
Luxurious.
I may have asked multiple times before, but humor me.
I’m curious

Did it ever occur to you that senses need an active vessel to adequately work through. 
You’re still fragmented because another soul carelessly hurt you. 
Another soul decided not to grow and infinitely learn through.
All the things you see as flaws. 
Did it ever occur to you that who you are leaves others in awe? 
Who you are is several clashing shooting stars.

Implode within yourself so you can then see again. 
Play hide and seek, and find and keep the memory that will help you speak again. 
It’s time to emerge from the surface.
A rebirth created from hurt and.
Inhale. 
Deep breath. breathe again. 
Did it ever occur to you that you’re not dilapidated.
You can love again. 
You can feel somebody hold your hand. 
You can be stimulated. 
You can touch again. 

There is someone right behind you. 
Who is your army. 
Did it ever occur to you? 
That to that person it’s the worst type of hurt. 
Seeing you be the one that is hurting you. 
Your back is guarded, so is you heart. 
Maybe loss of senses will make it clear. 
So that when I finally say I love you, 
it’s an affirmation, a declaration you can hear. 

Did it ever occur to you that Your smile is a pheromone.
Releasing scents that create a concoction more superior than the most powerful spell. 
Come forth with all your senses now, including your sense of smell. 
You are more than enough. 
Hopefully your senses deserting you, 
will finally give way to a hidden inside discerning truth. 
That your silhouette is golden.
There is stardust speckled, freckled inside your soul and.
Your search for validation is over. Through. 
You are everything. 
But did that ever even occur to you? 























335 - The Basement

Your mind is shaped like basement. 
Or better yet it has become one. 
It is simultaneously sanctuary and prison. 
When you decide to become undone. 
There are many parts that are inside of you. 
Parts that synapse syntax connections to your heart. 
So there’s no need for flashlight guiding. 
Your thoughts have been classified as dark. 
And still I want to discover light in you. 
If you can’t talk then we can sign it too. 
I’d like to be transformed into addition symbol, so that I never have to minus you. 

Your mind it be popcorn maze inside. 
Each memory a trail of liquid butter. 
Can we implode into each other. 
I want to make your whole soul thunder. 
With no rain but with strong lightning. 
I know that pain is frightening. 
I know the heat that you feel is flu like symptom, ever stifling. 
I know that in your basement is where you tend to keep and hide things. 
I know that I can help morph into detective to effectively help you find things. 
I know you’ve built wall high, Akin to sky. 
I shall build latter and start climbing. 
Just so  that I can access you. 
Your basement is a songstress who, plays jazz tunes that come from sad moods. 
If you imagine, I’ll imagine too. 

Your mind has copper colored pipes. 
Has birthed circuit board in wall mound. 
I look to you for comprehension, and as if to say you’ll listen, 
you utter briefly words, that are masked as unintelligible sound. 

I have never seen a room like this. 
I have never been enveloped in doom like this. 
I have never had to decipher hieroglyphics that consume like this.

I have never seen compartments composed and constructed in deliberate confusion. 
You invited me so I am welcome here.
This is not narcissistic intrusion. 
Everything lay in disarray, organized chaos begets beauty and truth. 
You have dripping water coming  from the very top of your souls roof. 

Basements they tend to leak sometimes. 
All the voices you possess lay in labyrinth, 
So you lay mute unable to speak sometimes.
The floors within you, they argue, whisper secrets, and they creak sometimes.

Yet here I am.
No GPS. 
I don’t need direction.
I want to naturally explore in here. 
And if you’re nervous it’s copacetic.
you can vent, sit, deplore your fear. 
You are not possession. 
Terror shouldn’t own nor should it pressure you. 
Your mind should be penthouse. 
I promise I’m not here to lecture you. 
I just can recognize that you’ve become architect unexpected too. 

Creating weaponry, that’s deadly be, 
Patient we can target practice in your basement. 
I’m willing to lay down rug filled with love if you will let me. 
Because this is how I’d rather days spent. 

Does your basement have a playroom? 
If so, I’d like to know when to anticipate play date soon. 
Let’s create escapades, playing ding dong ditch through heavens gates, 
and then sneak past clouds to skate on moon. 

There is only one minor catch, I haven’t figured out how to lasso lunar yet. 

So you may have to venture out from your underworld. 
Does your curiosity make you wonder of  world. 
I want to crack open and dissect your clam like thoughts, in July. 
Revealing what I’d like to call, a summer pearl. 

Did I tell you I’m scared of getting lost. 
Going in circles, discombobulated. 
You wield celestial entities within your pistol. 
You’ve always been a star that’s aiming. 
To go so far up you hug the clouds and address sky by name.
Although beautiful and a coping mechanism supreme. 
I need for you to come outside cage. 
I need you to release the rage. 
That can fester and manifest itself. 
I know this is strong magnetic pull, you are compelled. 
But don’t let happenings that are pain filled and saddening, 
keep you locked in self built hell. 

I want the halls that haunt and taunt, 
and at the same time plays with you, to be filled with echoes of your laughing. 
There are questions you can answer with just glance of eye. 
There is no need to ask. 
And. 

We can definitely take a walk through all of you. 
There are puddles so I very well may fall in you. 
Your mind is basement, dwelling, no reception. 
But I trepidatiously try calling you. 

Still love, I can’t reach you. 
I can’t evaporate and be you. 
Who you are is super drug reincarnate. 
I just need a vein and needle. 

You are comfortable where monsters dwell. 
You embody utopia while wearing remnants of hell. 
Your mind surprisingly, without guiding me, has helped me find a sense of self. 
Now I walk down stairs multiple times a day. 
To get to you, to see your face love. 
I don’t want to engage in first time embrace, engulfed below your basement. 

Though I love seeing your artistry. 
I love seeing and being in what you’ve built. 
Your mind has become basement. 
And I want to beautiful package, wrap it. In silk 






































336 - How Do You Cope?

How do you cope when your mind speaks in sign language. 
How can you be found when your soul is time after time, aimless. 
When a strangeness takes hold of you and won’t let go of you. 
When your insides seem familiar yet you can’t trust if your own thoughts still know of you. 
Still roll for you. 
Still ride for you. 
In this darkness, there’s no light for you. 
How do you cope?
When you feel alone and there’s nobody to side or guide you through. 

How do you cope?
When you’ve been thinking unintelligibly. 
When multisyllabic words escape your memory, forgetfully. 
When you used to feel like genius, you were superior intellectually. 
And then your words became gibberish, you became prisoner when your mind used to be what would set you free. 

How do you cope?
When you can’t understand yourself. 
When you’re fighting and you’re trying and you’re crying for help. 
When you’re a stranger to you, and you can no longer think sensibly. 
When you try to connect to convince yourself you’re alive, 
but you’re very essence has become synonymous with invisibility. 

I have to ask this question because I’ve been immersed in a world of misunderstanding. 
I’ve been breaking my back, and then taping it back, 
to continue this autopilot life, so demanding. 
I have lost my senses and muscle memory takes over convincing others that I am okay. 
Convincing others that I am sane. 
When every time I even think about breathing, I am pierced with a sharp acute pain. 

So, how do you cope?
When nobody knows, that you are at war with your very soul. 
When your mind speaks in vernacular that you can’t decipher.
When your heart feels explosive, as if it’s on fire. 

I don’t know the answer to this question, and I really need a solution from an expert. 
Because figuring this out, has done nothing but make my head hurt. 






































337 - I’ve Never Known 

I’ve never known you to be extrovert. 
To speak to others without being spoken to. 
I’ve never known you to be library book. 
Read through and always open. 
You. 
Aren’t one to bare your soul. 
People are known, are prone to step on you. 
You now know that regardless of your confidence, to others you aren’t special. 
You. 
Keep to yourself. 
Because giving yourself away makes it seem like you’re careless with your sanity. 
You equate affection with natural disaster outlined in calamity. 

You mistreat yourself. 
You beat yourself. 
You strand, misunderstand and solitary island beach yourself. 
You bury your thoughts in sand, to ensure that you can’t see yourself. 
Because you don’t want others to see you. 

I’ve never known you to be skeleton. 
To let your flesh melt off your bones. 
To take refuge in a deluge and make salt water waves, your base. 
Your home. 
You’ve never opened up your closet, and I think that you should peak inside. 
There may be cracks in your foundation, your mind it may be weak inside. 
Your thoughts, they don’t make sense and so you play in astral dimensions, you seek and hide. 
You try to speak. 
You hide and seek.
Trying to locate all of yourself. 

Because part of you, or maybe all of you, 
Has run away, gone astray.
You’ve lost it. 

I’ve never known you to identify yourself as problematic.
Toxic. 

I’ve never known you to be ghost. 
Although you float. 
Your plasma ascending. 
You’ve always been good at withholding information, but you’ve never been good at pretending. 
You’ve never been good at just ending. 
Just stopping sentences like cliffhangers. 
There are parts of you, that have hardened you. 
You look at interaction like a warning, with lights flashing saying “shit danger” 
I’ve never known you to be Casper, to compromise your inner matter. You won’t even show a smile unless you’re familiar with the one you dare bare laughter. 

With. 

I’ve never known you to be nothing. 
I’ve only known you to be something
I’ve never known you to be isn’t.
I’ve only known you to be is. 
I’ve never known you to be lifeless.
I’ve only known you when you live.

I’ve never known you to be extrovert. 
To overly exert your social web. 
I’ve never known you to later self scrutinize, mumbling “I should’ve talked to her instead” 
You may sometimes be lonely, but I empathize with what you’re going through. 
You’re strength, you’re inner rank, is Omnipotent. 
You are gold. 
Of this, I know of you. 












338 - Out Of My Mind 

Sometimes I feel like I am out of my mind. 
Thoughts rage and pain, it surges. 
This isn’t psychosomatic.
I am not Munchausens, attention addict. 
I do not feel this way on purpose. 

My mind likes being awake. 
Coffee has become her drug of choice. 
Almond milk and sugar.
Now mind is pumped. 
She embellishes voice. 

My mind she likes to race.
Four hundred or eight hundred meter dash. 
And this bitch, she’s really fast. 
In fact, she’s cut her winning time in half. 
She gets ready at the start line, and before gun goes off, she’s running, sprinting. 
It’s been this way since the beginning. 
Losing isn’t an option she even tries giving. 

Sometimes I feel like I am out of my mind. 
As if I am one entity and she is another. 
Like she has stepped outside of me,
And now we stand next to each other. 

She is apparition. 
She is black mist. 
She is a fog that envelopes. 
Exists. 
She is a frequency all herself. 
That vibrates whole as it emits. 

My mind, she be a ton of work. 
She’s fought through, like a ton of hurt. 
She is headstrong she uses magnifying glass to peruse and perform a wondrous search. 

Of all the things she can nitpick at.
Barking orders of “fix this, fix that” , she is army guarded and barbed wire fences emphasize her philosophy of GET BACK. 

Sometimes I feel like I am out my mind. 
I can’t control her. 
She does what she pleases.
She only cooperates when she wants something from me. 
Disarray ensues as soon as she gets whatever she needed. 

She is somebody all her own. 
Her thoughts, emotions, they never stay stagnant. 
She is unstable, yet she is filled with such a remarkable compassion. 

My mind she’s different. 
Maybe deranged. 
The separation of her and I, to those that lack understanding has been strange. 
Is it normal to love and simultaneously want to be cured of and from your twin flame? 

Sometimes I feel like I am out of my mind. 
Or maybe my mind is out of me. 
For now if we can both agree, 
I’ll try, we’ll try, to get some sleep. 


















