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Book I
The Best Parts, the Beginning

 



March of 2014
21 Years Old

Understanding the Source
Exit your worry
and enter into reality
as though it were a lucid dream
for that is when the beauty
of consciousness
becomes most apparent.
 
In that state of ecstasy
where the imagination
spills an ocean of creation,
honest in design,
but beyond comprehension.
 
In that sudden moment past,
the imagination manifests itself,
spreading in all directions,
overwhelming even the artist’s eye
the way a flick of a switch
can overwhelm the darkness.
 
Oppose the order of things
with the peace of someone
who is aware of the world around
and still in control
of those things internal.
 
The ability to understand;
the courage to name
the source of your sorrow
will one day give you power over it.

 

 

 

 

 



 
Year of 2016
23 Years Old

Spit or Swallow
I’ve been a shooting star
burning up only to
 
 

flicker
 

 
 
 
 
out.              
 
 
 
 
 
I’ve
 
 
been
 
 
falling
 
 
for so long
 
 
sometimes I think I am flying
and forget I am only pretending. . .
 
I swallow my shame
like a mouthful
of fishing hooks
and act like the hurt
makes me less weak.
 
I fight to keep it down
like a strong drink
but when the hurt



comes back up
my shame
claws at
and
pierces the
throat
of my expression
as both a poet
and
a person,
 
like a metal talon
gutting a fish’s eye.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Spring of 2015
22 Years Old

Searching for Morning
I woke with the birds
but felt like a caterpillar caught
in someone else’s cocoon.
 
As I struggled against
that darkened shell
I kept hearing songs sung  
by blue birds unbroken
by things only night can bring.
 
But all I could think of was how 
the dawn must feel to those with wings
they were forced to rent or to borrow
or to take out forever-loans for
and those who were given
every opportunity for free.
 



Still. I tried searching for my morning,
despite being in the middle
of someone else’s dark,
despite being caught
in a dialectic
of a death inevitable 

and
a ferocious desire to live.
 
With a bold pen in one hand
and a bottle of desperate in the other
I hoped to dr(ink) my way out.
 
But at some point during the discourse
of my early-twenties-reckless-artistry
—an honest attempt at living,
maybe my only—I misplaced my
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

sanity.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Started mixing all my metaphors,
invoked so many endless arguments
amongst my scattered selves
I couldn’t even get my subjects
and verbs to agree.
 
I tried to fire work my speech
so when I spoke,
something beautiful
could light up



around me
and maybe even help me
break free
or at the very, very, very least
help me forget the dawn I gave up
on ever actually someday seeing.
 
But to my upset and to my surprise,
when I fire-worked my words
I did indeed break free
from that darkened shell
but at the cost
of scaring
all the birds away
as I crippled a wing so badly
I forgot who I was supposed to be.  
 
I became the kind lost
that tears clarity apart,
razes it brick by brick,
undoes all its anchors,
sinks all its ships.
 
Restoring my sanity
felt like trying to reel in a kite 
during a hurricane 
too honest
in its destruction 
for me to lie to myself anymore.
 
I never lost my sanity
because I never even had any.
I just wanted people to feel sorry for me.
I just wanted to wear my sadness like a crown
and pretend it was beautiful and important,
but there is nothing beautiful about the things I feel.
 
There is nothing important about the things I write.
I only write to keep myself alive



which is sad as fuck because I think
I must be a coffin.
 
I think I must be a coffin,
not just because I am quiet and I am rigid,
and not just because people act politely
around me even though they’re obviously
never happy to see me;

 
 
 
 
 

 
I think I must be a coffin
 
 
 
 

because where ever I go,
 
 

 
 

I go there carrying
 
 
 
 

 
 

someone whose dead inside.
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

July of 2018
25 Years Old

Millennials
My perception of the beautiful,
the tried and the true,
the novel and the new



 
Everything.
 
 
All of

it
 
 

is mutilated by a self-hatred
that is both perennial
and progressive.
 
I’m convinced
that everyone born
from
1984 to 2005
does depression.
 
I’m convinced
that our depression
is contagious.
 
For some it’s just an extracurricular activity,
for others it is the totality of their identities
and the admirably bitter core
of their tortured being;
 
for some it’s the drive that fuels music,
art, and poetry while for others it’s nothing
but an indomitable, crippling, and deadly disease;
 
for some it’s a heavy
but simple thing,
 
easy to identify
or
to mask,
 
easy to argue with
or
to nurture,
 



easy to deny
or
to accept;
 
but for me
 
it’s always been
 
cunning, powerful, and baffling.
 
 
 
 
 

Whatever the nature of our depression,
 
 
 
 
 
it is easy
 
 
 
 
 

for not a single one of us.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Spring of 2015
22 Years Old

The Shadow of this Moment
(Once Upon a Time)
Without you,
this year has been a constant

tug
 
 
 
 
 



`                  of
 
 

war
 
 
 

between
 

 
 
becoming                   
 
 
and             
 
 
decaying
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
and the rope is on fire.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I’ve earned myself
two
stubborn,
burnt
hands 
that turn to ash
when I try to strum
those strings
that used
to sing

so sweet
in the shadow



of this moment.
 
Once,
upon a shadow of the moment
a narrative, bold with ambition,
reached a fork in the road 
that would forever change
the nature of our story. 
 
In one direction
lay all the freedom
of a devoted, passionate,
wild-eyed-wild-fire-dreamer-poet
attached to nothing but his craft.
 
 

In the other direction
lay a lover and a love

tame and fulfilling and
able to keep him balanced

and whole for the rest of his days.
(I guess you can see the choice

that I made)
 
 
Still.
I remember
the time you fell
like an autumn leaf.
 
I rushed to catch,
and when I did,
I held you sturdy
as a branch
on my family tree;
raised your hopes like a flag
but never tried to wave them around.
 
I held them high, held them proud
until the day I let you down;
until the day we reached that fork



in the road and I gave up
the narrative of us
to pursue an identity
I still have yet to become. 
 
 
Is it too late to apologize
for taking that turn?
 
 
Especially
when
I have nothing
to show
for the loss
except
two
burnt
hands
 
 
and
 
 
 
 

poem
 
 
 

 
after
 
 
 

un-published
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
poem?

 



 
 
 
 

 
2013-2014

20-21 Years Old

The Feeling of Being Far from Found
I am pulling ancient lost memories from my past like precious bits of

broken cargo wrestled from the wreckage of a ship that had set sail with all the
promise of paradise but ended up abandoned by Father Time and burdened with
the weight of absent purpose. That feeling of being so far from found which so
often leads to a habit of dysfunction which—pregnant with a mixed sense of
security and ecstasy (but coming at the price of complacent living)—drives a
person to one of two roads:
 

either she is moved

towards the door

of understanding a power

greater than herself

or else

he heads towards

and past

the

edge

of

his
 
 
 
 

sanity.
 



 
 
 
 

 
Year of 2017
24 Years Old

Foolish Poet
My attention has been fragmented
into a constellation of bright ideas
falling rapidly from the heavy
of too many mistakes.
 
I used to always Attempt
to do the noble thing
without question,
without hesitation.
 
Oh man,
how many times
I have learned,
forgotten,
and learned again:
“only fools rush in.”
 
What did wise men say again?
 
And it’s not
that I’m a
“slow learner.
I’m just a fast forgetter.”
 
 
Oh
ignorant-noble-jobless-poet-folk-singer-fool
I was,
and will be again.
And again.
And again.

 

 



 

 
Year of 2016
23 Years Old

Foolish Poet (Part 2)
Can I once again
call attention to the wind chime
that breaks during the onset
of a hurricane?
 
 
Always we forget what others
try so hard to not—from time
immemorial, everything that has been
practiced with purpose and beauty
and faith has been carved, or spoken,
or written down only to be erased
from the collective consciousness
 

without a care.
 
So, foolish poet that I am,
I write for the broken wind
chime, for its last melody
that was never heard.
 
A resonance
of non-tonal harmonies,
that comprise a constellation
of bright compositions
that somehow shine
 
through radio; through head phones;
 
through television screens;
 
through the iron-curtain privilege
 
of ignorance; through blinding privilege
 
through heads, hearts, and hands;



 
through poetry,
 
until this foolish poet
 
finally learned how to hear the song
 
of the silenced.
 

The song of the silenced is all I hear anymore.
 

It is a sad song.
 
 

But it is my, and many, many others’ song.
 

It is a sad song; but it is all I know anymore.
 
 
 
 
 

 
Years Old 2017

24 Years Old
All I Know
I went mad for the beauty of this world,
I went mad from the beauty of this world.
 
I went mad before I was born
and was born so many times before I went mad
from the slow-motion train wreck
of my reckless, early-twenties artistry
which ultimately killed my sense of self,
derailed my train track purpose,
and high-jacked my make-believe sanity
after demolishing my ability to believe in others.
 
I committed suicide to too many of my selves
and fragmented the few that remain
with tobacco-pipe dreams drenched and drowned
in alcohol nightmares, sedated by endless hits



of marijuana, skies of bong-ripped clouds,
anti-depressants and midnight
salvia divinorum day-dreamed delights.
 
My poetry wasn’t always a joke.
It didn’t always make a lot of sense,
but it wasn’t a joke.
 
My loss is the strangest kind of loss.
The gaining of seeing something
that can’t be unseen and blinds for all eternity.
 
I blunted my mind until it was no longer sharp.
I stabbed my heart with cloak-less
in the day dagger memories
that cut even deeper at night
reminding me
of how I used to use my arms
as canvases
and a Swiss Army knife
as something
I should not have.
 
If I knew how much shame
it would cause
I would have tried
so much harder
to be kinder to the skin
I cut into and carved away;
and I still wonder
why I haven’t been touched
by a loving hand in  

      
 

            years. . . .       
 
 
 
 

                                                                        . . . years
 
 



 
 
  years . . .
 
 
 
 
 
I tried to learn better, to do better.
I tried to discover my truth and to reify it
into a practice I could preach without any rehearsing.
 
My light and my dark
had become so intertwined
I couldn’t tell one from the other.
 
I wanted to study everything
until I could be certain
of what was wrong and what was right.
 
I needed to know
if justice was just a myth
which never existed
and could never have
manifested itself
into people
and their lives
or
if it was just
being suppressed.
 
After all I’ve tried to study,
after all I’ve learned
from 25 years of listening to:
the university professors; the homeless; the professional poets; the street corner
spoken word artists; the madmen; the dancing queens; the travelers; the
boomers; the millennials; the x-genners; the y-generation/twilight
generation/forgotten generation/aren’t they just part of the millennials anyway
generation? the down trodden; the voiceless; the limbless; the heartless; the
fearless; the careless; the hopeful and the grateful; the cognitively
unconventional and the mentally unstable; the doctors to be and the lawyers in
training; the rising athletes; the almost made it actors; the quiet sculptors; the



serious painters; the every man’s man; the lonely girl; the ones who claim to be
on the verge of understanding everything and the ones who accept they’re on
verge of death—after listening to all of them,
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I have finally found the two things
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I can be certain of in this life.
 



I hate everything
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

            and
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I know nothing.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

11/14/2016
23 Years Old



Understanding My Element
I was fourteen when I wrote my first serious.
The first one I showed to other human beings.
It was about the wind, time, and death,
but above all else, it was about growth.
 
I understood none of that then.
I only wrote to discover at the start.
 
I suppose the first and maybe only thing I discovered
from writing my first serious, or from writing in general,
was something about how to stop stumbling
through various perceptions of who I am
and what my capabilities are and acknowledge
that understanding my element was a matter
of choosing either a life-long path of becoming
or a single but forever instant of being.
 
Either would have been fine,
Either would have been beautiful.
 
