
Among the Stars  

We walk above it all,  

Immune to ill wills and the doomsayers,  

Virtuous love renders our hearts asunder,  

Hand in hand in a distant land,  

There is no way to forget it,  

Among the stars there is only us.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Atrocity Exhibition  

The rain pisses down,  

A man sits alone on a rotting stump,  

Sisyphus rolls his rock for the last time,  

He and she become her and him,  

The pleasant heart defies clarity,  

Rapunzel swings to and fro,  

A noose of golden locks,  

The Wasteland remains unread,  

Hemmingway, Kerouac, and Ginsberg have long been dead,  

Influences they are not,  

“Let me rot!” Cries the sapling,  

The song of joy has been sung,  

Devious lust keeps me devout.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Swamp Thing  

A cleric beast,  

He protects the green,  

From west to east,  

He reigns supreme,  

Man fears him,  

A misunderstood savior,  

Always so grim,  

Emitting godly behavior,  

The swamp is home,  

The thing lives,  

His perfect biome.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2017  

A catatonic state,  

Led by an inept reprobate,  

Hate begets hate.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Habit  

I wear my influences on my sleeve,  

Nick Cave, Lou Reed, Homeric epics,  

Writing is never second nature,  

It is a muscle one must nurture,  

Dour days bring sorrowful tales,  

Days of light bring contagious delight,  

Never let it become a habit,  

It must always be new,  

Every word a challenge,  

Every verse an impossible algebraic equation,  

Find the solution even if it leads you to dissolution,  

I just want to revel in your light.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Stagger Lee 

It is a tale long told,  

Through various forms both new and old,  

The tale of Stagger Lee,  

The mean mother fucker who came to be,  

On a wind swept night,  

The wind blew with scents of murderous intent,  

Into the saloon two men went,  

Stagger Lee and Billy Lyons ordered drinks,  

We’ll have two St. Louis specials please,  

The men discussed it all,  

Life, love, and the pursuit of pussy,  

Two pimps who’ve honed their craft,  

Neither friend nor foe,  

Merely acquaintances by circumstance,  

More drinks were drunk,  

Both men entered in a drunken slump,  

A dispute was had,  

Stagger Lee grew stark raving mad,  

Billy Lyons shuffled backwards,  

Old Stag drew his red right hand,  

Billy Lyons face found an exit in the back of his head,  

The once prosperous pimp now lay dead,  



A pool of blood like a halo around his head,  

Stagger Lee stood over the body,  

The gun smoke now cleared,  

He smirked at his work,  

Once fulfilled he robbed good old Billy,  

He would come to Charon empty handed,  

Stagger Lee left the saloon,  

Still the meanest mother fucker you ever did see,  

Now that is my Stagger Lee.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Basilica of Santa Maria del Popolo  

Gothic cathedrals adorned with candles and murals,  

Cameras flashed at the architecture,  

An old man strummed through the Decameron in the corner,  

A little boy tugged on his mother’s sleeve,  

Two lovers strutted entwined in one another,  

The visiting hours had just begun,  

It costs fifteen dollars to get in,  

What would Martin Luther say?  

I guess indulgences have never really gone away.  

  

 

  

  