339 - Klondike Bar

What would you do for a Klondike bar?
I mean, what would you do when the night seems atrociously, ferociously far?
When you’re so distant from reality that you can’t utter syllables to speak?
Like a key has incarcerated your jaded jaw.
When the sun bakes your skin and makes barbecue out of your mind space.
When your pupils have been incinerated and now you operate in blind space.
You time chase.

Because.
You don’t need legs to pursue a figment.
What would you do for a small piece of solace?
Would you feign dumb and plaster on charade of innocence, imploding and conveying the very essence of ignorant?

Would reading become something enveloped in imaginary illusion?
Would you become encased in an unintelligible confusion?

Ice cream seems to call to you. 
The cold, to you it’s home.
So you induce metamorphosis whenever necessary just so you won’t be imprisoned in solitude, alone. 

What bridge would you plunge down, unknowingly?
Injudiciously exploring abyss, inside and deep in?
What Klondike god, has left you awed and eternally believing.
That even in the winter, Klondike ice, frost bite is in season?

What would you do for a Klondike bar?
I know Arizona sun threatens to Parasite, eat you.
I know that chocolate is your poison of choice, because at least darkness, outsiders can’t see through.
I know your mind has been Boston marathon sprinting, and it never stops. 
It just stampedes through. 
It seems you think a Klondike bar, masked as bright star, is something sent to free you. 
Like magic mushroom. Trip cerebral. 
The world has caused you to become asthmatic, and being numb and dumb is how you breathe through. 
How you labyrinth navigate your madness, sadness.
How you feel and heal. 
How you grieve through. 

Because this type of ice cream obsession is rooted earth deep inside trauma. You are emotional flesh, with gargantuan fear of being left. 
The outside chocolate transforms into your armor. 
It’s the only time you feel strength. 
Feel muscle building in your arms. 
You consume Klondike’s repeatedly, but your consciousness irascible interjects with furious qualm. 

What would you do for a Klondike bar? 
There is a brick and mortar type restriction. 
Would you cochlear implant even though up until now you’ve been deaf? 
Would you finally have the courage to listen? 

You do not have to be a freezer. 
Frost doesn’t need to build up on the tip of your nose. 
You can divulge your wildest thoughts and have confidence they will never be exposed. 

Coldness doesn’t become you. 
You’re more synonymous with molten lava.
The type still liquified, not yet hard.
The type liable to leave surroundings barren, scarce and charred. 
I wonder if you’ll truth or dare, despite being scared, and scarred.
Let me love you... for perhaps just a minuscule Klondike bar. 












340 - Questions That Plague Me

What do you do when it seems the earth has shifted?
When your sense of gravity is now confusion and maddening?
When your universe seems tilted?

What do you do when you can’t swim and yet you’re drowning?
When rain pellets assault you?
And you can’t recognize your surroundings. 
You are lost and so everything seems fog ridden and cloudy.

When you are hanging barely by a thread.
You pound the tables painted in your head.
When every other day, you wish that you would wake up dead.

What do you do?
When navigation isn’t even remotely your strongest skill?
When your soul is longing, starving. 
And you can’t seem to satiate or fill.
The void that lay inside.
You’re paranoid and you can’t hide.
When the stars within your galaxy dim and threaten to collide.
Thus turning into meteors, and ravaging your being causing divide.
Pouring poison in and toying with.
Contaminating  your sky. 
When your wings were growing nicely, and they were ripped now you can’t fly?

What do you do, when pain often perpetrates mind creating intrusion?
When thoughts of actual tranquility are just mirages and illusions?
When life seems like AP calculus and there is an impossible solution?
When you exist but you can’t breathe, your world is inundated with pollution?

I have these questions that need answers. 
Being alive has weakened, beaten me with hammer.
I’ve tried to comprehend but I just cannot seem to understand her.
So I just had to ask.
Genuinely what do you do?
Because of this, I am perplexed and I just do not have a clue.

341 - A Bond With Words

I’ve cried writing some of these poems.
I’ve died writing some of these poems. 
Been reborn at the end of sentences and metaphors.
That tell me not to quit. 
Push me forth to keep going.
I’ve been stripped bare and broken by exclamation marks and commas. 
I’ve watched soap operas to escape when my reality was filled with drama.
Filled with karma, I wouldn’t dare recognize or give face to. 
I’ve been claustrophobic with a pen, and similes, they give me space to. 
Breathe just a little. 
I need just a little.
Time. 
My psyche is blazing, my thoughts start to sizzle. 
And this is not what I anticipated when imagining getting stir fry. 
I never knew that a food could be confused and infused with my mind.
I never took chemistry. 
This chemical reaction, it’s new. 
It’s corrosive. 
But I’ve found a diffuser in blue lines when my veins felt explosive. 
When my pain, it wouldn’t close in. 
Wouldn’t fit in, just a scream. 
I’ve found a purpose in these words, when I didn’t know what any of them would mean. 
Or meant. 
I’ve had rivers flowing down my cheeks until syllabic labyrinths turned them into copper, bent.
You could never know the agony these masterpieces cost me to spend. 
I’ve cried writing some of these thoughts. 
I’ve tried shaking some of these off.
I’ve attempted casting nets into the universe, and poetry is what those nets caught. 
You could never understand, that words and me we are relation.
When I was born, my DNA was torn and it was fused with literary creation.
We have become one.
So when I cry.
These lines, they start to drizzle, rain, and leak.
Because this umbrella weather, has us bonded together. 
Words and I, I and poetry.
We. 
Complete
342 - The Child Me

The child me is stuck. 
She cannot move.
She is frozen. 
When you died, my insides, my brain, my heart, they all were broken. 
What is a child without a mother?
What is  black princess without black queen?
I was 10 when you were taken. 
My world was shaken. 
What do you mean? 

How can you leave and not come back? 
Mommy, please, I still need you. 
Life is a fortress, enforced by a Forrest and you’re supposed to help me weed through.
That wasn’t supposed to be the last time I’d spend time or I’d see you. 
The last time breath would escape your nostrils and breathe through. 
The child me, half wild, mild me... mommy, she fucking needs you. 

You weren’t supposed to just stop moving. 
Why would your young heart just stop working.
You left and now I cannot move. 
I’m In perpetual agony. 
I’m hurting. 

Your absence had been a trauma. 
A twisted joke, for this I have no armor. 
In what past life did I not act right, why do I deserve this karma?
What the fuck is a little girl if she just doesn’t have her mama. 

The child me is stuck. 
I’m 26, yet still I miss you.
Sticks and stones may break my bones and your death was like a stick through. 
The deepest part of my soul.
I can’t bring you back, no matter how hard I wish.
It’s been 16 fucking years, since I heard your voice or had a kiss. 

The child me is stuck. 
The adult me, she copes.
She tries. 
But honestly, mommy, my queen. 
When you died, so did I.




































343 - The Connection

I have this connection, more with syllables, than with living breathing, people.
There is a kinsmanship with paper and penmanship.
With these words, I am symmetrical. 
Equal.

I tend to get lost inside stories. 
I take refuge in Shakespearean sonnets.
Lie detector test is not needed here.
Within these pages I am honest. 

Inside this type of dialect I feel safe. 
Like I can expose.
Divulge.
I’m comfortable. 
Never with a person have I ever felt this lovable.
Never have I worried about judgement when I fall and stumble through.
These stanzas disguised as literary black panther.
This hyperbolic dimension is a jungle, too.

Yet still I feel safe here.
With words, courage, it comes to replace fear. 
I don’t need to interact with humans, I’d feel much better if I could stay here.
Turn gelatinous and lay here. 
I find solace in written fallacies, turned promise.
Like when I die, just dig my grave here. 
Put pride aside, no need to hide.
I wouldn’t hesitate to be enslaved here.

I would even settle, even just a little, for a sliver of endentured servitude.
Metaphors, they be my shelter.
And I am satiated.
Sustained, with words as food. 

I have no ego with what I write. 
Here I am whole.
No control.
Destructive, disrupting, crashing.
In this idiom intentioned, magical word dimension.
I can be happy without laughing.

I have this connection with abstractness.
It has combined, intertwined with madness.
Deep within blue lines is where I choose to soothe my sadness.

I can cry inside these words.
I can die inside these words. 
I can silently utter emotions and these language tools, with no ears, still heard. 

Or still hear me. 
This craft is tattooed on my skin.
Nobody else knows raw, real me. 
Each phrase is entity, can feel me. 
Each poetic question, masked as lesson, is what vaccinates, what heals me. 

I have built home out of these letters. 
I have experience with calamity type disaster, bad weather.
I thrive when I’m alone, but I ascend when we’re together. 

When what I feel can’t come to verbal fruition.
When silence is, to me addiction. 
When I don’t bother using  octaves, because I don’t believe any homo sapien, sapien will listen. 

I have this connection.
Not with bodies that breathe, but rather with connotations and denotations.
This connection with vernacular, that can manipulate a nation. 
Can extrapolate elation.

And then infiltrate and take control.
This isn’t a fucking illusion.
I have contusions on my soul.
Faced constant intrusion just to feign whole. 

When really I’m broken. 
I’m puzzled.
I’m fragmented. 
I’m shattered. 
The alphabet will never out me.
Let. 
Me disrobe and transform into inner matter. 

Because here, is where I bare me. 
Here is where I’m not scared, see.
With these paragraphs, that sometimes cry and dare to laugh,
Here is where I share me. 

I have this connection. 
More with blue and black ink, than with actual souls. 
I tap app within my phone. 
And make love with similes and notes. 

I never knew a love to be so powerful. 
So magic. 
So sage like.
Cleansing. 
I do not like to speak to people, who I’m sure are malice filled and evil. 
And of this, I won’t keep pretending.
Because this type of connection, 
This type of protection is omnipotent and never ending.
And allows me to stand oak tree, strong and tall, without breaking or bending.
















344 - Who Told You 

Who told you that you weren’t solar system?
That you weren’t Star and simultaneously moon.
Who classically conditioned you to always be confused.
To always be entombed.
In an invisible coffin.
One that is mental.
Your boundless potential, is tragically forgotten.

Who gave you this amnesia.
And did they synthesize a cure?
I need you to remember that in your veins, there are meteors.
They are confined and they are lost.
Of this earthly vessel, they feel they will combust.
You fear this explosion.
Or you fear opposite, implosion.
You don’t even remember that your DNA is star dust. 

Who told you that you weren’t galaxy?
Manipulating you to diminish your size.
They must have been aware of the stature you’d become when you rise.
When you take your place and claim your fate that is etched within the sky.

You are sun and instead of being orbited, 
You drift, aimlessly lost.
Who colored you blind, and erased all trace of such an omnipotent Star.
Why the fuck did they do this?
I need a motive, a sensible cause.
Your faith, similar to unstable tectonic plates, has been totaled.
Gone.
Knocked off.
Who broke you so much that you’d choose to remain unarmed and soft.
I need you to remember that you aren’t carbon copy, made carelessly and sloppily. 
You are the blueprint.
You are God.

Who told you that you weren’t universe?
That you couldn’t palm water and transform it solid.
Let me remind you, 
Implant memory to help you find you.
That you are literal goddess.
This isn’t hyperbole.
This isn’t embellished.
This is raw, unprocessed and honest.
I know so much about you,
Because years ago, I made a promise.

I spoke to light bodies, and they were truly magnificent.
I was told to let you never quit.
I was told that if I needed to, to offer up my soul and give.
You everything.
I was told that you were cosmic gold.
I let them convince you that you were paper mache, devil wing.