But somehow for twenty-five years
I chose self-rejection every single day
which blinded me
to my choices and opportunities
by murdering them
every time they were about to be born

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

September of 2007
14 Years Old

When the Wind Blows
(My First Serious)

 
When the wind blows
where the child goes



nobody really knows
 

how the years pass . . .
running through the grass

going to school, making friends, testing truths
picking up that guitar, finding out where you are

 
monsters live under your bed,

monsters are living in your head
 

moving on starting to grow, moving on starting to go
a first kiss, a real romance

hands holding hands
lips unlocking lips

a true friend but a bitter end
here comes graduation

but you find you are lost
 

when the wind blows
where the man stands

his fate soon out of his hands
a new job, a new car

still haven’t found where you are
 

some more time
a little more music, a little more lost

a road you take, yourself you can’t find
 

monsters live in familiar beds,
monsters still living in your head

 
a friend you make, a love you form

a light you’ve reached, a flight you book
the road you’re on, the right choice you took

 
when the wind blows
where the father runs

is to care for his loved ones
 

back to back to school, but this time you can’t enter
in you want to go, but here you must stay



let them grow, let them learn, let them go
let them lose, let them find, let them loose, let them live

 
back to camping, back to soccer games,

back to Saturday morning cartoons, and back to learning
you know them, but you don’t know yourself at all

don’t give up, pick up that guitar
don’t give up, find out who you are

here comes graduation, and now they’re gone
back to you and back to your dreams

don’t let your life go,
find where it is you are

 
 

when the wind blows
the grandfather lying down

upon his face you’d never find a frown
all his memories fading in and out
all accepted, not one he regretted
taking it day by day, and it’s okay

you’ve lost your wife, but your kids still visit
you live in a hospital, and you know your home is a prison

but you take it day by day, and it’s okay
you don’t need time, you don’t need to write,

you don’t even need your guitar
sometimes it takes your whole life,

up until the final moments just to find who you are
 

when the wind blows
where the life goes

nobody really knows
when the lives of men, blow away never to be seen again

when our fear, though strangely shaped, comes clear
when with each passing wind

we are nothing more but grains of stardust
even as the stars start to rust

running the treadmill of struggles and fears
fighting for the one chance to find ourselves

through the weeks and the years
and though triviality may be such,



we were never really much
more than the dust of a star,

out in life trying to find who we are . . .
 

Before the beginning—After the End
and all there is in-between

who is she, who am I, who are you, who is he?
Who are we when the final wind blows?

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Winter of 2009
16 Years Old

Nothing is the New Everything
Please don’t tell me your name.
I want us to forget.
 
Please don’t mention the small things.
I want us to forget the letters
some plastic pen scratched
on that paper I.D. It’s not you,
 

it’s not anything.
 
Meet me in a new place,
a world we can call our own
where the space between us
is so much less than the breath
between our thoughts
or the gaps between
the words in your cheek.
 
The glimmer in our eyes
could shine like stars
each night and the oceans
could fill the space
between those stars



where we could swim
through our thoughts
without drowning
in the past.
 
Our words could be weightless,
they don’t have to mean anything.
Our hands could be feathers,
they don’t have to hold a thing.
 
Between me and you
the angels couldn’t build
a more perfect place.
 
Between me and you
there’s a space
small enough
to melt in,
big enough
to build heaven.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Spring of 2010
17 Years Old

Friends Should Not Blush
Friends should not blush the way we do,
friends should not touch the way we do.
Perfectly good friends by day
perfectly flawed lovers by night.
 
 
Arms hug tight, as hands start to kiss,
our thoughts fornicating,
making something out of nothing.
The silence feels heavy,
especially from the neck up



and the waist down.
 
 
Did I let you down Jasmine?
Did I confuse you?
Did I ever
even once
satisfy you   f
 

       r       curiosity?
 
 

It's wrong, so stupidly wrong.
I waste, and I wait to blanket your softness
on my chest, and to warm your cheek
with the words in my head.
If the music could echo our hearts
I'd have a song worth singing
and a story worth sharing.
 
But friends should not stare like we do.
Friends should not wait like we do.
 
When the lights go out
we can always find a good shadow
to hide in and feel the pulse
of a forbidden night.
Something about being
where you're not supposed to be
something about doing
what you're not supposed to.
If a secret is pure and true
you never know if it's real
because nobody knows it but you.
 
It's all wrong. Stupidly wrong.
I waste, and I wait to blanket your softness
on my chest, and to warm your cheek
with the words in my head.
If the music could echo our hearts
I'd have a song worth singing



and a heart worth beating
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Year of 2015
22 Years Old

Giving Jasmine a Ride Home
My fifteen-year-old sorrow kept the latch locked tight
on the window-pane mouth of my heart.
But you got it to open so easily,
like breathing while sleeping,
maybe even easier than that.
 
You asked, “Hey Michael, could you give me a ride home?
I know it’s kind of far but my mom isn’t answering.”
I said: “I’d Love You! I mean, I’d love to.”
It was an embarrassing mistake
that my printing press lips
never meant to make,
but we both knew it was true.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

2011 to 2013
18 to 20 Years old

Yellow Bird
Lift your eyes yellow bird
and I will cherish your gaze,
I live to see the day you first fly.
Fly above the waste that weighs
like bricks and chains, because my bird,
it’s never too late to fly away.
 
Hold your head high so my



chin may lift to kiss your lips
my precious love. I love
your precious light.
 
Please light my fading flame,
please light my fading flame.
 
Look to me when you feel defeat
I will hold you; I could hold you forever.
If you were to fall, I’d fall forever too,
so let’s not think about it.
Let’s try and make it work.
Just one last time,

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

let’s run this risk.
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Spring of 2014

21 Years Old
A Mystery Solved

Under a Broken Street Light
Oh Jasmine,,
when I found you
out front
 

under the fading
street light,
 

you had burns
on your hands
and a mind bruised



to a corruption
that you only saw
as the contemplation
of a satisfaction never felt.
 
 
I reached out my arms like they were lifelines
but you wanted so badly to just drown in your

 

failure.
 
 
You moved like the ocean,
 
 
slow but never resting.
 
 
The sway of your stubborn movements . . .
 
If only you’d let me catch
the weight of your feeling,
I could have caught you
where you stood,
despite your sinking.
I asked what fires
you’d been playing in,
but you only answered
in mystery speak.
 
I’m always guessing a solution
without knowing the problem.
 
 
But I guess
that has always been the problem.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Autumn of 2007
14 Years Old

Life is Like a Fire
Life is like a fire

burning with pleasure, pain, and desire
In darkness shining its warmth and light

but as in life there is also that paradox of fight
As the flame grows, its fuel slowly dies

 
Living is dying

understanding this is simple, accepting it is not
Some say that without the devastating end

there would be no glorious beginning
but if a fire were never to extinguish,

would not the forever-flame still be a fire?
Would one not be warmed? Would the flame not flicker?

I suppose it’s impossible to answer
and unproductive to guess
because the feeble flame

always turns into a roaring fire
where at its peak

you see there is an end
 

embers of memory flying by
as you realize that in the pursuit of happiness

(which is something you know you have never experienced
but somehow is still something you can remember)

that life is like a fire;
what began in light surrounded by darkness

ends in darkness surrounded by light
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Spring of 2009
16 Years Old

If I Could Speak Czech



I would finally
have wings
to fly me home. 
 
A place where
John Lennon
has a wall
 
and Charles
has a bridge—
 
 
 
all the tourists gather there. 
 
 
 
I watch as an old woman
on a street corner in Prague
channels a cold-winded
depression through her
 
 
 
classical guitar.
 
 
 
She unleashes chords
I will never learn to hold 
or understand,
or even learn the name of;
still, I want to call her nana. 
 





 



 
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

September 22nd, 2018

25 Years Old

Before Poetry (Bottom 8 Percent)
It was not pretty,

I was the class president

of a single student
 

 

 

 

 

 

ranked at and representing

the bottom 8 percent



in written expression, language comprehension,

and oral expression.
 

 

 

 

 

 

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

9/20/2018

25 Years Old

A Few Good Teachers
From preschool to eighth grade I struggled so hard just to meet the lowest standards of

each class I ever had. I never exceeded or even met expectations for language
comprehension or written expression and definitely not “oral proficiency” skills
and definitely Definitely not in math or science. I almost always fell below
baseline national averages. I steadily improved over the years but from about 3rd

to 8th grade, none of my teachers never noticed me and rarely even remembered
my name. I always felt stupid. I wanted so badly to be someone who could
reflect deeply, search for and discover profundities on a daily basis—and be able
to express genuinely and elegantly these epiphanies to a far-reaching audience.
But I couldn’t spell profundity to save my mother’s life



I was still stupid-ignorant-dumb-fuck when I entered high school and so
hopeless, or so I thought. I wasn’t a poet or a musician, a good student, or even
that genuine or expressive of a person. Somehow though, days after I started 
going to Vistamar High School I became all of those things.  

I have so many teachers to thank and don't have the words to express my
gratitude and don’t want to fuck this up. So I won’t even try. Instead I’ll let them
speak for themselves.

The first thing my ninth grade English teacher Mr. Kent taught me was to
show and not to tell. Now seems an appropriate time to follow that advice.
 





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





Thank You Mr. Kent for inspiring and acknowleding me
Thank You Mr. Heys for pushing me,
Thank You Ms. Tanguay for teaching me how to read and write music,
Thank You Mr. C for advising me
Thank You everyone
for noticing,
supporting,

and encouraging me
 

 

 















 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Class of 2011: Good-bye and Hello (18 Years Old)
 

 

Good-bye to my first home, to my secret hallway, to my teachers who
picked me up off the ground of my status-quo-encouraged-self-imposed
limitations. Good-bye to my best friends who all embody Beauty and Sorrow;
Innocence (both lost and found) as well as Experience uncensored; perennial 
Struggle and perennial Growth; unconventional Genius and radical Hope. Good-
bye Vistamar, good-bye Manhattan Beach, good-bye L.A. county.  

 



 

 

 

Hello Humboldt. Hello Arcata. I hope your small, beautiful college town is
ready for a poet who is a student of and a parent to both his dark and his bright.
 

 



Date Unknown
The Ashes and Embers
I am in college
when everything that could ever be known,
and everything that will ever be known
takes the form of a woman who I never saw before
because my eyes were closed to her
until she slid out of her dress
and started dancing naked before me.
 
She was anything but that “withered flower”
but I was still “embarrassed by her honesty.”
Not embarrassed for her, but for myself,
embarrassed because her naked form
revealed to me how vulnerable
I really am,
told me how little
I know. Will ever know. Could ever know.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I fall in love with her anyway.
 
 
 
 
 

Summer of 2018

Early Adulthood:
A Fresh Start

I was 18. My journey started with tearful goodbyes, my girlfriend at the



time, Jasmine, told me she loved me and didn’t want me to go. I comforted her. I
told Jasmine that I loved her more than anything. I promised I would visit her in
Portland as soon as I could. Jasmine proposed, and I agreed, to have an open
relationship, though I wasn’t interested in being with anyone else but her. The
long distance didn’t bother or even worry me.

For years, before I met Jasmine I had faith in almost nothing. I was a cynic
and a skeptic even. But with her, things were different. Our love was so strong.
It had grown stronger every year, every season. I had every faith in our
relationship working out. Our love had endured, grown, and transformed during
the better part of puberty and the entirety of our high school years. It had
weathered so many storms and each time came out more beautiful than the last; .
. .

 

*                  *                  *
 

It’s crazy to think things were like that once. Jasmine   and I haven’t
spoken in over five years. We’ve grown so far apart it doesn’t seem possible that
we ever could have been friends let alone lovers. I hope she never reads this. I
don’t want her to know how much she impacted me and influenced who I
became. I’m almost certain she’s completely forgotten about me and if she
hasn’t, then I am for sure certain that she has erased all feelings for me—the bad
and the good; she probably wouldn’t even confess to ever having been my lover.
Yeah, if she thinks of me; it won’t be flattering. I don’t want her to ever read
this. I don’t want to know what she thinks of me. It can’t be anything good. I
don’t know the last time someone had something good to say about me.

