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all patched up’

g~ A COLLECTION OF POETRY & PROSE ~~ = ;,._
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sometimes i find wilted daisy petals in the pocket of my overalls
- and i want to smile, the —5T A . *
memories of your sunkissed freckles and the way you always
tripped over your own shoelaces dancing across my mind like a | N E
clumsy waltz of 1-2-3, you-you-you. ™ J\
- _— -3

other times, i find the crinkled love-notes that ynu*d scribble in the
" mornings, packed TTTTTTTTTT WL RS ohdl 4 _
with my lunch in your signature slant wnt]ng, every "y" looped
like the curl of your eyelashes LT g - ®
when you'd fallen asleep, the cursed thing locked behind my ':%'i .
* ribcage falls to the floor and i have 0 7° | T4 WY
to pick myself up all over again. the note finds itself in a little ball
© at the bottom of my trashcan, ¥ J".g.‘ ; Y
~ and all ﬂmughts of you in the back of my mind.
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can't handle the tides ] W %1?1&"4‘1"*‘*- -
that wash over me, the sea of my tears and your voice bm:lk_mg‘ in | A

gmdb]m swaep me away MY K ‘\"‘

leammsaﬂthewatmnfus .. &
without drowning or losing myself in the sand. ‘
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leather sweater |25 =

. 2 '.f-'_,;.‘ L
-
never apologize for being soft. A ok
the sheepskin A g
the soft, fairy-eyelash wool YT ._.' :
will scrape and burn 5 ‘,’I' Koo #c
aw into leather e, T
and you'll wish that beneath that tough hide, practlcallgr A S
mwam impenetrable e
you had something soft to cushion the blows. 7
R
R e

B g
o | *-
'k



l.lf'l'E EGYFTIENNE & sspguad s Soires s b [amosis
“Ean Pilaphags T, ki s bngiregm m Egrphe pom
dditurs radicabivmeni + ek dangey bw Pods & Dwrens thy vage ot
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depeluteires pombu o plie, | Fas Plephage s'atage divtiemond a
Feiimey of daso ks ads e pliss iy qonser [ g e wwcre. Powr
woiet e ogvnsee, i mfl de desasdii i Flaran d'csiid de bopan
dimi{'.--ri-h.:h—-—nﬂﬁ.Tﬂun-hu.
3 ruudu riyra. Paria.
e )

':j = g o
: *ﬂ “are you happy? r""“ . s fee o
z" R, e
his throat, sudden]y drier than the taste of i =
lcT ’f~ ‘cncktml Inﬂ:ers, chokes for an answer £ % _13 _ i

T AT
‘the EEIS]T way? ]res, of course, why du ynu ask"” S
questlnn llke that should never hE answered
mth such bremty, such dlsnusswe s:mphclty

e is grateful of course. sumundedbv whrant o B e
: acrgrh: friends on each side, he is painted a musnlc
20 f vmrm:lty, colored bv,r their words. p-erhaps that
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ks %;__ # "bette:"" something fulfilling and meanmgiul
oo ~ever vanquished? is hope sumethmg wnrth
tretaining 1f it ism't? =
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sacrosanct devotion colored my disposition asf s
reluctantly as watercolor ink fills canvas, and yet the &%
pigment settled intﬂ taut tapestry, and so i loved him._&

|||.|— d-r L "*‘""‘m.‘-&_& 3 "
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X . there was sumethmg evangelical in the boy's E].res i
ffelt. something in the way they glimmered under thE' '
dancing display of stars and galaxles that made mej '3' ':" \

. freshly fallen snow and the cobwebs lar:mg old hnnks, e
* and it was that easy. i was baptized in the chestnut gy b J b,
| pools of his eyes and arose a religious man, not only -'1': S
3 believer but hopelessly devout to the church i ::alled £

= our love. the scripture of his words sang like the
~sweetest dolce cadenza, a lullaby for my doubts am‘.l
remedyr for mjr sins. with the naivety of abel, i " -

s my lips. yet, perhaps it is better to swallow the pill 8
and think of him in hope of salvation. entombed, i '
# lie in prayer of deliverance. let my sacrifice be a y
redemptmn of pl.ll:'lt]i’ ' :




iii. lacrimoso

they slid down porcelain cheeks, one after the other, until the
cracked china seemed evermore fragmented with dewdrop
broken light. he was silent, no sound except his own hitched, |
S48 quickly slowing breaths. silent like the answers to his prayers.
A a requiem for virtue long forgotten. the thoughts that danced
: ' _j':; ithrough the ballroom between his temples reflected such, their
! tapping heels beating into his skull feelings of remorse; memories
'f carried too much sentimental sanctity to even be considered. the
e arborist seldom notices the toxic plague infecting its oaken
W s wonderlands until it is too late, and such was he deflowered by
..-. e im]:nn::n_-".'ulit],pr and apathy. dangerous drugs, they were.. /

the most potent was the home he found in the opium den of his
S lover's arms. remembering that first high made his cheeks flush.