Who made you insecure?
Who made your impenetrable decisiveness, unsure.
Who brainwashed you into believing  that you are worthless, broken and worth no more? 
You aren’t 3/5s of a person. 
You need to deconstruct every self loathing thing you’ve learned.
And, realize.
You are the cleanest hit of supernova matter, I’ve ever had.
So delicious, but the lack of self admiration, self love, self adoration,
Made the taste of you, a little less than pure.

Who told you that you weren’t every star up there.
In black space you create such a glow.
Did you know, you possess the strength to construct a black hole.
You could literally open yourself up, inhale and start to eat you. 
Light years erupt, when you try to exhale and breathe through. 
Your nose. 
So it goes.
Your nostrils be Uranus and Neptune.
Maybe you’ll remember your origin 
If we play hangman in your imagined heaven.
My canvas paint sourced from the red moon 

Who made you break away from yourself.
Who had powers enough to make you abandon you.
As if a vampire has come to stare in your eyes, then manipulate and glamour you.
I know the layers are thick and resistant, but I will saw, claw, screw and hammer you. 
I apologize greatly that someone compromised your safety.
You had clear path and now you stumble and stammer through
Who became gelatinous cell mass, and like poison, they pushed their cancer through. 
I’m asking because I’m ignorant and I want to understand it, whole and through
I was taught to be inquisitive.
These questions, can double as rhetorical, although I’m keen on exploring. 
you.
Don’t have to answer.

Who took your very existence and called it inferior to break and deflate your heart?
Because I need you to know you’re everything.
You exude expectations
You are antonymous to sub par. 
You are galaxy.
You are universe.
You are gift.
You are every star.

And it seems as if, whoever this criminal, was or is, didn’t know what you really are. 

















345 - To Fight The Wind

How does it feel to fight with the wind.
Arms flailing, you’re failing at catching your breath again.
She has heavy weight head locked you in, and caught you in.
A perpetual brawl that seems to never end.
Or so it seems. 
It only took a subtle breeze to blow away your dreams.
So now you are dreamless.
You drown in the essence, the presence of sleepless.
Nights.
The wind, with no fists, she puts up such a fight. 

So how does it feel?
To exchange jabs, present and past, 
with an entity you weren’t even convinced was real.
To be imprisoned in a hurricane.
To be living inside terra dome, that has malfunctioned.
To have to quench your thirst, with madness, acid, burning rain?
To know it won’t be heard.
If you utter the words to grieve or complain. 

How does it feel to have to dodge what you can’t see.
To feel the chains constricting your veins.
And you can’t escape or get yourself free.

How could you let the wind just get to you.
You suffer silent. 
Your rage invisible. 
There is gold inside your soul.
You need to strain the pain, and sift it through. 
The wind, she is just distraction, so you don’t realize the extraordinary gift in you.

The wind she tries to break you. 
She tries to shatter and earthquake you. 
You’ve been fighting with your mind, 
And her force of pressure, disillusioned and it made you.
Believe that you aren’t powerful,
possessing the strength to break through.

How does it feel to fight with the wind.
I mean what happens when you stop engaging.
When you stop putting forth energy, so the wind, has to stop taking. 
Everything from out of you.
You used to whisper, now you’re louder, you.
Have realized that you are in control, and for that, my love, I’m proud of you. 
Because you now can remain tranquil, even when wind tries surrounding you.
No longer lost in the eye of the storm. 
Finally, you’ve recovered the treasure within.
You just needed to believe it could be found in you. 




























346 - Angel Number

The freckles on your face equate to the most beautiful angel number I’ve ever heard.
Whether written or spoken in words.
Whether minute, or a quantity absurd.
I feel you.

My nerves quake. 
My hands shake, as your holistic existence penetrates, to try to heal through.
All the scar tissue in my possession.
I’ve had multiple, tumultuous earthly lessons.
That resulted in shameful, unbearingly painful, inconsiderately unsustainable trauma.
Every time you breathe, just your breath is a reset for my cosmic karma.

With you, digits need not be multiplied.
You are gargantuan enough, that you can’t hide.
The power that you have. 
No equations need to be fabricated and created.
You are far more complicated than algebraic math.
The things you say, take me away, into an archaic passageway.
A reality lapse. 
Just your existence, causes elation that eternally, 
like gauntlet ever burning, 
makes my insides become engulfed furnace, 
with every deep seeded laugh.

Your heart beat is 11:11 every time it starts and stops.
When you wink, when you blink, your eyes manipulate my inner wiring.
Trying to erase, replace all mental blocks. 
Hypnotizing my mental clocks. 
You marionette string my walls.
And effortlessly pick every dead bolted lock. 

Time keepers, like wine needs to ferment to be whole.
You’ve created a Spartan 3000 out of my broken heart fountain.
You’ve erased all the mountains. 
Within the timepieces adorning my soul.
Stalling them and calling them forth to be fixed.
For so long they’ve been stagnant.
As one can imagine.
They would rev up and then break back, 
straight up collapse with nervous tick.
I thought my whole world was parallel.
Some type of dream.
it was warped. 
Time zone discombobulated.
Simultaneously frozen solid and scorched.
I craved for a cure to exude and come forth.
To rid me of this shit. 
I did not want to be pandemic.
I did not want to be sick. 
I needed realigning.
Needed my axises to be telepathically convinced to shift. 

And you did it.

You are truth. 
You are oath.
You are hope. 
The literal definition of commitment. 
Your steps are galactic hectares. 
And I am in awe just to be able to witness.
In awe just to be able to listen. 
To you decode regular syllables and then speak to me through numbers. 
I hear you. 
I am near you.
You reach me.
Teach me in my slumber.
You cause my soul to tsunami stir.
A doe eyed, whoa eyed, realities combine and collide, type of wonder. 
About the things my eyes can’t see.
I am you, and you are me.
This is more than connection. 
Metamorphosis into we. 

Every movement you exude is holy relic.
You be fossil.
I have lost myself so many times, 
but never have I lost you.
I’ve fallen hole deep, I was lonely, but you have disintegrated all the awful. 
You’ve always received me inside your warm arms.
And now it's time I caught you.
You helped me fight. 
I fought through.
When I craved knowledge, I sought you.
There is never anything you could ask of me, no matter bland or passionately, that I will not do.
Any other entity, would never be permitted, given access to enter me.
Invisibly. 
And make a difference vein deep.
If not you.

You are numeric code, that double and triple taps in code of Morse. 
You’ve risen taller than falling stars, every time i’ve fallen short. 
You are enormous, able to contort, amazing, vibration.
When you discovered me.
How lucky me.
You restored my sense of creation.

And now I write. 
I sing.
I unrhythmically dance.
I feel like I am capable and I have a chance.

Problems don’t seem so engulfing, like i am suffocating under rock pile. 
I even sometimes seem to smile.
A foreign thing that I haven’t experienced in such a while. 

We touch without actually touching. 
When I look down to gaze at time.
You’ve infiltrated me entirely.
You are conspiracy.
Sublime. 
You are everything I’d risk.
I’d give existent to you.
Consigned. 
I’d put my faith in you, if I was deaf, dumb, and  blind. 

The freckles on your face equate to the most beautiful angel number I’ve ever heard.
And since I can’t speak back to you in numbers, I thought I’d try to articulate with words. 





































347 - An Evening Mantra 

As I lay me down to sleep, 
I ask the universe to teach.
Me things I can’t learn while awake.
On journeys unknown, I wish to partake.
So take my soul.
And teach it light.
Teach me darkness is eminent.
And how to destroy it, in the night.
When the stars are shining,
And the moon is winking.
Transform, and rewire my archaic way of thinking.

As I lay me down to rest.
Protect me within your galactic nest.
Be by my side as entities try to conquer. 
Show me that there is no such thing as monsters.
Exercise my mind.
Put it through grueling tasks.
Make sure that if it drifts into dimensions, that I get it back.

As I lay me down to sleep.
I take a dive.
I courageously leap.
And fall into the arms of the whole universe, 
one, sanctimonious, royalty complete.
No longer a bystander, no longer a sheep. 
No longer a lost willow that has no choice but to weep. 

Protect me, as I venture off.
And bring me back. 
No matter the cost.
As I lay me down to be unconscious.
Teach me, and keep me. 
Universe. 
Please, promise.


348 - A Note To Self On Staying Woke

I make one conscious decision.
I’m just trying to live my best life.
Trying to learn all my cosmic, karmic lessons, 
until I transcend into my next life. 
Until I ascend and catch this next flight. 
This is an altitude not yet reached love. 
This is Everest.
Don’t forget this.
This is your star.
Your highest peak love.
So peek love.
Come see love. 

I’m speaking to the inner me. 
Replicating love and light and projecting sparkling, soul dust energy.
Trying to create an unmatched synergy.
Between my soul and falling stars.
I’ve been painted into false retrogrades,
mimicking Venus, Jupiter and Mars. 
I’ve been ostracized, chastised for my most miniscule of flaws. 
I’ve been criticized, almost lit on fire for breaking laws.
I know my journey is on the right path, 
because everything I do seems like it’s wrong.

I make one conscious decision, and that one turns into two, into eight. 
I’m not chasing Christianity, I’m not trying to enter heaven's gates. 
I’m trying to realign.
Walk hand in hand with my self dictated fate.
I wasn’t meant to fit in boxes.
I won’t be conditioned to self hate. 
To despise the skin I’m in, and look at brown as tainted, stain like. 
This transformation, this yellow brick road. 
It drips with bricks that illustrate my pain. 
Like. 
It’s so damn wet here.
It starts to rain. 
Right. 
When I dare embark on road less travelled. 
The universe has seen me hurt. 
Has witnessed my soul be undone, unraveled. 
Has witnessed me get down on knee, and bang my mind into the gravel. 
Has witnessed unbalance in my throat, my crown, my root, my solar plexus and my sacral. 

I make one conscious decision, to be different.
To walk in light.
And that is when the story begins.
I am in combat with the night.
I am in combat with the darkness. 
Trying to take and make me heartless.
I refuse to be a robot. 
My earthly soul will not be black bag, classified carcass. 
Will not be classified unviable. 
Will not be unsavable. 
I am one with the highest energy.
Of infinite power, I am capable.

I am not lifeless.
I am not dead. 
I refuse to adhere to my mind being warped, by what is viewed on TV, read and said. 
I won’t relinquish control to my higher consciousness, my body or my soul. 
Sheep mentality won’t get inside and corrupt my head. 
Do you hear what I am saying to you?
Love, you have to be more than strong. 
You have to believe you’re right when they try to brainwash and tell you that you’re more than wrong.
When they try to take away your voice, use vibrating, vibrato anyway and sing.
Show them you are more than a silent song. 
Show them you are a warrior and your courage is more than gargantuanly long. 
More than wide.
More than pride.
Show them the supernova you have inside. 
Don’t succumb to preferring to be inside matrix, numb. 
This is a mission for future, not yet conceived life. 

For future souls to be reincarnated, and face this road just like you braved. 
You will not die here.
You will spend just one life here. 
You will not end up in a grave. 
You’ll end up flying in the ethers.
Soul loud, with your melodic bass blasting through the speakers. 
You will transcend and live forever there is no black hoodie disguised grim reaper. 

Make one conscious decision and you will be conscious your whole life. 
Truly yours. 
Yours truly. 
We are one. 
I wish you’d listen.
Most importantly, I wish you love and light. 



























349 - How Many Times (A Rant On Black Equity Or Lack Thereof)

How many times can you count to one, until you forget that it exists?
How many times can you aim at at target, before you stop from always being amiss?
Is what we experience really real?
Is it really possible for black bodies to heal?
I want to know why the fuck it’s so painful, 
when brown souls dare succumb to what they feel. 