 

*                  *                  *
 

. . . my mom also cried but it was Jasmine’s tears that affected me in such
a way that I was starting to doubt if I had made the right choice for myself in 
terms of colleges. Maybe things would have been better if I had gone with her to 
Lewis and Clark College in Portland, but it’s impossible to know and 
unproductive to guess.  

The fall semester of my freshman year at Humboldt State University was
one filled with both success and disaster. It was the first and last time I had



experienced true happiness—rapture and wonder kind of happiness. The kind I
thought was a myth. It was like believing in Santa as a kid but being told he’s
really just a myth when you’re older, so you come to both envy and pity those
who still believe in happiness—I mean Santa, because you know the truth:
there’s no such thing;  you know that their belief is based on a fiction.

But then you go to college and meet the mother-fucker! red-faced, offering
you a cold one, and giving out warm, rare gifts for free. And nobody was even
batting an eye. I fell in love with Arcata from the moment I stepped on campus.

My mom texted me nearly every day and my dad called about once a
week, but I often went a month or so without responding to either of them. This
caused a tremendous amount of anxiety for my mom which in turn caused my
dad a lot of stress. I felt guilty and ashamed but was terribly distracted.

The redwoods temporarily disappeared my anxiety and everyone in the
small town of Arcata was a soon-to-be friend. Good feeling pervaded the air
with the sounds of music, laughter, rustling leaves, the breezing of the wind, and
even effing bird-songs; not to mention the smells of redwoods and summer
scents both crisp and sweet. Oh and of course you could smell the pot
everywhere.

Everything was green. Everything was vibrant. For the first time I was
truly on my own and I loved it. I was filled with drive, optimism, excitement,
and a radical sense of hope that everything would go my way. There was a smile
in every direction, a group of free-spirited townsfolk or college students to
befriend join on any given whim. There was always a party to catch or a path to 
hike that eventually led to strangers that treated you like long-lost family.  

To make things better, my roommate Aaron and I got along famously.
Luckily, classes wouldn’t start for a week after freshman orientation, giving
freshmen a little time to settle in. I was actually excited and eager to start my
classes. For the first time in my life, my academic career would center around
musical education and development which had always been shoved aside as a
hobby to make room for “proper” education. That first semester I was actually
only taking one music class. Still, it felt good

The first week I had initially decided to spend sober but after several days
my roommate Aaron and I decided to find some alcohol for our first Wednesday
night in Arcata.

We “hey mistered” people for several hours until we found a “traveler” to



buy us a fifth of Sailor Jerry’s rum. By this time the sun was about an hour away
from setting, all the trees around us were shaded in a golden green light, and we
decided to go on a walk.

We found a marsh that led to some abandoned train tracks that had been
decorated with chalk and spray paint by generations of college students past. We
walked until we felt good and lost and began to slip into our liquor coats, each of
us, for the first time. I’d had beer and even a few sips of vodka before but never
rum and certainly had never been drunk; Aaron had never so much as had a sip
of wine.

It was dark when we stumbled through town, smiling at everyone we
passed, talking to strangers, losing and finding our way back to our dorm. I don’t
remember much after that, just that we talked a lot and had a great time. The
next day we repeated the process but with 10 other freshmen.

We had discovered the magic of alcohol and were ready to share our
drunken, confident selves with others. The party started around three o’ clock in
the afternoon. Things started out really well, everyone was having a great time
and after several drinks a few of us decided to go to a new acquaintance named
Jake’s room. We migrated several yards into what felt like a new world. Jake’s
room was dark but lit with lava lamps and black light. Music was playing and
posters of bands I recognized but didn’t see often were lined all along his walls.
It felt like a rave except that someone had replaced the crazy party atmosphere
with a peaceful calm. So I guess it wasn’t really like a rave at all. But it also kind
of was. It’s hard to describe.

After some time, I felt myself getting too drunk to be around this new
company so I stumbled back towards my dorm to find Aaron. However, when I
entered my room Aaron was gone and several friendly strangers who I had
apparently met earlier but ostensibly completely forgot about, were in his place.
They said they were apparently waiting for me to get something we couldn’t
remember. It felt strange but awesome. I didn’t know or recognize a single one
of them but, somehow, they all knew my name and they seemed to be my
friends. I decided not to question it and the party continued. An hour or two must
have passed and Aaron was still nowhere to be found. I was a little worried but
too busy laughing and getting blackout drunk with my new friends whose names
I kept forgetting.

Then something unexpected happen. Someone got a text from another
freshman who had been texted by his friend who overheard someone saying that



university police were coming. Somebody had caused a cringe-worthy scene of
some sort on the lower floor of one of the dorms. Everyone was curious, if not a
bit frantic, to find out who the police were going to bust; what exactly had
happened; and what dorm and room number that person belonged to. Everyone
was on their phones calling and texting when a room number came up.
 

 

 

 

3047. 3047 in the Redwood Dorms.
 

 

 

3047. That was my room number.
 

 

 

 

Redwood. That was my dorm.
 

 

 

 

My stomach
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

dropped.

 



 

 

 

My hand started shaking a little and my palms started sweating. Everyone
left immediately. Their names forgotten, their faces fading from my memory.
Everything around me was happening so fast but I felt like I was moving in slow
motion.

I went outside my dorm, I’m not sure why, there was nowhere to escape
to. But I’m glad I did.

I found Aaron on the floor near the entrance to the hallway of our dorm.
He was dry-heaving and crying, red-faced, confused and hysterical. I told him
“It’s Michael. It’s me, your roommate. Come on, we got to go.” It took him a
minute to recognize me.

After an exchange of a few drunken words I carried him to the bathroom
and he managed to hold his vomit until we made it to the toilet. I was comforting
him, but he was so frightened and confused that nothing I said seemed to have
any lasting effect on him. To be honest I was just as frightened and confused, but
I didn’t want to make him more nervous. I could get Aaron to calm down for a
second, but then he would throw up again, remember where he was, and start
tearing up. I could tell he was in a lot of pain and probably suffering from
alcohol poisoning.

Moments later the police showed up and knocked on our stall, “UPD!
Open up!”

“One minute. My roommate is sick, he can’t go anywhere.” They knocked
harder.

“We can’t move anywhere, my roommate, he’s really sick!”

“That’s fine! because you’re not GOING anywhere! Open up!”

“He’s still throwing up. Just give us a minute.”

“Fine! You get one minute! Then we’re coming in one way or another!
You don’t want to be uncooperative;  it’ll only make it worse! So do Not do
anything stupid!”

Around this time Aaron became cognizant enough to realize that we were
in, what he perceived to be, a lot of trouble. In truth, since it was our first offense
it wasn’t that bad. The police were called mostly because someone had noticed



Aaron’s poor condition and felt morally compelled to seek out help for him.

Aaron had finished throwing up but was still shaking and crying, he wasn’t
ready to face the police.

“Don’t leave me Michael. I love you man! I don’t wanna get arrested.
What’s gonna happen? Please don’t go. You’re the best roommate ever. I love
you dude!”

“You’ll be okay Aaron. They just wanna take you to the hospital and,”
with some embarrassment tried to whisper, “I love you too man.” The police
were laughing at us at this point. I thought that was really fucking rude. I
resented them for that. I still do. Anyways, I don’t remember much of what came
next. I just know that Aaron was taken to the hospital and I was grilled with
questions. The police entered our dorm room and confiscated all the booze but
thankfully they didn’t discover my bubbler, pipe, or eighth of weed.

So there it was, Aaron and I were, as we understood it, the first freshmen
in living memory to get busted the week before the weekend before the first
week of school when classes actually started. Stories of our drunken debacle
spread quickly. I told myself this would never happen again. A promise I would
break over and over and over and over and over and over and over again.
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18 Years Old
 

Michael Robinson
RW 3047
Dear Michael,
 



This letter serves as notification of a student conduct decision based
on an incident you were involved in on August 26th. Since you failed
to attend the judicial hearing meeting, I was forced to base my
decision solely on the details outlined in the incident report.  I have
determined that you are responsible for violating the Residence Hall
Community Guidelines, as outlined in the Residence Hall Life and
You handbook, related to:
 

Alcohol/Illegal Drugs
The following items/Activities are prohibited in or around the
residence halls:

Possession/Consumption of alcoholic beverages or possession
of empty alcohol containers, by those under the age of 21.

Please refer to the Residence Hall Life and You handbook for
additional information on student rights and responsibilities,
community guidelines and the judicial process.
 

You will need to complete the following sanction(s) to remain in the
residence halls: Under the Influence on-line course – See attached
instructions. Due Friday, September 16th at 5pm.
 

Please know that any further involvement in a violation of the
community guidelines (including failure to complete a student
conduct sanction) could result in your removal from the residence
halls.
 

Michael, thank you for your time in this matter.  I trust you will
complete your sanction and continue to be a vital part of our residence
hall community.  If you have any concerns regarding my decision or if
I can be of any assistance to you do not hesitate to contact me at 707-
826-5588 or via email at Paul.Bowie@humboldt.edu
---------------------------------------------------
 

September of 2011

mailto:Paul.Bowie@humboldt.edu


For Denise

Came a strange new feeling, it fell so
swiftly over me, just like that silly girl
I know I’ve yet to really meet.
 

It keeps on pushing me
to places where I can feel the blind
taking me through their plight,
mixed and stumbling.
 

This sense of closeness is so misleading
I think it just might be killing me.
But this one,
she is something interesting.
 

She’s got skin that glows
with perfume peach
I had no idea that this drink
of sorrow would burn so sweet.
 

I woke late and dressed my thoughts, as
she left with eyes turned down
and words picked out
moving quick
and clean
of me.
 

Ditched my class to grab my sack,
no time to feel
selfish, sick, or sad
so I lay here
unfolded
on my mat
 

All I think of is how



when she sings to me
I don’t feel so
incomplete
and forget our meetings
don’t mean anything.
 

She is like an iconic scene
from my favorite movie
where the picture starts
in the evening when I’m the worst
kind of lonely,
and always beginning
after the kissing curtains’ sudden parting
and always ending when someone
lets in all that shitty autumn light.
 

And that is how I learned to hate the day
and the endless tasks it did demand.
How I learned to crave each night, as
empty as her audience may be,
the seat never feels cheap,
as empty as his audience may be.
 

Might you meet me there
my Perfume Peach
don’t you want to come
and stretch with me?
 

You know I just want to be something.
Maybe if we close our eyes we could see
my name in lights.
 

I had no idea that this
criss-crossed sitting,
would end up saving me.



My strange new feeling, it shot
straight through hallowed heart
with no bit of guiding voice,
just empty whispering noise that never
sleeps. I needed something clean.
So I cleared my mind
and practiced peace.
Thank you for teaching me
this whole yoga thing
 

---------------------------------------------------

November 4th 12:08 AM:
 

Put my pinky and ring fingers to work. I’ve been playing guitar so
much I’ve already pierced two layers (maybe 3?) of skin on my
middle finger. I didn’t go to class today. I mostly smoked weed and
played guitar. Did some research for my psych project. The study of
dreams.
 

I am five assignments behind in math but I think I did alright on the
midterm. I find out the results tomorrow morning. I have a counseling
session though at 9:30. I might skip.
 

I want to jam with Ken and Lucas again. I think we could really be a
good band, maybe even get Denise in on lead vocals.
 

I think I’m starting to understand music now. I’m not sure how it
happened but the notes, both visually and aurally, are growing so
familiar. I still have a couple years of hard work ahead of me, but I
finally see some potential in myself.
 

Music has always been my passion, and there’s finally a spec of
evidence that I might actually have enough ability to pursue and
perhaps even accomplish a successful career.



