
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“Opalescence”  
 
Speckled fluorescence of light approaching 
The dim line tweaks sweeps keeps the unfinished furnished. 
Pillars of tile--of marble--of bronze--of cast iron shimmer 
There is a glimmer these pillars will stand the crumble 
For the path before us was--will be--the last laid for us. 
You are my Renaissance, my aching mush, my gruel (poor me) 
Pour me the antidote. 
Decorate our mold from the distance of our sheets 
And music will flourish--etch--choral and hook. 
Service survival, for survivors remiss are reborn of extreme pedigree 
Radiate--Lancaster! Burgess! 
The grey Miocene tradition has gone missing 
Your palette diffracts, illuminate our mission 
Reshape the miscast 
Since way back. 
Perhaps. 
(Requite is certain--long drawn curtain--to your museums I attend) 
There is no speculation, the masters primed agree 
The ceremony will never be the same. Congruous, unflinching 
Foretold. 
You awe the chisel, not the crack. 
Behold! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



“Sunset Rider” 
 
Gulls fly low as the waveʼs crash in, 
Drifter's escape, drifting as memories dim. 
Miss you more than ever, didnʼt want to see you go, 
But now youʼre drifting away with the water's flow. 
 
CHORUS: 
Riding off into the sunset, 
Remembering your lies I'll never forget. 
Broken heartʼs still breaking, 
This sunset rider for the taking. 
 
You to me is a vanishing dream, 
Crashing on the rocks, heading downstream. 
Standing alone, mist gathers on the shore, 
You fade to nothing, I can't see you anymore. 
 
The sand is hot, my temper flares, 
Receiving awkward gestures and glares. 
I gave you a love, you never knew, 
But I'd be better off if I had never laid my eyes on you. 
 
CHORUS 
 
I didn't mean to you, what you meant to me, 
And youʼre leaving before I could make you see. 
Just how hard it's going to be, 
To walk the earth endlessly without me. 
 
CHORUS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“First Dose” 
 
And the Southern Peach slowly sets, 
Behind midnight mountain silhouettes. 
Near the Green theyʼve laid the snow, 
The bar still needs an act for the show. 
 
The waitress through the cigarette haze, 
Serves up organic pale ale parades, 
Her tumbleweed eyes sing softly, 
But swing softly far from me. 
And I still feel other shadows, 
And I still feel the first dose. 
 
Thereʼs a man with a bottle and a bestseller, 
Heʼll never admit he can live without her. 
Her highway hair, her country blues, 
Her private smile, her fatherʼs views. 
Thereʼs a man with a fever and an old cowbell, 
Drinking American Tradition, itʼs all they sell. 
Emptying the dream from his penny pocket, 
Never found the key or the door to unlock it. 
 
The waitress through the cigarette haze, 
Serves up organic pale ale parades, 
Her tumbleweed eyes sing softly, 
But swing softly far from me. 
And he offers his empty toast, 
The first since my first dose. 
 
Theyʼre men with guitars and scientific bowls, 
Office hours wear the bottoms of their soles. 
The children are asleep, they could do the same, 
They know theyʼre playing, but donʼt know which game. 
And thereʼs Indian art in the light, 
Behind the turtleʼs flame they ignite. 
Eating in the hands of the yellow moon, 
The Wool Hat strikes up another tune. 



“Slave to the Music” 
 
Slave to the music, maneuver my mindʼs curve, 
Wrap me around the bend with my innocence preserved.  
Peyote dancer, conjure a fix for these lucent eyes, 
Let me prance with Mother Noose under naked skies. 
 
Pave a path near the unseen road, down by the lake, 
Cherish the pain, crystallized by venom from the snake. 
Prick like a cactus in the deserted brown, 
Thereʼs a jagged mountain I canʼt see around. 
 
Domination of black, sullen eyes plunge, 
My blood swirls, absorbs into the cloth like a sponge.  
Robe the stains that lie faltered from defeat, 
Hobbling history, wound and bound to repeat. 
 
Shadow window box of time, wrapped in geed, 
Planted with beauty, thrown together with seed.  
Clouds plummet from the sky, woeful raining,  
Indigo colors loosing their way from a painting. 
 
