The Exchange

The soft distortion in the background
flickering some winged light

this thing offers a heart of gold,

“this weight bears a heavy price”, it said.

The moment is now, except for the absentminded.
Holding a pact, made of dust

saints and devils both grin

combined at the spine

locked together with their

horns and halos.



Disease

The legs of staring eyes
stand ground watching the curled body

No one can help when inside the circle
teaming with hands tearing flesh

These are not people of humanity but people of dis-ease

Chaos of no forgiveness

the cancer of non-discrimination
this sickness within the moment
will not be taken back

only lingering droplets

only lingering noise

only lingering silence.

The repercussions’ have settled comfortably in apologizes
forever tarnishing true forgiveness.



The Damp of bedwetting

Somehow conforming to the mess

that is cradling the half not falling

Chances are not expected on time

The head moving side to side aware of disapproval
and home managed to keep its charm.

Departure from novelty
some other time

some other place
sitting and waiting
Everyday is damp
when not wet



Zoological

When the clasp has been removed
the heavy sway of the metal box refuses to be free
nothing pushes it out and it cannot move.

If chains enslave

invisible ones are phantom limbs

the images of memories repeat

the present is not real anymore and somehow it lingers.

Bonding to the functional disease by
contently clawing

the dripping noise of chaos.

The faces peering from the side
looking with knives

cutting parts

bleeding the suggestion of touch.

The affect of guilt from something elsewhere
lost with the open-eyed path



Centerpiece

Lay perfectly still in the middle yet moving in the center. To expect a strange fixation of space,
in infinite time that can dust it off; it’s bounty less body lays in a burned empty vessel, it cries
out a song of peace. In amazement, it’s certain caged prophecy’s seem to grow by the clocks
second hand, that show me a paralyzing look of anticipation, trick’s my mind slowly into sleep.