 

Finished at: 12:17 AM
---------------------------------------------------
 

Sunday, November 6th, 2011. 8:22 PM
 

Yesterday Matt, Lucas, Nick, and I walked thirty minutes through the
rain to a show at someone’s house.
 

The concert was totally sick. I saw Katrina there, from my music
class. She is a really quiet, shy girl who is pretty sharp. I could tell she
was completely smashed. Good girls go crazy on the weekends I
guess. She knows how to connect new bands to cool venues though.
She’s really fucking pretty.
 

I told her about my new band. She said once we have a few songs
together that I should let her know. She said she could set us up to
play at the venue we’d just arrived at, and she mentioned a few others
I didn’t know.
 

Things happen so quickly in college. Things happens so easily here.
Life is so much better than it was.
---------------------------------------------------
November 7th, 2011
 

Gave my fingers a rest today.
 

Need to resolve issue with Jenine. I haven’t talked to her in three
weeks. She hardly even looks at me. I need to make up 6 assignments
for math.
 

Need to finish final project for psych.
Need to drop middle eastern dancing.
 

Need to pay Sancho his money. I still owe him five dollars from the
last zip. I also need to get Kyle his ten bucks as well, and give Jake his



bubbler.
 

---------------------------------------------------
I really want to see Aubrey. I miss her.
--------------------------------------------------
I wish I was still in that stupid fucking middle eastern dance class.
Some days those were the only times I got to see Aubrey at all.
 

She was the first person I met at orientation and I don’t know. . . It
was so lucky that just by chance when our orientation leader divided
us into a dozen teams of two that she and I were paired together. I
thought she was so beautiful and she looked so kind.
 

She was.
 

She was also really funny. Sharp. Bright. Easy going. Chill, but so
well put together. She is the kind of person who didn’t turn heads, not
because she isn’t attractive because she is undeniably beautiful. She’s
the kind of person who doesn’t turn heads because she knows how to
control the size of her presence in a room. When she wants to, she can
have such a strong presence that everyone watches her like her every
action is a performance, her every word is an important speech or an
intimate secret worth hearing. She also knows how to sit in the corner
and not be seen by anyone. She knows how to belong anywhere she
goes. Sometimes I realize how amazing she is and wonder what kind
of things she is capable
 

She said she dreams of becoming, a doctor/public speaker/sailor who
races around the world healing and inspiring people. The old me
would have said that’s crazy. The new me thinks that is such a logical
thing to do for her.
 

I have the biggest crush on her. I think she knows it. Once we slept
together on a couch and whispered things about ourselves we had
never told anyone before. We did that until dawn, when she fell asleep



with her head on my chest. It was the best feeling. Better than sex. I
think i’m falling in love. I feel guilty though, I shouldn’t because I’m
supposed to be in love with and probably marry Jasmine
 

College is confusing and unpredictable. It’s like everything is casual
and chill and no big deal while also being super epic. So many
decisions to make and opportunities to take each and every single day;
each one capable of changing your life in a drastic way, sometimes
adventurous but uncertain which would be fine if those ones weren’t
irreversible.
 

Every day feels like the first day of a new life I’m stepping into. I am
becoming someone else. I can feel it.
Finished at 8: 44 PM
---------------------------------------------------
 

November 8th, 2011.
2:38 PM.
 

I spent most of yesterday, and the day before completely sober.
 

I got Kyle the ten dollars I owed him, and I paid Sancho the five
dollars that I was short on last time. In addition, I picked up fifty of
each from him. 23 lifts and 8.5 Gs.  The 8.5 was amazing.
 

Went to a concert last night. Ten bucks. Band from Portland. I thought
of Jasmine
 

Lead guitarist played with his teeth.
 
I stood in the front row.
 

Gazed at the lead vocalist.
 

He was also good.
 



I talked to both of them afterwards.
 

I missed English this morning.
 

I cleaned my room yesterday.
 

It’s filthy again.
 

I counted breathes up to 700 something.
 

I waited for Aubrey yesterday.
 

Didn’t see her.
 

Maybe she’s avoiding me too.
 

I got a zero on my psych project.
 

I didn’t turn it in.
 

Had 1lift and 3Gs.
---------------------------------------------------
November 17, 2011

Michael Robinson
RW 3047

 

Dear Michael,
This letter serves as a follow-up to our meeting, which was held
on 11/16/11. In this meeting we discussed your involvement in
an incident that occurred on 11/2/11 Based on our discussion
and the details outlined in the information report, I have
determined a No Finding decision for violating Residence Hall
Community Guidelines, as outlined in the Residence Hall Life
and You handbook, related to:
 

Violations List
Alcohol /Illegal drugs



 

(Please refer to the Residence Hall Life and You handbook for
additional information on student rights and responsibilities,
community guidelines and the judicial process.)

 

Please note that a No Finding Decision means that at this point
in time I do not have the information to clearly decide whether
or not you are responsible or not responsible. Thus, this matter
will be placed on hold and barring no other possible policy
violations of a similar nature the matter will not be pursued
further. However, if I do receive information regarding a
possible policy violation of a similar nature, information from
this incident will be used to build preponderance of evidence in
the future.

 

Additionally, you should be aware that if you are found
responsible for a similar policy violation, it may be treated as a
second policy violation. As thus it will be treated more
severely.
Please note that any further involvement in a violation of the
community guidelines (including failure to complete a judicial
sanction) could result in your removal from the residence halls.

 

Michael, thank you for your time in this matter.  I trust you will
continue to be a vital part of our residence hall community. If
you have any concerns regarding my decision or if I can be of
any assistance to you do not hesitate to contact me.

 

Sincerely,
 

Paul Bowie
Residence Life Coordinator
Redwood
(707)826-5588
Paul.Bowie@humboldt.edu

mailto:Paul.Bowie@humboldt.edu


 

cc: student file
 

The intention of Residential Life is to focus on the education
and holistic growth of the student by creating a safe, socially
just, and environmentally responsible community. – Residence
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------
---------

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Year of 2013
20 Years Old

Apollo 13 of my Ambition
The philology of your now has finally altered
your once fretful past, presenting an open-
chord-future with an infinity of beautiful melody
dressed in lyrics to make confident even the worst
of the wannabe-be-beat poets (Me, myself, and I)
that desire to call the dawn the day and themselves
actual artists when they are only amateurs
aiming the Apollo 13 of their ambition
through the keyhole of their opportunity
at the brilliant, brilliant crescent moon
in the dark of their naïve, wild youth.

 
 
 
 
 

 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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College Journal Part II
Michael N. Robinson



28 Dover Place
Manhattan Beach, CA 90266

November 20, 2011
Mr. Jeremy Davis
Assistant Director, Resident Life
HSU Housing Office
Housing@Humboldt.edu
Dear Mr. Davis,
Pursuant to Paul Bowie’s letter dated 11/18/11, I would like to request
a Student Conduct Decision Review. I strongly believe that the
Review is warranted because there is new information/insight that
might have made a difference in the outcome of our conference that
was held on 11/16/11. The new info is as follows:
I have been officially diagnosed with an anxiety disorder; Depression;
as well as indications of behaviors related to ADD and Bi-Polar
Tendencies.
While I have had these conditions for many years, the diagnosis didn’t
occur until my senior year of high school, I had very little time to
obtain proper counseling and medications before I had to leave for
Humboldt State. I had virtually no chance to test out the new
medications under proper, guided supervision, which I had been
prescribed in the summer before I left for college.
During the course of the first semester, I was uncertain as to what side
effects from my medications to watch out for. Additionally, I was
unclear on the directions specified by my psychiatrist on how to
properly take the medications. One of the medications required me to
change dosages at least once, but on a very strict time schedule. In
September I stopped taking this medication entirely, for fear of failing
to follow the directions correctly. It is also unclear how effective some
of the other medications were. In summary, it was a period of
necessary but unsuccessful experimentation with prescription
medication, without professional guidance.
Furthermore, I had little contact with my parents during the first

mailto:Housing@Humboldt.edu


semester. The lack of communication with my psychiatrist and my
parents resulted in the inconsistent application and monitoring of the
medication. This left me unable to recognize and convey any signs of
failure in the medications’ ability to aid my conditions. In light of this
situation, and with this being the first time I was away from home for
such an extended period, I made poor decisions when encountering
the temptations inherent in one’s first semester of college life.
It is only just recently that my parents, as well as I, have had a better
and fuller understanding of my conditions and the proper medications
that I require. We would be more than happy to provide you with full
medical documentation to confirm my previous statements. I intend to
meet with my psychiatrist during this week, while I am here in
Southern California, and to either get new medications or more clarity
in the proper dosage of the prior ones.
Now that all of the uncertainties in this area are being resolved, I
intend to focus my attention and concentrate my energies on my
academic responsibilities. I plan to disassociate myself from the
distracting influences that I have encountered during my first
semester, especially the alcohol and pot-related ones. I will join more
supportive and academically-oriented groups and clubs on campus,
and I am extremely confident in the future success of my academic
career at Humboldt State University.
Given these conditions, I am humbly requesting that the Student
Conduct Decision be reconsidered. I accept full responsibility for my
actions, and am committed to taking any and all courses of action
necessary to prevent a repeat of this conduct. I would like to be able to
remain an on-campus resident, and if I may, perhaps you would
consider the following suggestions:
First, I really would like to stay on campus for the Spring Semester.
Part of my problem has been the drug-intensive environment of
Redwood Hall, particularly my third floor. I am certain that if I were
simply relocated into a more academically-focused dorm, and away
from the influence of my immediate neighbors, I would be much more



capable of proper student conduct.
I would be willing to participate in a support group, if one is available
on campus, as well as Student Counseling. I fully realize the error of
my ways, and I am determined to focus on my studies, and not get
caught up in alcohol and marijuana-related social activities.
I’d also be willing to perform community service, and make donations
of time and/or money toward worthwhile campus programs.
2.      At worst, even if you decide not to grant this appeal, I would
appreciate it if you’d let me stay in Redwood Hall until the start of the
Spring Semester. There are only three weeks left in this semester and
my Finals are coming up, so I’d prefer to not relocate until after the
Finals. Additionally, I am away from campus, staying with my parents
in Southern California until 11/27; thus, I have no access to arrange
replacement housing until I return to campus. Given the Noon, 11/29
deadline, there would not be enough time to move out and find
replacement housing. I would hate to end up on the curb, with my
possessions, with no place to live, and Finals looming. Please let me
at least stay in my room until 1/09/12 so I can have a successful end to
this semester, and have sufficient time to arrange off campus housing.
I would be out of the dorm room before the spring orientation begins
on 1/10/12.
Again, I apologize for my behavior and poor choices to date, which
have caused this amount of trouble. I have learned my lesson (the hard
way), and I promise to demonstrate proper student conduct for the rest
of my HSU career.
I await your decision. Please contact me at mnr150@humboldt.edu;
310-701-4259; or 3047 Redwood Hall.
Sincerely,
Michael Robinson,
HSU #010676910

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Date Unknown

The Ashes and Embers (Part II)
I am in college when everyone
who had it easy before
feels they have nothing
and when everyone who didn’t have a thing
knows they finally have something worth the waiting,
the fighting, the hurting, and the breaking—
—a state of feeling where any dream they can dream
 
is
 
within
 
reach.
 
I am in college
when I open my palm
in my favorite gazebo
and am offered
any drug
I ask for
and some
I never knew existed.
 
I open my palm to open my eyes
and make more intimate my relationship with,
as well as make more accurate my understanding of
 
 
. Reality .
 
My mind expands the way a new palette of colors
expands the artist’s imagination.
 
I am in college when I hear police squad cars
scream their siren screams every night.
When I hear the sirens,



I know I am hearing the sound
of another
 
 
 
 
brilliant
 
 
 
 
 
mind
 
 
 
 
 
cracking       
 
 
 
 
 
 

            and       
 
 
   
 
 
 

                                 crumbling
 
 
 
 
 
 
from the burning and breaking of their ambitions
from the fire and the smoke and the mirrors.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Spring of 2017
24 Years Old

 

How does One Teach Fire How to Dance?
 