Is pain a figment of our imagination?
I question shit with big frustration.
As a child we are sold dreams with such star studded infatuation. 
We are told we embody creation.
If we work hard then anything we can achieve. 
But, what happens when you do that and it’s still impossible to succeed.
When cash rules everything around you and I, but there is no access to the CREAM.
I wonder under cotton covers, what type of distorted, warped, weird fucking dream. 
Did Martin actually have while he was enveloped in precious slumber. 
And how many of us actually made it that far.
I need concrete evidence. 
I need a number.
Did he lie to all of us? 
Was his dream really a twisted nightmare?

Being a black entity in this America.
Being black in a self reflecting mirror is rough. 
We embody gold but can’t seem to find light here.
Every night I’m terrified. 
I’m petrified.
I’m quite scared. 
I lay awake with bloodshot eyes.
This war, they did not fight fair.
I fight fear.
We fight here. 
We slaved.
We gave.
We constructed.
We designed here.
Built buildings on our backs, and still a better future wasn’t carved out, like hieroglyphics.
Our security should have been aligned here. 
We were taken and for lack of choice, we chose to submit, succumb, consign our minds here. 

How many times can you count a bullet before it hits you?
So removed from police brutality until that reality becomes a personal issue. 
Until your brother or your son, or a cousin 4 times removed. 
Ends up getting got. 
Ends up getting shot by the cops. 
And you find out on the 10 o'clock news.

Do black lives matter then. 
Do they have to be your friend?
Are you acting like you care?
Is it a facade you use to pretend?
So that you feel better about yourself when your head hits the pillow and you sleep at night. 
But what happens when Philando Castile or Sandra Bland visit you in your sleep at night?
Are you still able to capture, to silently ignore, still able to keep the night?
Can you keep the darkness to yourself?
Or is your activism, your humanity, only a ruse for social media to buy and for you to sell?

How many times can you keep scrolling, before it gets hard for you to keep going?
Show that you care or show that you don’t.
As long as your true self is always showing. 
As long as your inner darkness or light is glowing. 
For us all to recognize and see.
Saying loud and proud I’m a bigot or I support racial equity. 
To be a bystander and to watch it happen, to sit by and fucking let it be.
Is scandalous.
It’s pitiful. 
It’s no better
It’s fucking sketch to me. 

How many times does injustice have to visit you? 
How can you sit and watch black and brown youth be funneled into a prison.
You. 
Have got to take a stand. 
Sooner or later, it’s not a difficult concept. 
Pigment does not determine worth.
How is that still something people do not get? 
How are people still covertly plotting, against people that vary in color. 
It makes no logical sense why we can’t all just love each other. 
I mean.
How many times can you count to one, before you forget it even matters? 
How many times can you throw rocks at glass ceilings, before that ceiling shatters?
How many times can black people try climbing air, before someone gives us a latter?
How many times. 





























350 - Broken Illusion 12/19/19

The thing is that broken doesn’t look broken anymore. 
Pieces aren’t falling from glass ceilings to signify a breakdown. 
Minds aren’t spilling on to pavement, signaling reality disengagement. 
There is no intervention or visible nervous shakedown. 

Broken minds, like puzzle pieces, paint a picture that is whole. 
While they smile externally, there is a burning in their very soul. 

This shit is no longer inconspicuous. 
No longer hidden and atypical. 
Symptoms no longer show themselves outwardly. 
Only being visible in the Physical. 
Everybody seems okay, until dissection shows that they are sickly too.
They are sick times three, they are sick times four, they are sick times five,  they are sick times two.
They are sick and blue. 

Their senses lay dormant, so they attack and they bind to,
An infection, an Affliction, characterized as distorted mind flu. 
One that no vaccination can provide blockages from, even if it would combine too.
This is just a multifaceted example of what negative energy and earthly time do. 

It confines you.
It traps you. 
Transports you back to shattered past. 
You.
See the fabric of time, yet still you 
Stumble, trip and crash through.

Your root chakra is blocked and stopped  and You can’t find a hope to grasp to. 
Can’t find the silence to concentrate. It’s simply just too audaciously loud. 
You
Can’t Find a place, can’t find a space allowing you to reacquaint yourself with earthly ground.
Who. 
Comforts you when Motion sickness threatens, fear of Armageddon manifesting as tsunami circles constantly imploding around you.
Your throat chakra is blocked, you can’t utter any sound. 
through. 
The water trapped inside your voicebox. Your eyes lock. 
So you barely see pavements, as you stride, 
because trauma has waterlogged your crown.
You.
Need to find and realign, your throat, third eye, 
Your solar plexus, heart and sacral.

Because right now it seems your chakras, your whole being is prisoner.
Shackled.  
And your pressure points get weak and they earthquake rip, the sound loudly crackles. 
Because 
They All need cleansing. 
They all need closure. 
A no holds barred exposure. 
They all need rebuilding, reconstructing, re-mending.
They all need a break from charade life, and constant pretending.
Even though your brokenness isn’t noticed but, 
Yet and still you practice flying and effervescently transcending.

With your wings outstretched. 
They’re catching fire, roaring, and soaring.
Creating a beautiful portrait being ubiquitously displayed. 
The thing is, broken doesn’t seem broken these days. 
Socialization and minor outward activity can mask the prospect, that you  wish to meet, and greet an early grave. 

The things is smiles give a wrongful perception, 
Convincing and fooling people into thinking and believing you’re okay. 
When you’ve wished countless times that you’d fall asleep, and in that very slumber you’d eternally stay. 

Broken now can Halloween mask itself as Frankenstein type wholeness. 
And depression, can plaster makeup matter on itself to be mistaken for unwavering focus. 
Insignificant conversation can be misconceived as being encyclopedia open. 
When in reality you’re a zombie, with barely a heartbeat.
Doing everything to seem as if you’re coping. 
The truth that is hidden is you can’t  breathe.
You’re scavenging for oxygen.
you’re fucking chocking.
You’re gasping, grabbing for a minuscule particle of air. 
But nobody notices the cracked granite on your hands, so nobody is there or aware,
That you’re throat is caving in and closing.

You are torn. 
You’re barely living. 
Matter of fact, you want to die. 
You hate it here.
Painted with fear. 
You’d rather ascend and befriend the sky. 

Every breath you take, while to others is something idle that they do listlessly. 
To you, each inhale and each exhale is a small, but gargantuan victory. 

You’re version of broken isn’t dilapidated. 
So your pain, your feelings, go unnoticed. 
You’re want and need for refuge, becomes futile. 
Your faith is nonexistent.
Rendered hopeless. 

Because the thing is, broken isn’t always falling off the hinges. 
Trauma isn’t always something that needs visible stitches. 
Pain isn’t always something tangible, that we can touch. 
And healing is never something that we can expeditiously rush. 

Broken isn’t anything near conventional now. 
It looks different.
It Chameleon blends in with its’ environment.
If can look Red Bull energy strong. 
When the soul within itself is breaking, tired. 
Just... 
Over it. 
There is no DNA sequence, no face, no phenotype to brokenness. 

Because it too can smile,
And it too can enjoy, 
At least that’s what the unconscious part of your mind says. 
But can you believe it. 
Are you being deceived.
Cause,
Broken can manipulate, and trick you, creating labyrinths in head. 

The point to this rant, this semi poetic plea, masquerading as a abnormally long chant is, 
Please don’t assume that we’re fine, because our forehead is autographed with pages of laugh lines. 
There is a brokenness that exists within.
It brightly emits, purple orbs deep within a sad mind. 

It would be nice to receive an inquiry.
if someone sacrificed a piece of their warped construct of time. 
A piece for us to life wrath, intertwine. 
Even if initially those intentions were discombobulated, jaded  and half wittingly entered into as if blind.

Whisper earthquakes in our ear, and ask us if I we are okay. 
Watch avalanches be perpetuated. 
As igneous memories jukebox and start to sway.

maybe stick around to hear a monologue of what brokenness might divulge, and has to say.
And maybe be a vessel of cathartisism, helping caked on layers of disappointment and danger,
Fall away…..

12/19/19
7:33pm













351 - If Time Is An Illusion 

If time is an illusion, then why do clocks exist?
Why do we live our lives by minutes equaling sixty one second ticks?
Why do we then adhere to hours made up of sixty minutes?
Why can’t we just live without a measurable table?
Just living in the moment when we are in it. 

If time is an illusion, are there really twenty four hours in a day?
Or can we change it to twenty seven, because it fails to matter anyway?
Maybe the sun rises when she feels like it.
Maybe she sets when she’s sick of all the earthly shit.
Maybe she tags the moon to sub in at the end of her shift.

If time is an illusion,
Then is existence linear, straight line?
Or is it curved?
abstract?
absurd?
Is just breathing, seeing, meant to be sublime?

Do dimensions overlap?
Is there some secret, half beaten path?
If time is an illusion how long does your soul convulse when it laughs?

I sit here constantly thinking.
Filled with utter confusion.
Wondering if time is nonfiction or painted, tainted illusion.
I stare at hands that won’t stop moving.
As they race to infiltrate the mind, Fabricating an intrusion.
Sometimes I don’t even know, what the fuck it is I’m doing.

I set my alarm at the same time each morning. 
But then I think that time isn’t real.
9’ o clock is just a figment. 
That us humans have created just to feel. 
As if we can control things.
We manipulate, and say we know things. 
But maybe being locked inside a mirage of time, 
makes it impossible to grow things. 
The seeds we plant have trouble sowing.
The light within has trouble glowing.
Maybe time equates darkness which,
Makes it impossible when hoping.

That this karmic cycle is only temporary. 
If time isn’t illusion, 
Then what we live in, is more than horror movie scary. 
Like going into the bathroom, turning out the light, and three times repeating Bloody Mary. 

What if we may never actually ‘Jordan Peele’  get out. 
If time isn’t an illusion, then how do we figure this shit out. 
It feels like we are being buried alive, 
and denouncing time is how we dig out. 

If time is an illusion.
Then why were clocks created? 
Why was intelligence put into irrelevance?
This 24 hour a day prison, 
who was instructed to make it?
Is it something we can steal?
Can I put it inside my pocket and take it?
It is pliable?
Is this restriction desirable?
Can it bend?
Is it possible to break it? 

To take bars and shatter them possibly revealing gold. 
If time is an illusion why is there no expiration date on my soul. 
Why is a circle divided by twelve hours,
meant to wield power, signifying a whole.
High mornings. 
With evenings being swindled in, while the sunset is dwindling low.
If time is an illusion why is it so hard to let it go?
If time is an illusion, why is it so hard to let the real image show?

If time is an illusion .

352 - A Call From The Universe 

The numbers will not stop. 
Synchronicities assault and won’t leave me alone.
Universe keeps calling.
She keeps blowing up my phone. 
She’s leaving voicemails and multiple texts, and she won’t stop until I reply. 
She no longer exhibits politeness.
I am blinded by her brightness.
While I implode and count stars ubiquitously littering the sky.

The numbers will not quit.
They are resilient.
They are persistent.
I put my headphones in and blast the volume.
So I can passionately, adequately listen.

The universe she is knocking.
She will not leave.
She demands answers.
I’ve been growing leaves.
I’ve been sowing seeds.
And the universe was deep inside my very first professional planter.
Universe she sometimes stumbles but she always seems to stand up.

She looks at me puzzled, yet still straight eyed.
For every depleted, repeated, “so mote it be” 
magic has penetrated, Nourished and deeply flowed through me.
She claims my abstract affirmations are the reason fate died.

She quadratic calculates my ascension.
There are many silent vows made.
New guidelines mentioned.
Universe tells me to relax.
For the past 11 years my jaws have been clenched.

And.