Deceit stirs in the warmth of my bones, 
Brick bridges burned, there arenʼt enough stones. 
Bending my spine, spiraling to hell, 
Reeking combustion where other men dwell.  
 
Inviting man holds the truth, mixed with sin, 
Hollow body, mindʼs played with a vengeful violin.  
Negatively pump the uncertainty into my veins, 
Slave to the music, bury the rotting remains.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 



“Rolling Waves” 
 
Encrusted beneath the hollow earth, 
Are treasures priced more than their worth. 
And so stops black eyed Susan, 
Asking, “Why itʼs me theyʼre accusing?” 
 
Kokopelli drives instrumental engine down coco beach, 
Farther than Oberonʼs crafted right hand can reach. 
He stands stilted under that banyan tree, 
Whispering to Susan, “Itʼs not you, itʼs me.” 
 
Triton casts his eye over longboatʼs rolling waves, 
Wondering how something beautiful can be someoneʼs grave.  
Overhead he begs, “Stop squawk seagull,” 
“Go dance with befriended mute steer skull.”  
 
Arco in deep sleep for three days after the storm, 
Dreams heʼs pushing the stone for a king besieged in thorns.  
Poseidonʼs trident tail whips Maryʼs landish plates, 
Down the drive away from Heavenʼs golden gates. 
 
Sand pipers scuttle yellow brick blasted road, 
Paving a path to Leatherbackʼs woody abode. 
Yet on the deck, I think of mustang red lips, 
And completely yearn for her umbrella daffodils to kiss.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 



“The Needleʼs Eye” 
 
When Mother nurtures nature, maybe, 
Youʼll hear the melancholy laugh of my lady.  
With the blistering pepper burning from the east, 
She fades away hand in hand with a priest. 
Sheʼs gone to have her demons released.  
Hear the demons cry,  
“Youʼre going to die before you reach the Needleʼs Eye.” 
 
And me alone with the babbling brook, 
Searching for religious truth in the babbling Book.  
Yearning to defy stories of splintered nails, 
Innocence is locked away in foreign jails. 
It seems that our demon prevails.  
Hear the demons cry,  
“Youʼre going to die before you reach the Needleʼs Eye.” 
 
The camel feeds and bleeds His greed. 
The camel stampedes pleads at full speed. 
The camel misleads my needs but continues to proceed. 
 
My soul bought and sold, stronger than I was told,  
Erasing memories of old, a future waiting to unfold. 
 
And my lady weeps under the dying sycamores, 
Collecting thoughts like rocks from dark, vast shores. 
And her priest cloaked in deceit crosses to the gate, 
Where his heart is conducted by hate. 
And my ladyʼs left forever to wait. 
Hear the demons cry, 
“Youʼre going to die before you reach the Needleʼs Eye.” 
 
A haunting voice behind my shoulder 
Whispers my spine that much colder. 
The pepperʼs flame fades away, 
And me, begging to see a new day. 
 



 
“Orion” 

 
Oh hunter, there you are frozen in space, 
With two ferocious dogs that telescopes trace. 
Thereʼs no red, but Taurus still reams, 
And the scorpionʼs sting poisons dreams. 
 
Your sword, not made from silver or gold, 
And like your legacy, will never grow old. 
Iʼve been told to, “Reach for the stars and moon,” 
Oh, hunter what is it like to be you in the afternoon? 
 
Oh hunter, you dance like the sky is yours to control, 
And on this night thereʼs lingering emptiness in my soul. 
You beat back fears, do you ever feel the way I do? 
Spiraling, you donʼt know what youʼre falling into.  

 
 
 

“Owl” 
 
Owl cahoots hoots when young ones sleep, 
The dreams youʼve made are rather hard to keep. 
Flying far and wide, stretching your wings, 
Leaving behind the wooded home where owl sings. 
 
Soggy forlorn eyes are sure not to miss, 
The gray ever clearing morning mist.  
Fighting through black, spinning out of webs, 
That tried to contain you with lingering dread.  
 