 
 
 
How does one mend
 
 
 
 
 
 

what breaks at the touch?
 
 
 
 
 
 

My capacity to love has been crippled
 
 
 
 
 
 

by an inner fire I failed to tame.
 
 
 
 
 

How does one teach
fire how to dance
to the contrapuntal melodies
of discovery and loss?
which have no rhythm
to guide embers to flame
or wild fires to controlled burns.
 
 
I burn myself with every breath I steal,
I lose myself with every step I take.



Is there a neologism for a fool who believes
and puts faith in that which made him a fool
in the first place?
 
 
Whatever that is,
Love has made me its epitome.
 
 
I sought to feel
every raw sensation
there is to feel
and in doing so,
I made an Icarus of my ambition
and a Prometheus of my heart.
 
 
 
 
 
 

9/25/2018
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College Journal Part III
 
December 10th

12:14 AM
 
 
I got kicked out of housing.

Moved into a motel room and played N64 all day. Living off protein bars, cherry
coca cola, vitamin water, Twix, and pop tarts. Ran out of Twix and cherry coke.
Also, I’m nearly out of vitamin waters.

 
Moving into a studio apartment. Mom will be here in two days. I am kind of
fucking up right now.
 

My depression came back stronger than ever yesterday. I didn’t want to do
anything, then the anxiety came back, also worse than ever. Furthermore, I really



felt the divisions in my personality. Still, last night I managed to learn the
Darbuka and played for the final performance in middle eastern dancing.
However, shortly after my depression spiraled out of control. Maybe that’s why I
stayed in all day.
 
I have been hanging out with Aubrey a little. I keep seeing her with Justino. It
hurts. I really fell for her. I’m starting to get the feeling that she doesn’t like me
that much anymore.
 
Can’t blame her. Lately, everyone seems like they’re annoyed with me, like they
are literally sick of being around me. I’m a case of depressed anxiety being split
into multiple personalities. Everything started out so differently. It was going so
well. I don’t know what happened.
 
I thought about suicide again. I think about it all the time, but I have too many
obligations to keep me here. Ross, Jasmine, Torin, Mom, Dad, Jed, Savannah the
people I love.
 
Netflix session helped me through the day. Bright Eyes playlists helped me
through the night. Couldn’t do anything else but watch, couldn’t do anything
else but listen. Couldn’t even play guitar.   
 
Finished at December 10th 12:36 AM
Sunday, April 22nd, 9:32 AM.

I’m in Merced, California with Torin, Jed, Jose, Ross, and Millie. Ran out of my
Celexa, and fell off the fucking schedule for the Lamictal. Called doctor about it.
No answer. I’ve been off medications for a little while now. I should call again.
 
I’ve made plans to meet a new psychiatrist in Humboldt soon. I’ve been seeing
counselors/therapists at school.
 
My house is a mess.
 
My grades are okay.
 
My willingness to document everything has evanesced themselves.
 
 
My music is I don’t even fucking know anymore.

 
 



 
 
 

 

 

December of 2011
18 Years Old

The Season and Her Passing
It was wonderful in the start. 
In the space between Autumn’s first
and Spring’s finale lay one’s new beginning.
Autumn’s breath blew soft kisses in all directions.
 
 
Even the malevolent felt helplessly romantic.
Only a fool would stay to watch her passing though.
But The Fool Fell in Love with The Season. 
 
 
Fell so hard
that when he stopped

he stood 
 

in a thousand different places
in a thousand different pieces.
 
 
Left only to wait,
he watched his weathered lover’s
bright colors drain
with a painful grace. 
 
 
But all things
we’ve perceived
to be,

even the Innocent,
must end this way. 
 
 
Birth is radiant



with warming possibility, 
but it is actually our deaths
which hold the infinite. 
 
 
If you have ever experienced peace
in your existence
while the whole world was sleeping,
then you have seen
that Darkness knows how to hold us
as gently as a mother does her infant. 
 
 
The fool
grew wise. 
 
 
He learned
that we are indeed
the infants of darkness,
and from where we came
we will one day without choice return. 
 
 
With his Autumn now departed with the dusk,
one might think the promise of reunion through
a one-day-beautiful death could set him free.
 
But life is never that easy. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Spring of 2015 to Fall of 2015
22 Years Old

 

Pantoum #2

1. Sometimes the ending undoes
all the best parts about the beginning;
 



2. like flames for fingers, burning
 
3. just to unbutton her blouse.
 
4. Not like your first
   but like any and every time after.
 
 
 
 
2. Like flames for fingers
 
5. burning to strum rare songs
from common chords,
 
4. not like the first time,
but like any and every time after
 
6. as you show-case your sadness
like a  brand new crown.
 
 
 
 
 
5. Attempting to strum rare songs
from common chords
 
7. as you dress your failures
in clever lyrics to make them seem wise.
 
6. You showcase your sadness,
a well-worn crown.
 
8. and mumble your mantra:
“Losers aren’t losing,
so long as they’re learning”
 
 
 
 
9. You dress your failures
in masks to make them
look handsome,



 
7. you try to forge perfect fictions
from faulty, broken truths.
 
8. You mumble your mantra:
“Loser’s aren’t losing,
so long as they’re learning”
 
10. only to steer the ship of your future
(filled with countless
passengers of possibility)
into the iceberg of your past.
 
 
 
 
7. You forge perfect fictions from impaired, private truths
 
3. to convince your troubled lover to unbutton her blouse.
 
10. You steer the titanic of your future into the iceberg of your past.
 
1. Sometimes the ending undoes all the best parts about the beginning.
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Book I
 

 

 

 



 

Book II
Wreckage and Discovery

 



December of 2016
23 Years Old

Shooting Star
I’ve been a shooting star
burning up only to
 

flicker
 
 

out
 

for so long that sometimes
it feels like I am flying.

 

But I know I’m not
every time I hit
a cold rock,
which I always mistake
 

for bottom
 
 
 
 

only to descend in perpetuity
through every shade of madness;
 

madness induced from
the poorly mixed drink
of one-part arrogance,
one-part doubt,
and all parts fucked,
 
 

which I always chase
with more denial
than I’ll ever admit.
 



 

My shame bites into me
as I try to starve out
the hungry fears
growing inside.
 
 

I am afraid my life
is a mistake
that two lovers made,
and I don’t even deserve
the light of day
because I never learned
to love the sun
before I fell
into a forever evening.
 
 

I never learned to love
the infinity of the spectrum,
ranging from miracle to disaster,
that was given to me at birth
and packaged with the choice
to pick where on that spectrum
I wanted to spend my life,
and where I wanted to leave
 
 

my mark
 
 

on this beautiful,
 
 

troubled,
 
 

precious world.  



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Early January of 2018

24 Years Old

From the Center of Our Souls
The dreams of my generation
shone like a constellation
of bright, bright, beautifuls
against the unending dark
that surrounded us in every direction
from the center of our souls
to the infinity edge of our sadness.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Spring of 2018
25 Years Old

Losing Yourself to Your Selfie
Culture is not your friend,
Just a de(vice)
 

A mental construct.
 

A genesis of illusion,
built on pillars of pride
projecting identity through a constant
series of selfies that serve anything but the self.

 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Year of 2018
25 Years Old

The Political
I used to think anything political
was either for the angry or the indolent,
the passionate articulates
or the platitudinous trolls,
the stupid mean fucks
or the pretentious little shits.
 

Now I know it’s not for anyone.
It’s against.
It’s friction.
It’s a construct that instigates
and perpetuates opposition
with conflict being its only constant.
 

It is for, to the exclusion of all else,
the waging of wars
both corporal and ideological.
 

Every politician
is a colorful sheep
in a colorless herd.
 

“Which side are you on?”
is hardly a fair question.
Politics only gives you one choice
just with different names
 

Worse yet, google gives you none.
Facebook lets you think you have some



but their AI knows your future “free will”
choices better now than you ever will.
 

YouTube will advertise tonight
the things you bought this morning
and soon, with no chance to skip.
We NPR so disconnected from reading the
novels and news, speeches and political debates
of centuries past where troubles of now first began.

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Year of 2013

20 Years of Age

Missing the Bus
I used to be so serious.
 

So quiet.
 

In attempt to change
I tried to be happy
and out-spoken
but just ended up
engaging in acts
reckless and indulgent.
 

Like that time I didn’t feel
like going to class.
 

It’s hard to catch the bus
when you measure time
in bong rips,
 



the bus is always early;
you’re always late.
 

I knocked on Simone’s door
knowing she wasn’t home.
 

John was there though,
her twenty-two-year old boyfriend.
 

He was there with the twelve-year-old kid
from down the street. His name was Timmy.
I’d seen that boy’s father
point a gun at my neighbor once.
 

I think John was reminiscing
about his home in Sacramento
when he offered us some drinks.
 

We used crates for chairs
and beers for chasers.
 

I grabbed my sack and Timmy started
rolling spliffs. We turned the music up
so loud that I forgot what silence was.
Quiet seemed more like
a strange new interpretation
of an ancient, well known mythology
—interesting, but probably, definitely,
for sure not real.
 

The haze covered the walls
like they were window curtains.
We got drunk and played Nintendo 64.
We played Mario Kart
and Pokémon Stadium mini-games.
 



We played Super Smash Bros
and Mario Party 3.
We even played Rugrats in Paris
when we couldn’t find
the Legend of Zelda.
 

The drinks quickly turned dry
so we stumbled to the store.
 

I didn’t think about how odd
it must have looked.
 

Not until the manager came.
I lied about my age
and John said Tim and I
were his brothers.
 

He looked at me strangely
and I told him I was adopted.
That’s why I was brown
and they were not.
 

Somehow that actually worked.
We drank ourselves stupid and waited
for Simone to come back home from work.
I think Timmy even forgot about
his black eye and his father who gave it to him.
Yeah Super Smash Bros can do that sometimes.
 

We all fell asleep and I woke
in the morning on the floor.
I missed the bus,
so I did it all over again.

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Year of 2014
21 Years Old

Before You Were Born
I don’t even know your name
but I saw you once, before you were born.
You were in my college-best-friend
Simone Johnson’s
 
 

belly.
 
 
 

Even then, at the doctor’s,
 
 
 
 

I knew
 

she’d
 

never be the same.
 
 
 
 
 
 

She was so young and so was I.  
 
 
 
 

We were only nineteen.
But kids we’d known from
elementary or middle or high school



were starting to get
married or pregnant,
job promotions or college degrees,
locked up or buried.
 
 

We were losing our Adolescence
even faster than we lost our Innocence. . .
I hadn’t ever seen what a person looked like
when wrapped in the warmth of a womb.
 
 

I wondered what you and your generation would one day do.
 
I wondered
if my generation
still had time

 
 
 
 

 

to       
 
 
 
 

do,                   
 
 

do,
 
 
 
 
 

do . .
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

I wondered why I never felt like I was a part of it all;
maybe I was a one-person generation
blinded by his dark and burned by his bright.
I wondered if I had run out of time to dream, dream, sleepless dreamer

 

But you,
you were a series
of beautiful ripples of atoms.
You were the tonic of a new song
I was eager to hear from anacrusis to the perfect
and deceptive half cadences of your early childhood
to adolescent development.
 

I wanted to one day see you stand
where I was standing then.
 

It reminded me of my parent’s college friends
who knew me before I was born and met me
before I could walk and never saw me again
until I was the age they were when they first saw me
learning how to crawl. (I am still learning how to crawl)
 

But the day you were born ended in so many tears
because the day you were born
on this precious, troubled, earth.
 



 
 

was your very last day here,
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

was your only day here.
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Winter or Spring of 2009
16 Years Old

The Ticking
I watch the ticking of my clock,



but feel so inexplicably lost.
 