She says everything is golden.
Trust my soul.
My intuition.
She says this as she grips her iPhone.
Dialing Fibonacci digits.
The universe has infiltrated and seized all that I am.
And nobody was there.
There wasn’t an eye to bare a witness.
And this all started with time displayed on digital clock.
Matrix now has been unlocked.
And this journey, even though just beginning, has been chaotically exquisite.





























353 - Phantom Of Frequency

My existence at times feels like a phantom of frequency.
I feel ascended, and then I feel like I’m bent in, shapes not yet conceptualized, frequently. 
The shadows, they still speak to me.
We play ring around the Rosie in the dark.
Sometimes a cloak of invisibility is placed upon my heart.

But it still beats.
I am a phantom of frequency and I run dauntless in the streets.
I am haunted and underneath.
My melanin hides my bruises.
Life has battered me.
I’m tattered.
See.
I am riddled with contusions. 
I am pummeled with confusion.

Mystery is what I embody.
I am a puzzle to those that view me.
An enigma to even myself probably.
This existence is too consuming
I am a religion within this temple. 
My DNA is synonymous with godly.
I am a flower whose soil became too saturated, too soggy.
And even while I drown, I am still sprouting, I am still blooming. 

Slowly.
The holes in this figmented pot, they don’t hold water.
They like to leak and see, 
Regardless of my speed of growth,
I signed universal oath, 
That I am phantom of frequency. 

I am a phantom of frequency.
A frequency of phantom.
I feel depressed.
Anxiety penetrating my chest.
A lingering trauma of being abandoned.
I’ve held my mind to the light.
Tried to negotiate a ransom.

Because my inner thoughts be rabbit hole deep.
I meditate and spell cast that while I dream, my soul keeps.
Safe.
Phantoms are magic, even when lost, they find their way.
Discouragement May be looming, but the flowers that soon will be blooming, reiterate that everything will be okay. 

I am a phantom of frequency. 
I vibrate because stagnation bores me.
I litter memory lanes with memories slain, determined to soliloquize my story.
I wear a cape to catch the wind.
I then remove it to begin.
To take much needed notes.
As life raft to stay afloat.
A double knotted, used to being forgotten.
Way to keep breathing.
To survive and cope. 

My being, it sings.
It disperses and it clings.
To things of other dimensions.
That she can’t possibly seem to bring.
Here.
I am a phantom of frequency.
I am devoid of any fear. 
I jump first.
I think later.
I am discombobulated.
I am not clear.

Fog it envelops me.
Shit is never really visible. 
I am a phantom, and honestly, 
This earth feels so unlivable. 
So stifling. 
So stone cold.
So round, but yet so flat.
If I allowed myself to disappear and drift.
I’d teleport to another dimension and this one would never get me back.

I am on see-saw.
A teeter totter.
And see, I have no balance.
Roller skating, with boulders hanging.
From the ceiling, or the ground, has always been a challenge.

Yet here I am.

Phantom of frequency victim.
With my ego stolen.
Trying to calculate the moment, my equilibrium transformed from
Whole, to broken.
Trying to Libra scales weigh the price I’d pay, for baring my everything wide open. 

My existence at times feels like phantom of frequency.
And if I’m being candid, I don’t even know what that means.
I just know that it’s becoming harder, 
to code switch and fit between.
The ignorance is bliss notion.
And the knowledge is power statement.
Because ever since I gained an eye,
I’m hallucinating, reality is swaying.
Reality is recess mode, adrenaline rush. 
Hiding and seeking.
It keeps playing. 
And I need definite answers.
I roam alone most of the time.
I don’t know of any other phantoms.

I’m just here ghosting. 
A part of the ether.
Vapor floating.
With no real destination.
No google maps dictating where I’m going. 

I am a phantom of frequency. 
A frequency of phantom.
Being seen would be lovely. 
Lost spirits who are not heard, 
they terrible two, two, two, throw tantrums. 
They, like I,  just want ears to absorb, consume, to listen. 
Even if they remain a phantom of frequency.
A misunderstood apparition. 































354 -  To Be Homesick Yet Stuck

I just need to be abducted.
This earth shit.
This 3-D circus.
I can’t trust it.
I was catapulted here.
From stars and galaxies, I erupted.
I am everything.
I am nothing. 
A key that doesn’t, but also does fit.
Meteors course through my veins.
I am something that once was, but also wasn’t lit.
I am attached.
I have “nurse me”  latched, on to a rocket.
Maternity. 
A mother ship.

That has not been too motherly.
I was thrown to this earth without warning or cushion.
Without disclaimer that after contractions, I’d be forcefully into this continuum, pushed in.
I hate surprises.
This rebirth, disabling, damn near stunning me. 
I would’ve preferred my home planet, take a pillow and smother me.
Would’ve preferred hot embers roasting, scalding, baking under me. 

I would’ve preferred to be burned at the stake.
They say in my dreams that I chose to come here. 
What amnesia ridden, deep in memory hidden, promise did I make?
How much did I say I could take?
Before I wanted to fucking get out of here. 
Before wanting to break open the stars.
Before wanting to explode through the stratosphere.

Why would the cosmos cause me turbulence?
I know that I should be learning shit.
But on this earth sometimes I feel like my whole being is full of dirt and shit.
I can’t find.
I can’t locate worth and shit.
I feel like, I’m not real like,  I’m not even worth a bit.
I feel like if I believed in hell, this would be it.
Because, nothing could be worse than this.

Do you hear me up there?
I’m asking for a savior.
A shelter.
A haven.
I don’t speak other dialects, but I speak fluent constellation. 
Milky ways they speak to me.
They pause as if they’re waiting. 
For me to grasp and if not to ask, exactly what they’re saying.

I have lessons not yet learned.
I have karmic battles I have to wage war in.
I have to lace my boot straps and straighten my back.
For too long I’ve been slouched.
Mind distorted. 

It is not time to go home yet. 
I am not Cinderella, adorning glass slipper.
I have to do the work.
Endure the hurt.
Comes advice from the Big Dipper.

He says folding is for the weak.
And stars like us, we don’t bend.
We take everything inside us, and create branches to extend.
The sanity within us.
While we struggle.
Puzzle. 
Confusion.
He says help isn’t necessarily available.
Galaxies don’t gamble with such cosmic intrusion.

And right beneath him as he finishes his last words.
I see the dipper, little.
Saying, painting. 
Encouraging words of, don’t let this word belittle.
Don’t you dare implode. 
Don’t you dare risk soul.
Don’t you dare let this dimension break you and whittle.
Away pieces of your universal fabric.
Cutting corners of you from the middle. 

I just need to be abducted.
To be swept light years away.
To Atlantis.
To Narnia.
To Some place that is safe.

I’ve been stretched. 
I’ve been pulled.
I’ve been prodded.
I’ve been poked.
But I guess I have to stay here, if I truly want to grow.
If life’s infinities and mysteries I plan to dig through and know.
Then I don’t need to be abducted.
I need to play this story out.
Whole.


















355 - A Rejection of Potential Broken Promises 

Don’t tell me you’re not going anywhere.
Don’t make promises you can’t keep, love.
Don’t say things that will turn into lies.
I’d much rather you not speak of.

Those.

I don’t have time to be raw flesh.
I don’t have time to be exposed.
I cannot risk further abandonment.
That type of cold has frozen bones.
I’ve learned my lesson with expecting.
And I expect to be alone. 
I’ve been torn.
I’ve sewn my soul.

See, I’ve been ripped.
I’ve bled before.
I watched my blood convulse, lacking a pulse.
As my consciousness crashed to the floor.

I was revived.
See, I survived.
And I can’t sustain another break.
So I’d much rather you keep all the promises you intend to make.

Because, I’ll expect you to keep them.
I am encyclopedias deep, and every volume, I’d want you to read them. 
I’d want you to reiterate and memorize, recite with smile, and repeat them.

Until you really get me.
Don’t tell me that you’ll catch me. 
If I fall, move aside, and just let me.

I’ve crashed onto the concrete before. 
I’ve had to relearn to use my feet before.
I don’t even know what giving up is.
I’ve never heard of defeat before. 

But love, love is my weakness.
It’s essence.
It’s presence leaves me speechless.
I can’t talk.
I can’t walk.
Love, it leaves me incapacitated.
knee-less.
It’s left me begging.
Left me pleading.
It’s left me hopeless.
No believing. 
Don’t tell me you’re not going anywhere. 
That almost always means you’re leaving. 
I don’t have time for anymore grieving. 
So please keep sweet nothings to yourself. 
Because I don’t have the capacity to be hurt by someone else. 





















356 - To Die And Then...

I died once.
My insides became chitterlings.
Parasites tried to eat me alive once.
I was ravaged.
My mind rendered savage.
I tried to love myself.
I tried my absolute hardest to survive once.

I was a vessel.
I’d never settle.
For what society says I should be content with.
I’ve written love letters that have suffocated. 
I sealed them with crooked, rollercoaster bent kiss.
Or kisses.
I’ve played Russian roulette every day of my life.
I guess being alive was the universe's consensus.
I have pit bulls guarding.
300 Spartans.
Outlining my purple picket fences.

I died once.
I have hospital bracelet etched with identity, to prove it.
Because remembering who I am while wanting to die was too consuming.
My inner chimneys hit me.
It was hell fire.
Ever fuming.
I don’t drive.
Yet liquid gas.
Has kicked my ass and left me zooming.

I couldn’t steer.
I couldn’t hear.
I couldn’t do anything to take control. 
I have purged, and re-emerged.
Electricity has surged and rewired my soul. 

I died once.
I kicked and screamed while they asked me questions.
I was in the middle of two opposing sides once.
Confused with whom my life was destined. 
I had to swallow and choke on my pride once. 
I symphony melded with orchestra.
Heavy rain, steady thunder.
I broke.
I soaked myself.
Un-cloaked myself. 
When water wells unleashed and I  cried once.
My eyes sunk.
My life shrunk.
I saw it dwindle, as I stared.
My depression.
A true confession, made it hard for me to care.

Benadryl tablets made it easier to sleep. 
And so I took 100 and downed them.
I took Hennessy,
A remedy, and since I can’t swim.
I fucking drowned them. 

My knees got weak. 
I couldn’t speak.
I put my head onto my arm.
I was awake but I was seizing. 
Unaware that what I did was causing harm.

I died once.
Woke up strapped down to rubber  bed.
I was screaming.
I was seething.
I wanted to bang my fists against my head.
But i was suffering sickness, 
And  those bitches wouldn’t remove my damn confines.
I never saw this trauma  coming.
Instead I saw rainbows.
I was blind. 

I sat in a suicide ward. 
I thought for sure this was the end. 
But I came too.
But I came through.
I even made a couple friends. 
We had a name.
Yes, we were strange.
We called ourselves, for humor, the flatliners.
In the common room on the television screen.
Robin Williams killed himself.
On the news it is breaking.
My hands, they start shaking. 
As I recount fond memories of Mrs. Doubtfire.

I grew up and laughed with this person. 
He smiled although he was hurting.
It seemed asinine.
It seemed stupid. 
Like some MK-Ultra type of conversion. 

I saw things I can’t convey, with words.
Absurd. 
This life is ruthless.
It will knock you out.
It will sock your mouth.
And leave you fucking toothless.
Will jack your possessions and leave you shoeless. 

So now you must walk on rock alone. 

I died once.
My brain was fried once.
This wasn’t what I meant when I clicked my heels three times,
 and said with conviction, “take me home.”

I just wanted things to be silent.
I just wanted things to be quiet.
I just wanted the gang war within my mind, to finally give truce and stop the violence.

I’ve had bullet holes that are full of soul, and still I just can’t get full enough.
I died once because I gave so much, and I just wanted to be rewarded,
With a receptacle full of love. 