The watery dream bubbles you drink to clear your mind, 
Can be shattered by talons of reality that keep you confined.  
Owl cahoots hoots in the darkness of serenity, 
Crying, you awake realizing you can only be your own identity.  
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

“Childrenʼs Song” 
 
Iʼve heard the song of dying children in fruitful pastures, 
And such sad melodies orchestrate four seasons around the bend. 
Little mittens gather plentiful dowries pleasing belly full masters, 
Yet on the fields where crows will feed are hearts no plow can mend. 
If war never ceases to be, Iʼll be forced to grow out on Solisbury Plain, 
Escaping to foreign meadows Iʼll frolic freely, imagination runs wild. 
My savior, drunk with ecstasy, ironically prays to his own name, 
And doesnʼt hear the sad song sung by every little lost child. 
 
 
 
 

 
“Man in the Cape” 

 
Closing my eyes I see heaven singing its song up from the sea, 
Angelic eagle wings spawn, gusting winds blow through me. 
Gentle buoy bobs like a boxer, whistling waves roll the shore. 
As the sun begins to burst I know I canʼt look back anymore. 
Place me in the Lordʼs arms and let me rest for but a day, 
Locked gates in Eden and the sea canʼt carry me far enough away. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 

 



Pristine bathroom. Decadent bathroom. Ivory marble and clean stainless steel. 
Vanity, free-standing tub, rainforest shower, toilet, skylight, window overlooking 
Wallabout Bay. Young woman lifts the drain plug from the tub, steps out, slings 
robe across her body, saunters to vanity and sits. We see her reflection. She 
considers. She begins to pamper.  
 

G 
Thereʼs an American Indian 
Oh 
In the book 
Thereʼs an American Indian  
And heʼs sort of separated from the Brave New World and thereʼs this scene 
where he is describing seeing this womanʼs body 
I think itʼs a woman 
It might be a man 
But heʼs describing seeing and being very close physically to a womanʼs body 
and the language is very descriptive and you can feel 
You can feel the intensity for him 
 
About even a touch 
And the power of thought that that brings 
That amount of desire 
And how stifling this desire brings a very human element from him compared to 
the people that are indulging in sexual desires constantly and um  
 
I was thinking about why James Deen 
D E E N 
 
Is so unattractive to me  
And itʼs because heʼs childish about sex and he uses stupid silly words like  
 
Gaping Butthole  
 
And thatʼs just something thatʼs really attract 
Unattractive 
To me 
Men who treat sex in a childish way and treat women like toys 
Like little kids have action figures and then grown up men have 
Men who have never actually grown up 
Treat women just like action figures 
Do This Position 
Take This Harder or like  
Show Me Your Butthole 
You know and then girls who are like  



OK Blah Blah Blah this dick this night these drugs  
I just find that element of sex really gross  
I mean not gross but childish. 
And that to me is unattractive 
 
An unseen manʼs voice. 
 

B 
So what are you looking for from sex? 
 

G 
A connection 
A connection with someone 
Not something thatʼs silly 
Or childish 
Because sex isnʼt childish  
Itʼs adult and itʼs human  
So a connection with someone 
A transcendence even 
I mean sex can be very spiritual in many ways 
Youʼre transcending everyday human you know  
Whatever  
A different level with someone who you have a connection with not just some silly 
like meaningless nothing 
And Iʼm not saying I canʼt see why you want to know about other partners 
It does matter 
And Iʼve asked you questions 
I mean I guess I would be concerned if an experience has bothered you  
Or something you missed s 
Something you were looking for 
Iʼm interested in that in terms of what your past brings us now 
I mean a lot of what you tell me about driving and picking up girls or meetings for 
threesomes on craigslist like thatʼs not the man I know now 
And thatʼs someone who treated sex like 
Iʼm Lonely I Wanta Go Get Laid Right Now You Know Ejaculate And Not Even 
Care About The Person Iʼm Having Sex With 
Thatʼs not the person Iʼm in a relationship with 
Now 
Maybe you were  
Iʼm curious to know why you were like that but in terms of the nasty details of 
what you did 
Not as much 
 



A young manʼs head and arms raise slowly from the tub and rest on the 
porcelain. He considers.  
 

B 
Why do you think I continue to be interested in your details? 
 