Is it me, or are the hands
moving at just the same pace?
I try to tell the difference,
tell myself there has to be
 

a difference.
 

So I count the passing seconds
just to ten, just so I can breathe.
 

But when I rub my eyes,
I see the day has done away the night
and what should be warmth only feels blinding
because I know there will be choices to make.
There will be actions,
if I am to play the game,
I must take.
 

But the ones I choose
feel as empty as the bottles
of booze that burden
the bottom of my bed
with weights heavy like
the thumping in my chest.
 

I'm forgetting if more is less
or if less has always been
and always will be
just less.
 

Like I'm pretty sure, the number of laps
I used to run at Manhattan Beach
Middle School around Polliwog Park
each and every week were measured



less as less, and the anger I used to feel
at those who made me move measured
 

more
 

as
 

more.
 

When I left, I said “I'll never do that again.”
But, high school has shown me
that I will never escape the circles and the cycles.
 

Living has shown me that life is
not only a marathon of laps after lap after lap,
but it is also an endless waiting in
line after line after line after line
(hoping for the novelty
of finding some rollercoaster-like-ride
special and particular to you)
when finally, all that waiting
leads to the fastest line there is
which leads back to the very first line.
 
 

More than anything
high school has shown me that
people don’t grow up,
they grow in circles.
 

I wake up, wonder if I am alive,
or have just been caught
in a giant game of make believe
where I'm only ostensibly made to think
every sin, song, and choice is my own,
lost in a perennial search



for a certainty that never comes.
 

Eventually I remember to breathe.
I go to school, nervous I face my peers,
angry and admirably depressed
I let my teachers teach.
I learn to erase innocence
from my vocabulary
and am shoved through the machine
only to eat, sleep and learn to think
other people’s thoughts.
 

I read the books
and
“balance thoughts
from my head
onto words with my pen.”
 

But every paper that I write
melts into the next,
every question answered
is only another
step on this treadmill
of struggles and fears
where I fight for the one chance
to find myself through
the weeks and the years.
 

Then I go to bed, stare the wall,
roll away from the day,
imagine a life that isn't mine,
turn on the light and stare at the clock.
 

When ten seconds have passed,
the day has done away the night yet again.



I suppose somewhere in-between I have woken
from a dream I can never remember,
and the waking-nightmare I’ve always known.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Then it all starts over again.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Summer of 2008
15 Years Old



Dear Father Time
Summer has half-past
and the hours tick
by too quickly
 
Summer has half-past and I
cling to the shadows
of the passing days.
 
Summer, she just lies in a cup
whether it is half-filled
or half-drained
doesn’t matter, doesn’t do
a damned thing
to slow, stop, or hasten
the ticking of the clock.
 
Dear Father Time
has summer in a cup,
his gullet dry
and yearning
sipping my days
away,
he’s aging my thoughts today.
 
I’m watching my summer mornings
fade away
as they trickle down his throat
he swallows my tomorrows
before they can come near,
life slithering from cup to mouth,
no time for flavor,
only the bitter aftertaste of memories
both dry and stale.
 
Dear Father Time,
please slow your sipping
and ease your grip on my cup
though it may not be mine to hold,
for no season sits still,



it is still mine to savor.
 
Dear Father Time,
you hold my summers in a cup,
my seasons in a pitcher

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Year of 2017
24 Years Old

Pour Me a Pitcher
of “poor old you”
and I’ll drink to your sad series
of stories until you are wealthy
with meaning and sobered
by the unexpected occurrence
of feeling whole and complete.
 
Wrest from me a truth worth stealing
so I might give voice to an old
philosopher’s thought buried by an avalanche
of mediocrity and I will poem about IT
and about You all night long.
 
Mourn for me all the things I have
either lost or have had taken from me
and I will hold you sturdy
during any and every storm that threatened
your ability to feel both safe and still.
If you feel the need to major-third every sad interval
of my life’s melody,
I’ll forgive you and gladly give away
all my sorrows and make space
for your pretentious beautifuls
and even help you to help me capture it in song.
 



Or, at the very least, I’ll drink a beer
and toast to your health, and write
a poem of all I’ve seen from all you’ve shown.

 
 
 
 
 

 

Summer of 2016
23 Years Old

Redondo Beach Bar Scribbled Questions
 
 
If opposites always attract,
 
 
 
 
 
 

then why do birds of a feather always flock together?
 
 
 
 
 

 
If distance makes the heart grow fonder,
 
 
 
 
 
 

then why does proximity breed contempt?
 

 
 
 
 
 
If silence is so golden,
 
 
 
 



 
 

then why is it the squeaky wheel
 
 
 
 

 
 

that always get the grease?
 

 
 
 
 
 

And if what goes up must come down,
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
then where the HELL is man’s ego?

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Year of 2017
24 Years Old



Only Fools and Poets
I cannot begin to fathom the inner workings
which define and conduct the nature of man.
 
Probably because I cannot even understand
my own nature as a man.
 
I cannot understand my own nature
as a child of mother earth.
 
I cannot predict the outcome
of any endeavor I embark on,
but maybe that’s the point.
 
To be changelings who are best at being unpredictable.
 
But who can find faith in the unpredictable?
Only fools and poets either innocent or brave enough  
to write out their truths without choking on their terror.
 
With shaking hands, I begin to ink out my truth
But honestly,
I am more ashamed of my past
than inspired by the future.
That which should make my heavy heart
sigh in sweet relief
only makes my spirit
dampen, cringe, and seize.
In attempts sometimes wildly impulsive
and other times thoroughly calculated,
I tried and failed to understand that which defines
and conducts the nature of being human.
 
I closed the eyes of my desire and relaxed
the familiar hands of my hatred
wrapped around the throat of my expression.
 
I must be more fool than poet,
for I found such a powerful, powerful feeling
in admitting my own powerlessness.
 



I must be more fool than poet,
for as soon as I admitted
that I was the epitome of lost
I finally felt found.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Autumn of 2016
23 Years Old

Some Beer for Thought
My first and only love, Jasmine

w                       rise
a                   sun         
s            the                                   

both                   and
 

the      
      

sun
                        
                                          set

 
 

 
 

as an artist expressing honesty
 
 

in his heart       
before anything else.

 
 

Just some beer for thought.
 
 

I danced with time’s shadow,



slow and painful steps,
all the while waiting
for her to return
like a messenger’s last bird
who lost and found herself
traveling the earth
and decided never to return.
 

Now, there’s no more wind beneath the wings
that flew her ambitions across the horizon of my dreams.
It was the kind of beautiful
that people say takes a life time to find if you are lucky
but can lose in the second it takes to break
a promise.
 
 

Just some beer for thought.
 
 

And though our love was beautiful,
as was our Innocence,
it was a chandelier caught
in the hurricane of our lives.
 

It was always bound to break
into a million different pieces
in a million different places.
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Just some beer for thought.
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

2011 or 2012?
18 or 19 Years Old

One Night Stand
Love lays loose on your tongue,
ready to ease any

 

heavy
 

feeling.
 

With the drop of your jaw and the rise of your voice,
at the whim of your will you would
release seemingly selfless simple easy lovely joy
as if it were your subconscious breathing.
 
 

But I know the truth,
I know how hard you try.
No one ever thanks you for the things you say
and no one ever sees the daily-kindness-actions you take.
 
 

You do everything just to give others some shade
from all this hurtful sun. You wonder if you’ll ever do
anything worth remembering.
 
 
 
 

My belief in honest beauty leads me
 
 
 
 



to think that you’ll do great things darling dove.
 
 
 
 

Your love lays loose on your tongue
 
 
 
 

ready and poised
 
 

right before
 

you start
 



wrapping it around
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

my little distraction stick. . .
 

 
 
 
 
 

 



Year of 2017
23 Years Old

A New Framework
I am searching
for a new
framework
 
from which I can look
at the world
hopefully,
 
without laughing
until I cry.
 
Where I can look at myself
honestly
 
without shattering
my chandelier heart
from the weight
of all the shame I carry.
 
I am looking for a new framework
from which I can write poetry
that is honest without being frail
that can vulnerable without getting shot
 

in the dick
 

of my old soul’s
young poet’s
heart

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

2016 or 2017
23 or 24 Years Old



The Heart of a Poet
The heart

  of a poet
    has fingers
 

that itch
to undress

     itself
 
 
 

and seduce
the world
 
with its naked truth.

But every broken heart
feels some shame
in exposing its honest,
ugly,
 
naked                   
 

hurt.
 
 
Suffering, (at least mine)
is not pretty, aesthetically
pleasing,
not even in poetry.
 
But it is my only constant.
 
I broke my mind against the crooked sharp
of a series of broken promises that piled up
over the years and cluttered
the library of my memories
with scenes I would rather forget.
 
I dream of nothing but an endless breaking up with Jasmine,;
of endlessly being arrested by corrupt university police



who almost ruined my future in waking life;
of endlessly being hunted
by astral-plane monsters;
of a forever storm
of loud, dark thoughts;
of an interminable series
of failures in the spotlight.
 
Every direction
is a wrong turn
waiting to be made.
 
Searching for belonging
only makes me sick now,
makes me crippled
and nauseous
from too much depression.
 
I carry too much on the shoulders of my mind,
can’t balance my strengths and my weaknesses.
I’m overtaken by flaws;
I’ve become defined by my weak hook dysfunctions
and am no longer remembered for my southpaw
straight-to-the-punchline poetry.
 
Over a year ago I became the writer
who lost all his writings.
Since then I’ve grown into a joke.
A cringe-worthy
-chokes-on-stage
-and seizes
kind-of-joke.
 
Since then, I’ve been
trying
 
Since then, I’ve been
trying to create
a new body of work
 



but the body is atrophied
 
and the spirit is craven
 
and my heart is cancerous
 
and my mind isn’t just lost,
 
it emancipated itself from me
 
before I even had a chance
 
to try and disown it.
 
Which I tried
very hard
to do.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

2016 or 2017
23 or 24 Years Old

Sick of Being Sick
When I was younger
I couldn’t have nightmared
that I’d fall so far,
be leveled
so low.
 
Death dogs my every step, shadows my every stumble. If I’m not careful I’ll kill
myself with a stiff mistake on the rocks. If I ever hit rock bottom it’ll be too far
from now. I’m tired of falling, I’m tired of looking up when I look at my past.
 
My weeks are marked by the number of withdrawals
which are only surpassed by the number of bingers I embark upon.
 
I’m tired of who I’ve been and so sick of who I’ve become.
But mostly I’m just tired of being tired.



I’m just sick of being sick.
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
Solid Surface
(For Morgan)
I Freudian-slipped a lost love-letter
tucked in a mostly-empty whiskey bottle
from the ocean bottom depths of my heart,
through the forever shifting tides of my courage,
which never fail to immediately leave
after they’ve just come back to me.
The printing press of my lips

against yours
was the most amazing thing,
like after a life-time
of half-wanting to die
while swimming
with closed eyes
through the shallow end,
through the deep end
and back again—telling myself  
that if I find a solid surface
I will let myself breathe again
—and not making it, drowning
and waking up to the resuscitations
of your beautiful, beautiful solid-surface lips.   
 
 
I don’t know if our time together
meant anything to you, but it meant everything to me.
 



 
You turned my complicated, shattered chandelier heart
into a simple puzzle piece set.
 
 
I never said it, but the moments I shared with you
were the only times I felt whole.

 
 
 
 
 

 

Spring of 2015

22 Years Old
 

Wreckage and Discovery
 

Michael Robinson
English 205

Final Portfolio Piece
Wreckage and Discovery

 
 
I have had so many anchors
that kept me tied down
to a world that rejected me
as much as I rejected myself,
and for fourteen years
the May Flower of my ambition
was unable to set sail
until my minor third
lips met the tonic
of your sorrow.
 