I died once.
I took off my glasses.
Skipped karmic cosmo classes.
I took brown fingers and wiped my eyes once.
I shrunk myself and went inside once.

Inside myself to see the damage.
I had thought I had equilibrium when this whole time my life was slanted.

I tried to disappear from existence. 
I didn’t need a fucking witness.
I just wanted to not wake up. 
I just wanted to create earthquake.
Without actually causing earth to shake up.
I had knives meeting wrist, trying to slit.
Twist. 
Wanting this life, 
this struggle finally  finished. 
I added to my cart all my desires. 
It’s on my Amazon gift, or fucking wishlist

I needed therapy.
I needed healing. 
I needed hugs.
I needed love.
I needed to be pollinated.
The bees that tease me, ease me,  causing a buzz. 

I died once.
I didn’t want to survive once.
I wanted eternal blackness.
I wanted the dark.
I wanted to be void of beating ventricle.
I wanted to rip, and rid myself of heart.

I had no path. 
I had no road.
I had no bricks that were colored yellow.
I had no hands to hold me and mold me.
As soon as I was birthed, I was cut and let go.
I had to tell myself I was special. 
Otherwise I’d never hear it.
We are scared that we are powerful beyond measure. 
It’s fucking terrifying.
We fear it.
We see the light. 
The exuberant gold. 
We decode through dixie cups, we hear it.
Yet someone told us.
Generational curses scold us.
Telling us that we cannot come near it. 

I died one.
I was revived once.
I was told I shouldn’t have been breathing. 
Which means that even when I give up.
I have angles, geometrically working angels.
That give me something to believe in.
















357 - To Bare Your Soul Within Paper

I bare my soul with words abstract.
I have broken, re-woven back.
I have used pencil as a shield when my existence was under attack. 
I’ve used synonyms to win within battles against dark shadows.
I’ve been prey, I’ve been a stray. 
I’ve been forced to spill secrets on speakers all too loud too.

I have these pages.
I’ve been in cages.
And these blue lines.
They fucking free me.
I’ve felt invisible all my life.
But these blue lines they fucking see me. 
They penetrate.
Infiltrate. 
They try to become molecule like I am.
And be me. 

I bare my soul with metaphors.
My mind has fallen on metal floor.
I’ve been given ultimatum and told who I should settle for.
But I never fold.

I’ve never been a gambler.
Why would I just give away my soul?
Why would I choose to remain cold?
To be equivalent in temperature to North Pole?
Why would I choose to not be elevated.
Opting always to feel low. 

I bare my soul with different structures. 
I find a nurturing kind of comfort. 
In manipulating vernacular.
It is a surrogate type of Mother. 
Because mine died young. 
I was ten and no where near grown.
Her departure became robbery, it stole my very soul. 

So I took refuge in my writing.
It was a fort that I could hide in.
I was inundated in darkness and when blue lines came, I saw light in.
Everything. 

I bare my soul every time I write. 
Every time a word is birthed upon page or iPhone note. 
It ends up being a beacon. 
Ends up being a star of hope. 

I cannot help my love for poetry. 
I cannot explain why I like being naked. 
The whole bottle of creative magic was poured into me.
When the universe thought I was worth making. 

And now I create pictures. 
I create masterpieces with my similes. 
I bare my soul within this poetry. 
Because that is where I’m meant to be. 



























358 - To Rename A Volcano

Fire inside of you.
Lava erupts from fingers.
Hell is now your name.





































359 - To Metamorph Into A Rainbow

Your aura bled hues.
Of purple and neon blues.
You bright rainbow you. 





































360 - A Coloring Book, A Nervous Breakdown, An Awakening

Color outside of my lines.
Art need not be pretty here. 
Define me as raw. 


































361 - When A Ventilator Seems Like Bullshit

Breathing here is mute. 
Life should not be clear. Ghost white. 
Living is not death. 


































362 - Time Rogues And Romance

We rode time lines once. 
Travelling through decades past.
We be time machine. 


































363 - Of Writers Block And Temporary Emptiness

Writing can be hard.
Emotions are not rain drops.
Here. Ubiquitous. 


































364 - When Broken Thoughts Try Leaving

Mental illness here.
Breaking. Bruising. Using mind. 
There is no escape. 


































365 - To Achieve High Score While Playing Pacman

I was labyrinth. 
You were proclaimed maze runner. 
Us. We be team now. 


































366 - A Robbed Bank, A Jewelry Heist, A Conquered Heart

I dreamt bright diamonds.
She wanted her soul taken. 
Now I’m bank robber. 


































367 - To Find Balance Within Another

I saw energy. 
I felt your strong vibration. 
You’re meditation. 


































368 - When Love Songs Read Your Soul

She was R&B,
(2004) two thousand and four, rip shirt, 
In the rain, love song. 


































369 - A Convergence Of Flashlights And Louis Braille

If love is blind now.
Then I have been always braille.
Read me in darkness. 


































370 - When Writer’s Can’t Decode Regular English

I be metaphor. 
Be literary device. 
Speak similes here. 


































371 - Of Recess And Amazing Grace

Let's play hide and seek.
Olly, olly, oxen free. 
Come find and save me. 


































372 - When Green Thumbs Break And Sunlight Fades

I've sewn seeds before. 
They didn’t dare grow. I guess,
Sunlight is scary 


































373 - Dear Past Me

Dear past me, 
I’m writing from the future.
From a place where you’re more happy.
I know you’re in a place that looks futile.
You’re so mad. 
We. 
Need hoping mechanisms.
Coping mechanisms.
We need reasons to keep laughing. 
You need nuggets of gold that will pummel your soul.
To explain why unfortunate things always happen. 
You need weights to work out, 
To massage the hurt out.
When thought brittle bones feel like snapping. 
I'm here to let you know your soul need not be overthrown. 
You have the expertise to survive. 
You are your ship's own captain. 

You ride on waves. 
You hide in caves. 
You’ll learn to meditate with tibetan bowls. 
You’ll feel like you are crazy.
But baby a shift has taken hold. 

Past me you are hurting. 
Your DNA is cold.
It’s frozen solid. 
I'm here to annihilate fear. 
I’ve got your back, your front, I promise. 
Equations are thesaurus here.
Rhombuses and parallelograms tempt us, but to be honest.
Geometrical things, although shaped like shelter, have always seemed toxic. 
Boxes and closed sided things resemble bondage. 
Resemble prison. 
Resemble being closed in. 
Resemble being tied with no means for escape.

Dear past me, if you ask me.
This ethered meeting disguised as letter is our fate.
You’re supposed to read. 
I’m supposed to help.
I'm supposed to rescue you from yourself. 
I'm supposed to be the reason earth's temperature does not make you melt. 
You will succeed here my love. 
I have seen it.
you prevail. 
Your problems.
The pain you’ve gotten, may seem eager to see you fail.

But you are changing.
You are shedding.
All this heartache, it has become your new cocoon.
Enforced by stardust, and meteors, and wrapped in paper mache moon.

Dear past me, 
You are universe. 
I know because I travelled through your abdomen to meet you. 
I am you and I’ve travelled within.
In multiple dimensions I’ve had the pleasure to greet you. 
You are not broken.
You are growing.
You don’t need to die to have a genuine smile. 

Dear past me,
The parts rendered unhappy, have come from a trauma filled, unhealed child.
You were not given all you needed. 
Food, water and shelter are basic, Although important. 
We as growing humans in training need hugs, affection, And nurturing to feel really supported. 
We need stability.
A village filled with love and humility.
Things money isn’t exchanged for.
So there are no means to monetarily afford it.
A child who could have been mentally sound will end up silently shattered with reality distorted. 

Dear past me.
You got this.
I'm here to let you know.
It takes trees decades to show the potential they had for growth. 
Their leaves shed.
They’re rendered dead.
Yet every spring they sprout new life.
They give hope.

Dear past me,
always read this when you need to ultraviolet illuminate your soul.
You are not fragmented anymore. 
I know because I have seen you whole. 

4/26/20
8:04pm

























374 - She Never Told Me

She never told me she loved me. 
I never heard those 3 words following one another in succession.
I never heard marching bands play as those 3 syllables converge in a symphony. 
A grand musical procession. 
8 letters didn’t extend and bend to touch. 
They didn’t intertwine and become connected.

But they didn’t have to.
She never told me she loved me but I heard it every time she laughed.
When she was with me she’d dig deep and she’d hog-tie and capture her past.
And throw her traumas out Into receptacle. 
Those memories they have no place here.
She never told me she loved me but when we first met just my touch would evoke tremble, and equate fear.
Others translated love language into a form of hurt and hate.
Bear in mind that vulnerability made her terrified to stay, where.
She was exposed, thought to be alone. 
But I tried and a paradise was made here.

She never told me she loved me.
But she asked about things that made me know that she cared about my wellbeing. 
Cared about my universal cause.
Like when I seemed to not be able to find a reason for being.
When the pigment of my eyes were synonymous with lost.
She warmed me. 
My life story. 
My blizzard soul. 
She's taken hold. 
She defrosts My north pole.

She never told me she loved me.
But she knew the number of every loc I had in my head. 
She knew the name of every poem I recited, while creativity ignited me in bed.
She knew my habits. 
She knew my patterns. 
She read my natal chart.
She hugged and unconditionally loved.
Tolerated my unstable heart. 

She studied my incompatibility with Mercury and Saturn.
She was a scientist and I was in the control group.
She observed me and wrote down data.
While she lab ran. 
Or ran labs.
I was volatile once. 
Directions reading stand back. 
But she stood closer. 

She never told me she loved me.
But she’d touch me over and over. 
So much so, that now, from memory she could redraw, recreate me. 
I knew we were one.  
Both Icarus thinking the other was the sun. 
She knew, deep down my personal vernacular. 
She knew how to speak my crazy. 
And that is not something achieved by being passive, inactive and lazy.

So, she never told me she loved me.
But Adjective, noun, verb, every part of speech that love occupied, so did she. 
I knew she loved me deeply.
Even though she never said it with her speech

4/26/20
8:52pm 












375 - To Sleep Through Your Assassinnation

I slept through my assassination.
Bullet holes pummeled and drum-rolled my carcass.
I saw full moons and galaxies inundated with gaseous light.
But my reality, surrounding me, was starless.
I was sleeping. 
I was steady breathing. 
I had no lung function.
I was heartless.
I wanted peace.
Where memory lanes intersect and meet, I wanted solidarity. 
I didn’t want to be guarded. 

And so I wasn’t. 
We all regret mistakes we’ve made, tell me one entity alive who doesn’t? 
I was creating empires in my dreams, but in reality I had nothing. 

I slept through my assassination once. 
As if we can be assassinated twice. 
I was flying in the astral planes.
When on earth I hadn’t taken flight.
Tried carving straight lines out of myself when I was only equipped with a spoon, yet needed a knife. 
How could I have known I was in danger?
After a while everything pretends to be the light. 
Everything transcends becoming synonymous with night.

And if everything is dark, how can the sun peek through.
When the spirit you possessed has been infinitely eclipsed. 
It becomes difficult to believe anybody can really see you.
Becomes hard to fathom.
Hard to conceptualize.
Hard to imagine.
why the red blood inside, before exposure to light, even itself is sad. 
It bleeds blue. 
I Didn’t know prior to this languishing that dead things, still bleed too. 