£ 858 chestnut skin dripped with the rarity of a barely grilled steak at
* those sorts of thoughts. he grimaced as he remembered those mid-
~ july mghts, the recollection was painful. g 3 A

- RN,

tears dnpped onto the scripture and smeared the ink mth callous
_ technique. corinthians looks a lot like chrysanthemum under the
. saline smears across the page. he smiled.

g the lamb of god finds redemption in de:tl:-.\H
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i break me slowly. ¥
like an agquamarine chisel
-~ let the waves crash over my marble & & SR =
o (BIE]L .  eroding me with every touch. E
|7 the tide is much too gentle !
~ % and my skin too strong
. -l E |' : for it to just sweep me away, 4
L 1 1m though i pray it would. ; - -
water will always win against rock, no matter how
hard it tries T
to contain its effervescent ripples. *
and when i am merely sand, &
little grains of what used to be marble,
wash me away wesg ' .
as if i was never there. & &0 '
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> his hands were rough and clammy T"":;EI,-*E‘: e 1_ 3!:“
- g / el

. hot thick mitts against my skin gaf o ' SN
, staining and marking .~ _ xq&l* AT o ﬂjq__n;
"~ smearing his color over me | "~ i-ii e/ TR
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=9 bk a pristine, empty canvas g ks | }H ¥ Jr.,}‘(,
P AR IO O O i, fﬂ\_ o
- ST the painting does not ask to be painted =& ‘ ? - a2
S Sl it is not sweetly questioned what it would like Ty v A j,

o T g WS

‘ " - ..l-l-: What EtTD]{ES he [ - " % . : 'h-..‘“ . ik I %
*2 what rough brush mars its surface ‘C&j\i / = -ﬁiﬂ;
e it SitS mosme o A i,

& & -h:
and waits to be ruined * ;rJ"-’

I - -4, R

; § =g &A 2 this one is made for the trash

5 5 i g_:' o S~ = ruined and forgotten — «

N Pa 5 at the bottom of the d

- @ at the bottom of the dumpster |

- A7 ] = e e e -

g5 5 b S5 SFos&naSs ')&)
:{? %‘J E there’s no painting over black and red
A a so the artist moves on to his next canvas

o 'S = and the painting rots away py

S 5 m B wemer in some landfill s
? ik "'r-& h ; ﬂ:}"ﬁ a gallery of disposable filth
el 5 o > gy, @ museum of waste
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g
h 1 sickly, sticky, slimy,
| § | you slither between my bones
,feasting on flesh and sinew |
remmdmg me that i will never be free
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% 1can feel you gnawing on m'y veins Som-taa
-

% dnnkmg bluud straight from burst pipes Saf -~
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1S this progress ?
5 o al iha ome alone iInthe rain

s ‘ Find mysels inthe s ame hupesds poawn
|\ fe\xr not <o \nﬁ% o;tab

Hresome gizat Beet

the same sized Peet Follow the
Same sized tracks fhrough the wmud

A different place , a clifferent Hime
but other ive o Further

1 could yun bux id QIE\' nowhe Ve
hmrihh.j self - aware

s 1y nothwnQg
| Ceel hn‘l*h'iﬁg

I miss fFhe edqge
of a blade, his words, my teaxs
Ca S *rhp_% iy o hine dowwn m‘.j oneele

I miss the empriness of a house no¥ a home

of hellow walls awnd the combfovt of the lcviow vy

rmu i dle vourivne of work and wovle o .aoun
infervupred by SioWtsS ane a Flidkeving screen

My ‘;n'h"E..";lj | apropP 'rm:a -Fa.r-t-ﬁe,r
Haoves nothing Cor we heve

like Theve was hnﬂiﬂg Cov e Yheve
Nothing Fovame nowhWeve.