 
It was so clear.
We just weren’t
the major-key chords
everyone wanted us to be.
 
 
And it didn’t matter



as long as had each other.
 
 
So we built a space between us
big enough to build heaven
yet small enough to melt in,
and its creation didn’t cost a single cent.
 
 
For fourteen years
everyone thought I was so stupid
because I was so afraid of everything
that any intelligence just stayed hidden
inside the shipwreck of my psyche.
 
 
People used to know me as so many things,
sometimes I was known as that bi-polar poet,
sometimes just that quiet statue of a kid
always hid in his secret hallway,
and other times they saw me
as that crazy-hair-melody
of a man who
strummed his guitar
the way a little boy
might try to doggy paddle
his way out of drowning
 
 
 

—but I played anyway.
 
 
 
When I sang,
people told me
I sounded like
I was crying,
cumming,
or some combination of the two.
 
 
 



—So I sang louder.
 
 
 
You see,
singers sing songs
for the crowds,
the clowns,
and the concerts,
 
but dreamers
 
 
and or those who struggle
 
to be self-believers
 
 
 
—real people—
 
 
 
sing for themselves.
 
 
But to be honest, for once,
I have never been that
—real; I have never been
real; honest; vulnerable.  
 
 
I’m just an ever-changing fiction
of wanna-be-beautiful thoughts
turned into repulsive nothings.
 
 
Now,
people just see me as that possible,
probable, definitive alcoholic
who got arrested fall semester,
or . . .and very rarely—as a Writer.
 
 



And even more rarely,
but perhaps more honestly,
as a writer who commits himself to the page
the way a man clings to a lover he can’t afford to lose
and who doesn’t know how to talk because his thoughts
always stutter and stumble becoming lost on their way out,
half of them getting caught in his quivering mouth.
 
 
Maybe it’s that I hated to be labeled as anything
until our lips met in the dark of a moment
where our hearts skipped a beat
and I knew for the First and Last time who I was
 
 
 

—Your Boyfriend—
 
 
I think I must have spent
all my life waiting to be.
 
Even then, I knew everything
had changed in such a way
that it would take me
the rest of my life
to understand
and to reify
that honest identity.
 
 
Now . . . you’re just Connor Oberst’s
Yellow Bird gone missing,
 
now you’re The Requiem of a Dream,
and now you’re just
 
F    K    NG
 
“Somebody That I Used To Know”
 
 
 



The day you broke up with me

I saw an endless series
of slow motion hammer swings
against the Steinway of my heart
and I was in such shock
it took seven months
just to feel the hurt.
 
The continental drift
of your departure
was the slowest,
harshest torture
that I ever had to face.
 
As a boy everyone joked
about the crazy of my being,
and my inability to convince them
of my sanity
was an open invitation
to their teasing.
I don’t know if I was then,
but I think I must be now.
 
When you said:
“You aren’t healthy for me,
because you just aren’t healthy,
 
please,
 
I don’t ever want to talk
to you again”
 
I just couldn’t conceive
the notion that you
actually meant
what you were saying.
 
And it came out so sweetly.
 
I remember and regret



every time
I asked you
to do those
strange things
beneath the sheets.
 
You never wanted to
but you would do it anyway,
and so convincingly—that’s how
I would know you loved me.
 
I never
thought
it could
ever
overwhelm
the
innocence
of our
first kiss.
 
I never knew I could push you away
before I learned to let go
of those things that proved
your love for me.
 
The day you broke up with me
I waited for the already screaming sirens
in my head to scream and caterwaul and blare
like nothing ever had before
but
 
 
 

there was only silence.
 
 
 
 
There is still only silence.
 
 



 
 
I wanted so bad
to somehow get you back,
to have another chance
to try and match the tempo
of our broken lover’s dance.
 
But I was all alone,
so I danced with times shadow,
slow and painful steps
all the while thinking of you.
 
I wanted you back so bad
I thought I could just wait
for you to return
like Oberst’s
messenger bird
that circled the earth.
 
I spent two years calling you
every other night
in drunken desperation
and texting you
every other morning
with the heavy of a hangover
only outweighed by
the heavy of my heart,
but you never answered,
not even once.
 
 
 
 

Not even once.
 
 
 
 
The only thing that kept me together
enough to go to work; to go to school;
and to not tear myself



from the script of this life,
was, of all things,
a stupid little dream
sustained through
an unconditional
naïveté  
I couldn’t
(and still can’t) seem to let go of.
 
I figured if I can get good enough at writing,
master the craft, and commit to the page
like I’d never done before
that just maybe I could become famous
enough to the point
where you would have to pay attention to me.
 
I spent so many hours of every day
trying to put my love into poetry,
to sing it in a song, and to store it into a story
that I never even learned
how to write Love on Her Arms . . .
and that’s how I lost Innocence.
 
When you left, all I could think of was the time I saw her wrists bubble with 
blood and stain the carpet of my secret hallway—the one we had our first kiss in.  
 
I became so overwhelmed by my ambition to become a writer I couldn’t balance
a single thought from my head onto the blank page with my pen.
 
So I forged free verse with cabernet colored ink
and scratched sonnets into my skin instead, just so I could feel beautiful again.
I’m still desperate and nostalgic
and hopelessly romantic enough
to believe there’s a little bit of you still inside of me.  
 
In your absence,
I have lost everything
that made me feel.
 
Now I break mirrors for breakfast



just so I can hold down my lunch
because if I wake to the ugly
of my past reflected back
in the failures permanently
imprinted upon my face
I will want to kill myself.  
 
 
But your vow of silence
has allowed me to pull
memories from my past
like ancient bits
of precious cargo
wrestled
from the wreckage
of a ship that had set sail
with all the promise
of paradise
but ended up
abandoned by time itself.
 
 
Your silence has taught me that the process
of rediscovering one’s self,
pushes a man to one of two roads
 
 
—either towards the door of understanding
or over the edge of his sanity.  
 
 
But even more important than that fatalistic shit,
I realize now that the reason I haven’t grown
as a writer or as a man
is that I’m still so damn afraid to write
about the things that terrify me,
my most haunting memories,
my most perverse desires, my ugliest failures.
 
 
I want people to like me but spend all my time



feeding my self-hate
and starving my serenity
and social sensibilities.
 
 
I want people to get to know me
but have never taken the time to get to know myself.
 
 
I finally learned something about myself
through my writing though
I am more fool than poet
but at least I am more poet than anything else.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

January 1st 2016
22 Years Old

Every Year I Say the Same Thing
 
I say this every New Year’s Eve
—and I mean it. Every. Single.
Time: “This year has been
the very best
and the very worst
 
year
 
I have ever had.”
I am a half-a-dozen-Bacardi-shots-past-my-limit-
-kind-of-confident that I will never say that again.
 
 
I am an eighty-nine-year-old senior citizen
who is sixty years sober kind of certain,
I will never fall
as hard as I did
during my last worst year.
 



 
But the worst is always yet to come.
The worst is always one drink away.
 
I learn something every time
I make a mistake that might
cost me my life
or worse,
cost me my dreams.
 
I’ve been learning a lot lately,
 
more in a semester
than I ever thought
a person could ever
possibly hope
to remember. I remember when . . .
my forearms metaphored themselves into angry canvases
for the mad-idiot-wanna-be-genius-artist of my self-loathing.
 
 
So far,
every adventure I have ever embarked
upon ended up being a  lost-
what-made-it-cool,

anticlimactic, dead-end
kind of plot line.
 
 
So many sad attempts at tragedy
all of them meaningless without
any coherent point.
 
 
Each one would simply become
the old paint under the new,
and all the colors of my palette
 

became             
 



different
 
 
 
 

            shades       
 
 
 
 

of             
 
 

 
incomprehensible      

 
 
 
 

demoralization. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The
 
 
 

artist seemed to just slip right out from under me.
 
 
 

So many times I’ve tried to do the right thing.
 
 
 
Every day I try to write poetry.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A lifetime ago I even tried to write music.
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 

Music Theory
There is music without sound.
I don’t think many people know about it
I am talking about music as a language,
as poetry with its own intricate system of grammar.
 
I am talking about music theory,
the art of reading and writing music;
music is the only language people speak
that existed before people did.

 
 

 

 

 
August of 2012

19 Years old
The Old Man by the Pond
As I watch two swans dancing in the pond
I ponder my dancing thoughts
swaying so clumsy on an unpolished
heart of stone made more jagged
by oceans of an emotion which no language
but that of music might hope to express.
 
So I attempt to express some hope,
for my heart is my home
and one should shed some light,
even reluctant light,
into their home to inspire growth.
 
So as I attempt to express some hope,
I am watching two swans dancing in a pond.
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

I am also blind.
 

 

 

 
 
 
 

Spring of 2016
23 Years Old

Enharmonic
Careful what colors you carry with you
and careful with which chords
you choose to carry those:
because they are fragile creatures
of only ostensibly immortal expression.
So be careful.
 
They can break into so many pieces
and in such a way—especially
if you’re clumsy like me—
that you’ll just end up etching
epitaphs onto gravestones
while the ground beneath your feet
sways dangerously and seems to shift
with the crushing nature of a
 
 
 
 

                                tectonic
 
 
 



 
 

     slip
 
 
 
 
 

unprecedented.
 
 
 
 
 
Every precious pitch
that the melody
of your uncensored memory
encompasses means nothing,
if you’re not around to sing it
or if you bend the contour
of your melody so badly
that you forever lose
the possibility
to make enharmonic
your ambition and your direction.  
 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Date Unknown
 

Direction of My Shame
You were the only star in the night sky
 

of my life
 

bright enough
to shine
through



the fog
of my unending internal monologue.
 
I directed my sense of shame
and my sense of failure
at you
through one-sided
conversations
that only knew how
to cause avalanches
of resentment
 
and my god,
I couldn’t even say sorry.
 
My god is a bird I shot through the heart
just to see how easily I could kill belief.
 
But when she fell
I couldn’t bring myself
to do anything more
 
than watch
 
 
watch
 
 
watch
 
 
Painfully. Slowly. Helplessly.
 
 
I shot her
through
the heart
and am crazy
enough
to resent
her absence.
 
 



 
 
 
 
    

February of 2013
20 Years Old

Karri’s Birthday Poem
The world is full of people.
Every person on it is an unoriginal,
inappropriate song stuck on repeat.
 
Everyone is a storm of shrieks
and desire-starved,
yet fear-induced, groans.
 
But you are a sonnet that is spoken as
it is written which whispers as softly
as the leaves that dance when the music
of gentle winds compel them to.
 
You are an instrument
worth listening to in an orchestra
of over seven billion.
 
In an ocean of unintentional dissonance,
you guide lost leading tones
from a state of utter tension
to the peace of Resolution.
 
You are a statement that never stutters.
You are as strong as you need to be
and then some but don’t live apologetically
afterwards. I think that may
be the most beautiful thing about you.
 
Or perhaps it is the way
you walk into a room?
You don’t enter a room
like a person into a space.
No, not at all.
 



The room enters you
as if you were a dream.
Softly yet quickly.
 
The room enters you
like you were a time machine.
Your presence returns people
to a better past and sometimes
even grants them a chance to experience
a future they will never see.
The world is full of people,
the world is full of shit.
 
Happy Birthday
Miss Karri Salazar,
 
 
You Make It All Worth It.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Spring/Summer of 2017?
24 Years Old

 

For Savannah:
My Favorite Singer; My Favorite Actress

I remember when I was fourteen
and beginning my poet’s journey.
 
I remember when I still fumbled
with my six string and poemed
lyrics for you to sing.
 
We made an interesting team,
the two of us always shooting
from the hip while aiming



for the moon.
 
 
 
This past year you gave up acting
 
 
 

and gave up on your
 
 
 

shooting-star-forever-burning-bright-in-the-black-of-night
 
 
 

singer’s voice.
 