I slept through my assassination. 
I woke up feeling strange. 
Feeling confusion.
Feeling discombobulation. 
I believe I sacrificed myself in slumber. 
I rebuilt my throat chakra through metaphorical asphyxiation.
My crown chakra needed work, and dead people, they don’t need head covering or hat. 
I saw my root chakra reconstructed as I was assaulted.
Forced to find self exalting with a bat.
I was anxious, my black and white life needed painting.
I needed vibrancy that could be seen from a bird's eye.
I had to listen to things not being said.
Reading ancient text only visible with my third eye.
I was sleeping and being broken. 
Spine was spinning and it was madness. 
You.
Don’t know the dedication, 
the mental reparations needed to repair and save your sacral too.
Injecting rainbow inside grey color scheme. 
Barely hanging on is how attempted murderer left us. 
I had to make it stop. 
While being unconscious I had a massive block. 
I had to irrigate my solar plexus. 
Chakras were broken. 
Mind was aching. 
I felt like to myself I was trespassing. 
Like on my thoughts there was a big lock. 
I was assassinated once and the bullet, 
it missed the chakra near my heart.

Allowing me to regain consciousness. 
Allowing my assassination to instead be a rebirth. 
Sleeping can mean Being born again each night. 
This isn’t surface level this requires a very deep search. 
Of past traumas, deaths, and issues that have shaped me. 
I was assassinated once, but I re-emerged safely. 
Because my assassination was the very thing, that ended up ultimately saving me. 

4/26/20
10:17 pm
376 - When Your Identity Is Labyrinth

My identity is trauma filled.
Black gel has tested and rested within me. 
I Don’t know how to be anything but a vessel for pain.
Antonymous with the word friendly. 
I’ve watched this montage of episodes before. 
I’ve spent numerous times reminiscing and internal Netflix bingeing. 
It’s hard to separate anguish from myself.
It’s been a partner since my beginning. 

My identity is dilapidation.
I cannot be myself if I am fixed. 
I only know how to exist when everything I embody is diseased and sick. 
I only know bravery when I am hole filled and constantly draining.
I suffer in silence.
When it’s help I am craving.
Gibberish wrongly translates what I am actually saying. 

My identity is crisis. 
I only am alive when I feel lifeless.
My existence has always been antonymous to what the definition of life is.
I do not know how to be whole. 
I can’t comprehend a not worn, torn soul. 
I only know how to be resilient when I feel like I do not have control.
When I’m not driving, yet still I am swerving. 
I only find solace when I am hurting.

I need a crash course on healthy surviving.
I’ll take notes. 
I’m good at learning. 
I’m good at studying.
I’m good at tests.
The professor in this lecture is supposed to teach and do the rest. 
I do not know how to not second guess my depression.
I feel this flaw I must confess. 

My identity is trauma filled.
But of this I am aware.
So I want to empty all its contents.
Complete.
I want to refill my identity instead of with black gel, 
with agave nectar, pleasant and sweet. 
I want to become an expert of my own mindfulness.
Not only being present when I feel like I am gone. 
I intend to metamorph my identity.
And make who I am, finally, my home. 

4/26/20
11:02pm




























377 - A Pop Quiz Of Existential Crises For Self

Question.
Was losing yourself a part of the plan, or were you just careless with your soul?
Question.
Why did the breadcrumbs you baked of yourself absorb and leave you lost?
Question. 
How many chunks can you bite from yourself before you end up digesting your own trauma?
Question.
Do you ever see light when you close your eyes or have fireflies been rendered extinct?
Question.
Would you jump again if given the chance knowing this time you won’t survive?
Question.
Is it thrilling to you, almost a daredevil like to play hopscotch with kitchen knives?
Question. 
Have you ever forgiven yourself, for actions done to you that you did not commit?
Question.
Have you ever tried to hold your soul backwards, bearing all weight, but still wholly determined to, of yourself finally being able to lift?
Question.
Have you ever felt like punching a bag without physically sustaining a single hit?
Question. 
Can you breathe when you’ve inhaled every scent remnant with feelings of home?
Question.
Do you ever hear your inner psyche asking existential crises scenarios when alone?
Question 

4/26/20
11:47 pm










378 - To Be Synonymous With Art

You embodied artwork.
Portraits, phrases and pictures.
You were a gallery.
You magically, displayed not previously decided hidden figures. 
When street art meets and greets heart,
An emotional masterpiece is created.
And then the vibration from that creation is taken and transcribed in physical painting.

Everything you are is seen as artwork.
Picasso could not on canvas articulate anything better.
Your soul is the Museum of Fine Arts.
And your thoughts are intricate love letters.

4/27/20
12:03 am






















379 - I Wish I Was A Poem

Often times I wish I was a poem.
Wish that I was explained in prose.
I wish that I could undress, without taking off my clothes.
I wish I could be naked down to the molecular structure of my bones.
If I was a poem, I’d have a village.
I’d no longer be solitary, alone.
I’d no longer need a shack.
This time I’d finally have a home.
Because I’d have found refuge within line spaces.
If I was a poem, I’d be invisible.
I’d literally be able to commit time chases.
Time travels.
Time races.
And only periods could stop me. 
I’d always be continuous.
It would take commas just to pause me. 
If I was a poem only book burning would hurt or harm me. 

Oftentimes I wish I was a poem.
Wish that my existence was paper thin.
So that if I were messed up or less than perfect, 
I could shred my remnants, recycle and start again. 
I could Phoenix rise for the eleventh time, 
and it wouldn’t be viewed as salem witchcraft. 
If I was a poem, I could take elation and finally make the shit last. 

Oftentimes I wish I was a poem. 
But without poets, literary masterpieces wouldn't exist.
So I will remain a wordsmith. 
Writing what I wish to be, with purpose. 
Keeping the balance, that is not seen, but surely is. 

4/27/20
2:25pm



380 - A Poet's Paradise 

I wish my parents were Maya Angelou and Langston Hughes.
So that every time I dare even pick up a pen, the ink tip plays saxophone music.
Transformed into an instrument.
Southern Down home blues. 
We’d play hide and seek.
I’d find and keep all their literary clues.
I’d be articulate from infancy.
My blood, and hyperboles would be infused. 

I wish ‘A Dream Deferred’ was my lullaby.
Every night I’d be told to always hold fast.
I’d know not to let my dreams die, 
as they can escape fate and fall through the tightest grasp. 
I wish ‘I Know Why A Caged Bird Sings’ was something I memorized to keep me sane. 
Like a pacifier to soothe, those words would ease any potential pain. 

I wish ‘I Too, Sing American’ was in my arsenal,
when hatred from those lacking pigment chose to try to reign.
So that white supremacists realized we are not trying to impose upon an already occupied lane. 
So that they tried to empathize.
Not spontaneously materializing and unneeded race. 
I wish I could see blackness encased in magic,
when I dare look upon my Mayas face. 

If Miss Angelou had birthed me. 
I’d always feel like I was worthy. 
I’d feel pristine, like I was black soap scrubbed clean. 
I wouldn’t even know of the word dirty.
Being condescending to myself would hurt her.
So in turn I wouldn’t say self loathing things to hurt me. 
I’d be confident.
I’d be royal.
Crown would adorn.
Crown would fit me properly. 
Having been taught by the best. 
I’d take headdress and rock it honorably 
From the womb she’d have me comprehending, never pretending that I am a ‘Phenomenal Woman’
Phenomenally. 

I wish my parents were Maya Angelou and Langston Hughes. 
We’d have a house just for our library, 
and I’d spend hours with dewey decimal trying to peruse. 
I’d have a creative spark wired to my heart that no one could ever try diffuse. 
I’d be protected with these holy relics as my parents because then I’d never have to choose.
Between writer's block, and a writer's heart. 
I’d always have a muse. 
If they were my parents.

4/27/20
3:01pm. 
























381 - Word Vomit Of An Empath

Emotion has eroded inside of me.
I’ve wished that I could implode, and climb, and try to hide my mind in me.
Because I look ugly when I cry.
And I don’t want anyone to see that side.
I’ve already drowned within myself, and that has washed away all pride.
So this isn’t that.
My whole embodiment is emotion.
And that sentiment is often attacked. 
Feeling is all around me so it is futile trying to watch my back.
Or my left.
Or my right.
Or even what I see, right in front of me.
I am paranoid.
I am inundated with the thoughts that others are judging me.
Are taking and boa constricting me.
When I was told they should be hugging me.
I feel so fucking deeply that anything else just looks like nothing.
Be,
Gentle with my soul.
it’s already been broken and handled way too rough to be.
Okay.
I feel everything.
Every minute.
Every hour.
Every day.
It’s something that I’d never want to be abducted or taken away.
Because even in the confusion, I’ll always first choose, 
My calamatic emotion...

5/1/20
4:48am






382 - Acrophobia

I’ve always been afraid of heights. 
Maybe a tragedy ended up trapping me in fear that transcended from a past life.
Maybe what lingers in the sky isn’t dark enough for me to hide through.
Maybe wings and things seem unnatural to actually be able to glide through.
Clouds.
There is no parachute stitched big enough to hug the sky and lift us up, 
if this plane shattered and came plummeting down.
I do not fucking like having just nothingness around. 

I’ve always been afraid of heights.
And I mean even when I was child, 
When I was pumping legs on playground swing.
Before I knew that pain and actual depression were a thing. 
When we would race and I would sit.
And then my legs would begin to kick.
When everything I was would begin to get traction and start to lift. 
I’d feel the wind. 
I’d feel the rush.
Each pump meant I was closer to reaching galaxy.
And then abruptly I would stop because the anxiety would come.
I was young.
It was frustrating.
It was maddening.

But I’ve always been afraid. 
I mean, I’ve always been scared.
If we could asphalt line the sky then I’d be down, I’d be there.
Instead I stare up at the stars.
I’ve become best friends with the moon, we talk every night.
And she tells me all the tea, because she knows I’ve always been afraid of heights. 

5/1/20
5:02 am




383 - To Impersonate A Cloud 

I wonder what it’s like to be a cloud.
I wonder if they have a mind.
What do they think?
What do they feel?
Have they always existed to protect the sky.
Or were they conceptualized and lab created rendering them not really real? 

Can I touch cloud and take it?
Jar it.
Is the monetary currency up in the ethers calculated using stars?
Get.
Up close to seeing universe only when in plane, but still that’s too far.
That’s.
Just not acceptable.

I wonder if each cloud knows others exist.
Or is egocentrism their language, only thinking they’re the special one.
I wonder if clouds know that freezing rain, it is no fun.
Do they have company and dinner parties with fallen angels and the sun? 

I wonder what it’s like to be a cloud. 
To just be.
To have the power to create oceans, with blueprints outlining the sea. 
I wonder what it’s like to be a cloud, to witness in person the magnitude of when it is lightning and thundering.
To be okay just observing. 
To be whole just by hovering.
But I will inquire about everything occurring on earth.
And while up there, cloud is expert at discovering.

And one day we will cross paths. 
Me and cloud during summer rain.
I’ll take those notes and they’ll take mine.
Of precious information we will exchange.
And after that I won’t be able to look at this poem the same.
Because I’ll finally know, what it’s like to be a cloud. 

5/1/20
5:12 am





































384 - When Quarantine Is Old News

My soul has been quarantined for a while.
So this, this is nothing new.
Alone is all I know. 
so this imprisonment is comfortable.
Bars aren’t bars here.
Bars are art here.
This shit is Vincent Van Goh dope.
I’m used to things not being whole.
Now this virus has rendered the whole world broke.
And, finally I’m first.
This being of pieces shit, you all are late here.

My soul has been confined for a while.
Memories are all we play here.
Cosmic karma has made me stay here.
Even though it may appear like I am free.
Everything is an illusion. 
Nothing is really what you see.
So your perception doesn’t matter.
This infection has perfected being parasite sent to shatter.
A whole society that blindly keeps on climbing a shaking ladder. 
A Shaking ladder leading to nowhere.