G 
Something to do with possession 
I think in a way you want you want me to be pure for you in some way 
 
I do think that 
I do think that 
I know you disagree but I do think that 
 
And you were especially concerned in making sure if we saw someone that you 
would know what I did with them 
So you wouldnʼt feel 
What 
Dumb 
 

B 
Just the racing thoughts that would be going through their head 
 

G 
So you would know that already 
 

B 
Yeah 
 

G 
Why would that be important to you? 
 

B 
So Iʼm in on the conversation you know the conversation thatʼs not happening 
Him thinking bout what he did with your boobs and your thighs and your belly 
 

G 
You think you would think about that more if it was someone I had sex with 
 

B 
Absolutely 
 

G 
I donʼt know 



I took it more to mean that you wanted ta sort of own my past so that you couldnʼt 
be made a fool of 
So that someone wouldnʼt know more about me than you 
I donʼt think its weird 
I just think itʼs very typical 
 
The most annoying one was the night about Jazz Alley 
 

B 
How you went home with a stranger and you let him snort coke off your belly 
 
He slips back down into the tub, hidden. He looks out through the skylight.  
 

G 
The thing that really annoyed me about that 
Is that 
That was actually a meaningful experience to me because it was on the verge of 
one of my darkest lowest points and you didnʼt care at all about what that 
moment meant to me 
You cared about the straight dirty facts 
Thatʼs all you wanted to know 
When you brought it up it brought up like I felt like you werenʼt listening to me at 
all 
You wanted to hear this one thing  
What 
How I felt dirty and degraded and wanted to put myself in front of a bus 
You didnʼt care 
 
And the thing with sharing information with someone is you have to trust that they 
wonʼt use that information against you and right when I told you that I felt like you 
were angry at my answer 
Which you were 
And then I said to you something like 
If You Canʼt Stand The Heat Stay Out Of The Kitchen 
Cause what I was trying to say is Iʼm a girl with baggage and I  
If you canʼt handle it donʼt ask me these crude questions 
And you already knew what the answer probably might be and then ostracized 
me  
Yelled at me  
Made me feel alone and abandoned in a time that you brought up one of the 
worst experiences of my life 
You were awful 
You used my information against me and you didnʼt even listen 
I needed to talk about  



Because this is an issue for me 
It was an issue for me that was really horrible and then you werenʼt even there to 
talk about it 
Youʼre just not trustworthy with it or you werenʼt I feel like youʼve changed but you 
werenʼt at the beginning you used it against me 
And the worst things you think about yourself you donʼt want your partner to think 
those things about you to 
And in that moment when I did that at my deepest darkest points  
I felt so bad about myself like I was a worthless prostitute basically 
And I want you to know that I thought that 
But I donʼt want you to think of me like that and I donʼt think you do think of me 
like that but you did in that moment 
And I want you to know what I thought in dark times but I donʼt want you to 
believe them 
In most cases they are exaggeration of what the truth is 
But 
Yeah 
James Deen 
D E E N 
Heʼs just like a little kid whose seeing his penis for the first time thatʼs why Iʼm 
telling you you need to read Brave New World because whenever they want to 
have sex they never steep in those feelings of desire they rush to relieve 
themselves 
Theyʼre good as dogs.  
 

B 
Mercury is still in retrograde. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



“Yellow Tape” 
 
The sun is out, everybody knows, 
The rain is out where madness grows. 
 
She said, “Farther than you can see.” 
I said, “Hope that road aint windy.” 
 
She said, “Soon but not yet.” 
I said, “Wonʼt take you long to forget.” 
 
She said, “Tomorrow has another cure.” 
I said, “I donʼt do that anymore.” 
 
Thereʼs yellow tape around the gutter, 
Who would want to fall? 
When matched up against another, 
She seems so tall. 
 
And the night canʼt escape into morning, 
Like a prisoner sheʼs just a guest. 
And the boy canʼt escape onion eyed mourning, 
Her resolution meant nothing he guessed.  
 
She said, “Sometimes I think I tried to.” 
I said, “Sometimes I drink to be lied to.” 
 
She said, “There was a time.” 
I said, “So is that my crime?” 
 
She said, “Baby, there is no you and me.” 
I said, “That was farther than I could see.” 
 
It took her train, 
To make me see the rain. 
 
 
 