shimmering sun sparkles the scintillating sea
waves of warmth wafting over me
grains of hot sand tickle my toes
down by the shore i forget my woes
it’s simple
it's sweet
relief from the heat, i take my seat in the ocean
feeling for the first time an indescribable emotion
like a mother’s hug, i squint my eyes,
up on the sand, where my friends lie
pale thighs and sunscreen
crooked smiles, a sunny scene
a thousand words cannot express what i mean
express my love
i “%% for them and the sun above

day at the beach
e & Y
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~iam not the man I used to be
in his place, a marble statue
he doesn’t laugh the way that i do
round eyes crinkling at their corners
big round belly heaving til its sore
he doesn’t even crack a smile
i thmk that man’s been gone for a while

' =
1f you'd knock upon lus surface

i thmlt you'd find him quite hollow
‘nothing but dense marble and echoing emptiness
not the sweetest pill to have to swallow
it wasn't the gaze of medusa
or some wrathful god that made him this way

mwhatever it was, =
he’s here to stay
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in my likeness, but not quite there
my hollow impostor who can’t quite care
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whole |
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cast in marble and gﬂded gold
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a ghost like me, weathered by injury
" . unable to see, or breathe, or leave
, | does not deserve to live

"_ to experience this world with grasping fingertips
| to see the trees and smell the sea pgg |
; i was not even the image of man| ™
© the likeness worn away by rough hands :
| an immemorable statue, shapeless and haunted |
taunted by nightmares, utterly unwanted

. but i was placed in this home
‘ ) where i am never alone
: . X and suddenly i began to change
| : 1 warmed by their words
; ~. my jagged edges turned curves : .
.- A5 and they washed away my mange #" ‘e
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there is nothing but the fog .
an enveloping grey mist that threatens to swallow
- me whole :
it is in my eyes and my ears and my head and i
g~ e fear o
that without the fog, i am nothing, not even a soul

-. W
i

b
L o
r % the fog sometimes has a name |
' s it calls to me and speaks
it takes the form of me and my selves
i . and we dance around this cavern of my head o
spitting and screaming and sobbing and singing %
and we fill the space together with valleys and




e - g oy "Lﬁ" \
_, other days there is nothing but this abyssal
F oo emptiness o
i am but the host for my parasites
~ and without them i am just a carcass
 a hollow puppet made of flesh and bone
it is me, just the body, and i am all alone

ek pasay =

i today is one of those days z
1 let the fog fill the space between my ears
words are spun out of smoke and smiles are
== rigged by invisible strings
pulled by hands i cannot see R
today i am the fog 1 r
and the fog is me




little girl at the beach
she throws a stone
she gives a twirl
all alone, she’s dressed in pink
it makes me think
of another little girl
who used to twirl
who used to run
and play in the sun

i don't know when
and i don’t know how
the little girl i knew and loved
ended up in a tower above |
she used to have fun, and play in the sun
before her heart soured, alone in that tower |
she once was free
she once was me ,_
there must be more that we don’t see.

little girl at the beach, despite all you’ll weather
i hope you'll ever stay light as a feather
as free as a bird, let your songs be heard
never turn sour, treasure each hour
and with every twirl let your story unfurl.

little girl at the beachq*
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i always thought 4

i was like a cat
independent, sleepy, free

i’d joke about the cute things

little meows and button nose

but really 1 am just like a cat
in the way i drag my wretched frame
off to die alone ,
hide my corpse among bushes and leaves ;" =
to decay where no one can see me :
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# = A teddybear Sewn baue toogther
i E‘Wﬂhg of Fuzzy Litte smile
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but cometrimes | awn Full of hate !1 I'F |

3 Someimes | am a bia qreen onan mamte 1’3.__#
| want ko Wit and Soream
) And bite and hwrt
| Feel big Feelings @
bur ey ave not We
>

they ave the socksi put on
that proteckny Feet and
Keep Mme wavrm

and | omsnll leve
I am cshll mew
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pinocchio

S X

T

3 * iam a prince
pulled together by porcelain parts
precious pieces of marble and skin

. a real boy
my own creation Li
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i am masterfully constructe
ﬁ.ﬂ ¥ the architect my left hand
L %8s the builder my right .
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> e this collection is a selection of pieces |
REL reflecting my personal journey over \‘

_ the past few years of my life. . {
- = iorganized this collection

~ chronologically to show my growth,

= as bumpy as it may have been. 3
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