I’m already existing in the dimension of nothingness.
So this quarantine shit, I am a pro here.
The one thing I refuse to do is release pheromone, if I should show fear. 

I don’t belong, so since I arrived, I’ve been decoding foreign language.
I know very much how to navigate a world built on top of explosives.
I am inflicted with cognitive dissonance because half of this hurts and half of this experience is painless.
I know to most this time to just in a way practice mindfulness is strange.
But. 
I’ve done this quarantine thing before, so this feels basically the same.
Just.
With company….

385 - An Amber Alert For Teeth & Happiness 

How do you smile when your teeth have forgotten where their home is?
When their vision has become blurry so they see directions but still can’t focus.
On the breadcrumbs.
How do you smile, when every day your fucking heads numb?
When just existing on this earth feels like a punishment,
and of anything else you’d rather be dead From.
Because this fucking sucks.
What could be any worse?
How do you smile, when lying to yourself causes you hurt?
What do you do when your non believing teeth have gotten up and went to church,
Because they don’t know anything now.
And they need something to believe in?
How do you smile when you see nothingness when light is trying to peak in?

Do you put up missing happiness posters?
Trying to gain National exposure.
Do you repeat to yourself over, over and over.
That no matter how far away from home teeth stray, They can always reunite and be bought closer.

How do you smile when your smile feels like sadness is preferred because your face paints that portrait more?
She does not have the resources to lean on you although you have both shoulders.
And not once have you chosen to really immortalize and clay mold her.
How do you smile when your smile feels like you never chose her?
You find and keep every artfully guarded tooth and bring them home.
And then, you grin with no teeth.
To signify progress and your willingness to locate upturned lip and  show her.

How you smile.

5/1/20
5:42am




386 - Thought Control And Trampolines 

Who told you that your feelings were trampoline?
That countless people could jump on you with no repercussions?
Believing yourself to be abyss.
Like now you emote and heal from nothing.
Who said that you deserve to be jumped on?
Why would you allow yourself to just be punched on?
You’ve injected yourself with lidocaine so you are numb.
You’ve given yourself to people, and now can’t feel yourself being munched on.

Who told you that your feelings were trampoline?
Your resilience not mattering, because sneakers they crush, they maul, they step on you.
Who convinced you that you were not golden?
When they need to rain water collect and pour respect on you.

Who told you your feelings were trampoline?
Only worthy of being used to get to the top.
Someone grey washed your psyche.
Why can’t you see the neon chalk?
That you once were colored with.
Outlined with.
Almost made up.
When speaking of you in the future I don’t want to be unimpressed uttering nonchalantly “she just gave up”.
I want to smile from deep within and say “she is what grit is truly made of”.
But that can only happen if truth becomes my dreams.
Because whoever fucking told you that your feelings were trampoline.
Didn’t have me.

5/1/20
5:56 am







387 - A Doppelgängers Reality

Somewhere In another universe.
In another dimension.
Where air smells like mangos, and kindness is a birthright for everyone living.
There is a me that has experienced a type of elation since creation.
Since Conception.
Since implantation
Since the very beginning.
And this version of me, obviously more worthy to be Content, 
She has both parents. 
She has an older sister and a baby brother.
She engages in parties filled with laughing and late slumber.
In this dimension, in this reality, she knows wholeheartedly that her family, they really love her.

She is supported and she has help.
Her grandfather blesses her with wisdom, of his earthly lessons.
This version of me doesn’t even know the meaning of anxiety or depression, 
because she is calm.
She has no reason to believe those around her mean her physical or emotional harm.
She doesn’t need to stay equipped in protective gear,
ready to explode and sound the alarm.
Because she is content.
In this dimension, on this earth, she has a few really good friends.
Those friends that will listen when she calls to vent.
They equally care about each other.
Her life is outlined by a bright white  picket fence.

Somewhere, in this dimension my doppelgänger she feels safe.
She knows that no matter what she has a refuge in multiple a place.
I know because I’ve witnessed her existence.
See I’ve seen her.
When I’m road tripping down the ethers she shows her face.
It was first a blurry picture but now I double feature dream her.
And yes she looks like me, 
so the perception is that it’s hard to tell the difference.
But her and I although living opposing lives are connected, which I thought was a given.
I’m briefly able to impersonate, for a second I vicariously live in.
The reality of someone in another universe, another dimension.
388 - To Sacrifice Your Sight

Read me with no eyes.
I expect things that are myth.
I’m impossible.


































389 - To Survive An Attempted Murder

She wanted to erase me.
Wanted to then reconstruct me from the nothing that she made.
My own consciousness was a problem because autonomy is what that gave.
She wanted to be my hero, thus me being attached to her because she saved me.
She claimed she was bulldozing my identity for my security and safety.
She said the light I had inside needed to be hidden, 
Because the darkness would chase me.
But it was her in fact, that had been void of light.
I always wondered why her presence bought chills, as if the sun left and bought clouds,
ever shady.
I was more than she could handle.
And so she tried and failed, to erase me. 

5/1/20
8:15am






















390 - On Swimming Lessons... Once Again 

She was ocean deep, and I couldn’t swim, so I’d drown whenever I would try to enter her.
Still the possibility of ceasing to exist didn’t matter.
I just wanted to swim through her.
The border of the large body of water, that she was, it was meditation.
Void of turmoil.
Void of trouble.
I walked on her beach only in fantasy.
I’d find rose Quartz buried in sand, naturally tumbled.
She was ocean deep and I couldn’t swim.
But I didn’t care if losing life meant I’d be able to reach her.
Besides, one doesn’t need to breathe, when they are dancing in the ethers. 

5/1/20
9:14 am























391 - Dream Girl 

I only saw her in my dreams.
So I would force myself to sleep.
I became enemies with the sun, 
because I was convinced that the presence of light would ultimately keep.
Her away.
I only smoked in the darkness.
I fucking scowled each and every rising day.
Because that meant I couldn’t keep eyelids closed to make her stay.

I only saw her in my dreams, and so I swallowed countless bottles of NyQuil.
Hoping I’d infinitely be in limbo with her, 
but I’d always at sometime be summoned back to the light.

Still. 

I wanted her around for eternity.
Although wrong, I asked to capture her in a glass jar, to get her.
Wine became my best friend in my attempts.
And my middle name is now changed to hard liquor.

Because I drank it often.
I’d pass out.
I was just trying to google maps find her.
If you see her on a beaten path, would you please be sure to remind her.
That I exist.

5/1/20
9:40am









392 - Edgar Allen Poe

I’m convinced I was adopted.
In fact, I think my dad was Edgar Allen Poe.
I know this claim it seems outlandish.
I know you wonder how I know.
I know that he has been gone for centuries.
So how on earth could I exist now?
I possess magic and my mother is stardust reincarnated.
So I use that force to take time and shift.

Loud.

Is my fathers entrance.
To this world that he has often told me moves in slo-mo.
My dad has never experienced television,
yet he once told me this simulation feels like a show.

He and I really resonate.
He sees the cognitive dissonance within my soul.
As a reverence to his essence, I’ve tattooed on my back, his whole poem The Crow.
It doesn’t matter if you can’t seem to conceptualize my rarity.
And I’ll say it again, for emphasis and clarity. 
I think my dad is Edgar Allen Poe.
The only difference between the start of this piece and now, is that this time instead of being unsure, I know. 

5/1/20
9:54am










393 - An Identity Crisis Named Casper

Maybe I should change my name to Casper.
It already feels like I am ghost here.
The only good thing about that predicament is the ability to infinitely always float.
Where, ever I choose.
The only pigment I’ve been given permission to display is white.
So when I sing, 
nobody can tell I’m belting Mahalia Jackson blues.
I never claimed to be a rainbow, 
but I long to become neon purple, including all its hues.
Maybe I should change my name to Casper.
Then I would never be confused.

When I was ignored.
Or I was alone.
I’d know my place when I was walked through.
I’d understand why when I spoke, I had not even one soul to talk to.
It just seems like I am spirit now. 
Like I am paranormal apparition. 
If I changed my name to Casper, I’d maybe no longer feel imprisoned. 
I already feel lifeless, and am treated like a parasite to the living.

I’d maybe find some peace.
Opening up a whole new chapter.
But that would only be if I changed my name to Casper 

5/1/20
10:11 am










394 - On How Enigmas Are Confused Too

Everything I am is an enigma.
Everything I know is complication. 
I am a Rubik’s cube, and of myself I do not know the combination.
I have tried to match the colors.
I have even tried calculating the conclusion using numbers.
I’ve thrown myself inside play pen, out of frustration.
I let myself marinade inside a cupboard.
I didn’t care.
I was being stubborn.
I couldn’t figure myself out, and that shit it bothered me.
Maybe I was born faulty and malfunctioning.
So a solution was void and this test was just conning me.
This shit is not easy, but nothing ever is.
Go figure.
Everything I am, is puzzle.
Everything I am Is enigma.

5/1/20
10:57


















395 - Operation 

I remember when I was young there was this game called operation.
I loved to play this game.
It was easily one of my favorites.
Basically, someone was ailing.
They had these plastic  pieces that were inside of them.
The player had to take very small tweezers and perform surgery, 
while using unsteady hands to guide them.
If that doesn’t seem a bit twisted, the rules aren’t over.
There is another.
If you hit the sides with your instrument, you were electrocuted by a buzzer.

When I was young this game seemed fun.
It seemed like a challenge, 
but it was something that could be won.
It didn’t matter if I dropped pieces back inside, or was countlessly stung.
Because in board games you can start over.
You can pretend it didn’t happen.

But then I grew up and I found out there was no such thing as magic.
If I messed up, I would be hurt.
That game in real life is a curse.
When you lose your heart inside of you.
There is no player to perform a search.

It just is lost.
You just are heartless.
No tweezers searching through your broken carcass.
I wanted to believe that I could be healed instantly here, but fairy tales, they are just far fetched. 

I remember this game called operation.
It was my favorite
I used to love it. 
Until I grew up and experienced hurt.
Now I despise it because I have become it. 

5/1/20
11:30 am
396 - Lost Imagination 

What happened to your imagination.
Why can’t you no longer create things out of thin air in your mind.
I know that as we grow our ability to pretend becomes harder to find, 
but it doesn’t just evaporate.
Imagination doesn’t just walk away and completely disappear.
Something must have happened and the result was a massive imagined dose of uncontrollable fear, that has infected you with amnesia.
So even if we tried to restore it, 
you wouldn’t remember your capability to believe in, anything lovely.
Without imagination the world is distorted.
It looks funny.
The world is less than attractive without art to imagine and mask it.
It looks so fucking ugly.
What happened to your imagination.
Why didn’t you have some way to track it.
I hope you find it soon otherwise your universe will always be just blackness. 

5/1/20
12:11 pm


















397 - Marijuana Edible 

You remind me of edible marijuana, because your edible mind, it gets me high.
And just like it, I was nervous the first time to try you.
Your canna-butter colored covers, they wrap and entrapment tightly inside.
I am lost in euphoria trying to find you.

You remind me of edible marijuana.
More specifically the Rice Krispies, 
because it’s easy to overindulge.
The right dose is crazy tricky.
I need restraint.
This is temptation.
Eating anymore will grow me wings that ascend me towards the sky.
I don’t want to end up comatose, with my soul broke. 
Unable to move.
Too high. 

You remind me of edible marijuana.
You remind me of marijuana edibles.
Because if I ingest you, I am let through, a magic portal that shows me spectacle.
You have the ability to provide me happiness anywhere, and that gives me a special hope.
You feed my soul and elevate me.
My marijuana edible.

5/1/20
12:25pm