 
 
It’s been 3 years
since I wrote a good poem.
Still, in a vain ritualistic indulgence
I make a bloody attempt to pick up the pen
and carve thoughts from my troubled head
into something beautiful, into something new.
 

 

But I guess I’ve given up
on myself and settled
 

for reticent writings
 
 

with only a faint flicker of the fire
that burned in my
fourteen-year-old
poet’s heart. . .
 
I jumped off the edge
of my sanity
and was somehow surprised
when my free fall life style



actually found a bottom
I could not break through.
 
I fell apart, I broke myself in a series of drunken, stumbling,
desperate attempts at living after Jasmine broke up with me.
 
I blacked out, fell down
and just gave up.
I couldn’t pick myself
up.
 
I lost consciousness
for over twenty-eight agonies,
over eighty-four thirty-day struggles.
 
I couldn’t move forward, couldn’t carry on.
Couldn’t stand or even pick myself back up
 
I just blacked out on the ground
and could have died right there.
But then I thought of you
and I heard you singing.
Then I saw you and I
heard you singing.
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
December 28th, 2018

25 Years Old
For Savannah:

My Favorite Singer; My Favorite Actress
(Part II)

 
 

You held the world on one shoulder
and carried me on the other.



You never buckled.
You never complained,
not even once.
 
 
You spend so much
of your precious, brilliant,
Brilliant heart on everyone you love,
every friend you have, every stranger
you meet; but I never hear anyone say
“thank you” for all the wonderful
things you do, which don’t
even need to be done.
 
If you let the world crash down on all of us,
we couldn’t blame you for joining the club.
If you wanted to take a break
no one would say a word.
But you never do.
 
 
I was a shooting star
that burned bright and fierce
and flickered for so many years
I couldn’t tell my light from my dark.
But I could always find your bright,
beautiful, dynamic, tough; daring; valiant;
fearlessly honest-honest-honest heart.
 
 
You gave me direction when I was lost at sea
overwhelmed by the oceans of my ruminating, bitter,
blind-sided, blacked-out and shattered-chandelier heart.
 
 
When I was lost at sea you kept me going,
I looked and always found you
when I needed to,
you guided me like a constellation
of lovely forever stars.



 
 
You were every star in the sky
when I most needed light.
You were the flame that kept me
from freezing into a perennial state of stasis
induced by bottle after bottle after bottle.
 
 
You stayed on the phone
and skyped with me all night
when I most wanted to tear
my page out of the script
of this life.
 
 
 
 
I hope you know I’d do the same,
I hope in this past year
I returned some of the light
you shared with me,
gave to me for free.
 
 
 
 
No one says this, at least not anymore;
 
and I should say it more often:
 
Thank you Savannah.
 
 
 

 

 

 

Thank you for all the things you do;
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

thank you for just being you
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Summer of 2012

19 Years Old
Alloys of Expression (For Ross)
-So this is a super abstract poem I wrote. . . but this is, I think, the only time I’ve written about someone
really close to me. The reason is you’re like my brother and I never thought I really had the right words to
express what I saw when I saw you. So here it goes, and if it doesn’t make sense, you probably read it right.
 
A flame surrounded



by dusk and shadows
you fight on
 
like red giants
becoming
white dwarfs.
 
Your mind expands
as your eyes witness
the reach of reality
and its predecessors.
 
But like lights intertwined
our minds have become
one last ditch shot
within redemption’s grasp.
 
Though, the cost is high,
you pull a weight
loaded from the father
of ancient wisdom outdated
by the dawn of present situations.
Sometimes, you have to do more
to do less
just so something gets done.
Sometimes, things be like that.
 
You have shown me
that your mother is strong.
I have never doubted that.
 
Her directions I was never able
to help you follow,
they seemed so confusing,
and on the verge of being
pointlessly difficult
but now I see
so much solid insight. 
 
She never refused



an opportunity
to respond to this life,
to the people, places,
and every single thing
 
—situationally,
 
and without rehearsal;
which is the best
anyone can hope to do
which is what you and I
have been honoring
and striving for
from the day
we first met; 1999:
the end of a century
the end of a millenium.
The beginning
of our best friendship.
 
 
 
 

Alloys of Expression Part II
(For Ross)
She was weighed with obligations
to keep you under a protection
of vaguely defined ambitions;
she seemed to put so much meaning
into every daily responsibility
one could have to this society.
It seemed so far from spirit,
from truth and from psychic intuition;
but the conclusion I pull
from the reflections
are so clearly
and so beautifully mystic.
From light under pressure
of spreading darkness
we have both found



hope in expression.
 
There was someone you fell for
in the dampened regions of time. 
She brightened your days
but could never be yours. 
She was always the victim
of hunted affection.
 
I hope you that you know
the future always unfolds
as carefully as you let it be wrapped
and that we always make the best
and worst for ourselves.
 
I hope you still know that
because you’re the one
who taught me those things
in the first place
and I’m having trouble
maintaining the beauty of that faith.
 
The most powerful things,
art and all of our creation, come 
from somewhere in-between.
 
A beautifully yet maddening
recipe of everyone and everything
within the space of nothing.   

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

2015-2016?
22 to 23 Years Old?

Never Return
Lost a precious gift again
that I forsook because



of my own dysfunction.
 
 
Fuck it.
 
 
Again, I put too much trust
in these two hands.
 
Again, I burdened the soles
of my feet until they were bruised
and blistered beyond healing,
enduring a constant burning.
 
But the thing that hurts the most
is having lost my guitar. Mildred.
 
The loss weighs heavy on my
already heavy-handed hurt,
reminding me of June
and how someone stole her too,
the only season of joy I ever held,
and how, without her
there is no harmony
in my life
not a single second of consonance,
only constant dissonance.
 
And I can’t stop thinking
of the yellow bird
I fell in love with and pushed away,
with the hungry hands of my desire--unbridled,
and unworthy of keeping the most beautiful thing
my heart ever loved.
 
But becoming the Sleepless Dreamer
begins even before the pull of youth’s passionate
innocent idiot wind is stopped by forgetting
that any dream worth dreaming is never out of reach,
and the beauty of that, which in addition to the mental health
 
 



 
of the heart, was stolen from me
 
 
 

by my own shaking, careless hand.
 
 
 

Again, I used fishing hooks
to rip out the things I love
the most in this world.
 
My dysfunction took the wires
and wrapped them around my ankles
so they bit into my Achilles
causing me to trample
over every precious dream
I still believed in,
until everything was rendered a mess
beyond recognition let alone repair.
 
Unfortunately,
the mess beyond repair and recognition
is just my broken-mirrored reflection.
 
Again—I am so fucking lost,
like a childhood dream come true
only to lose it to the tyrannical rule
of my compulsion to self-destruct.
It takes, and it takes, and it takes
until the only thing left
is a memory.
 
I am so damn certain that it was once beautiful,
at least I think it must have been.
These days I’m starting to have my doubts.  
Memories have become ever-fading images
with every color distorted by the current
manic-depression of my now.
 
I think the people and things I sought



I must have lost before I ever found them;
like Jasmine.
 
Like Connor Oberst’s yellow bird,
and just like his song, I’ve become her
messenger bird, except its worse
because I circle the earth
knowing I can never return
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Spring of 2015
22 Years Old

“The Social Function of Minor Third Men
in a Major Key Patriarchy”

 
I’ve always been
an e-flat
below
middle C.
 
I think everyone one of us
could have
not only made
perfect sense
in a minor-key-social-setting
but could also have been
able to encapsulate
and produce,
through voice,
the collective mood
of our collective lives.
 
The beauty that only sadness
can sometimes bring.
 



Where we cut
the left and right wings off
 
and
 
together decide
it is better
to walk through life
as a flightless flock of birds
than to force ourselves
to fly at
and above
each other
with broken wings
and broken hearts
and broken songs
crippled and silenced
by the division
of a major-key-patriarchy.
 
Any one of us
could have been
the poetry incarnate
that sparked musical fire
into a young generation’s
passionate speech.
 
We could have done so many things. . .
but unfortunately
even when people tell me
they feel the same way,
I, as do they, still feel so alone.
I think I will always be alone,
trying to make my way through winds of a C Major
Patriarchy which always claims
to push towards a unified melody
but only perpetuates left-and-right-wing polyphony.
 
The social function
of minor third men



in a major key patriarchy  
is to not break while successfully modulating
through every key of understanding;
navigating every intersectionality,
without losing
his child of mother earth’s moral compass of tonality.
 
P.S.

#RememberToMixYourMetaphors
 
 
 
 
 

 

Year of 2017
24 Years Old

The Sounds of Society
I am forever waiting for the day
when people learn how to see
each other without persecution-eyes.
 
My ears are always in riot,
attempting—with limited success—
to deafen themselves
to the sounds of society:
“Where do you go to school?”
“What do you do for work?”
“Why don’t you get a job?”
“Where were you born?”
“Where are you from?”
“Where were your parents born?”
“What’s your ethnicity?”
“Why don’t you speak Spanish?”
“Doesn’t that make you white?”
“What college did you go to?”
“What did you learn?”
“What do you mean college isn’t for everyone?”
“Why didn’t you apply to an Ivy League?
You would have gotten in because, I mean



you still qualify for affirmative action, right?
I mean you’re not white, not really . . . are you?
I’m sorry was that offensive?”
“Who did you vote for?”
“Why didn’t you vote?”
“Why don’t you get yourself a girlfriend?”
“Why do you look so depressed all the time?”
“Why aren’t you happy?”
“What’s your Twitter?”
“What’s your Snap?”
“What’s your Instagram?”
“Why aren’t you on social media?”
“Where do you live?”
“Why do you still live with your parents?”
“When are you going to move out?”
“When are you going to get published?”
“When did you stop playing music? Why?”
“When are you going to grow up?”
 
I need a fetish for productivity
but I’m just so hot for procrastination.
I perform better under stress anyway.
 
I dream of waking up next to someone
I can share everything with.
 
For someone to whom I can hand my heart over
without worry—with only simple, giddy, sweet, innocent joy.  

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Winter of 2016
23 maybe 24 Years Old

A Virgin Dream
From apples to ashes,
the fruit of your knowledge
led to the death of the only beautiful thing



you ever truly owned.
 
A virgin dream untouched
by the expectations of others.
 
A music unapologetic for breaking silence
and uninterested in becoming a part of the noise
created by the 7 billion.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

How Does One Teach Fire How to Dance (Part II)
 

            (1)
I fought for love,
fought against love,
have fought
with love
at my side
and I have fought
with love in my chest.
Every single time
I came rushing in
and every single time
I was fighting a losing battle.
 
I remember everything but get over nothing.
I feel everything and I get over nothing.
 
 

(2)
I had dreams that colored the horizon
of my yellow bird, young folk-singer’s
direction but sky-scraped it
to blacked-out pieces
with bottles of whiskey
and boxes of wine.
 



Long, wide-eyed nights
of memory after memory
after aching memory
kept me perennially from a full recovery.
I am a stupid, stubborn, broken, restless, hopeless poet who triesto dream
without getting the restful sleep he needs.  
 
I am both the front door and the leading tone with no home key; I am a verse
with no meaning; a bottle with no bottom; a fire with no heat; a word with no
breath; a song with no tonic, a map with no legend; a legend with no point; a
light with no reflection; a dark with no choice; a broken bird with no legs to land
with; a lover with no one to love, a poet with no published poems.
 
I am a love crippled by its own fire;
I am a question with no answer;
how does one teach fire how to dance?

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Year of 2015
21 Years Old

Sometimes I wander
through the burning hedge maze
of my mindless thoughts until I
become so lost I forget to remember
how grateful I am to have been born at all.
 
 
I become so deafened
by the chorus of my doubts
I forget that silence
can be as warm and as bold
as the dawn that dares to break the dark
and bend its light into a brilliant kaleidoscope
of memory uncensored, so that in every second
of every day when I look up to the sky I see my pas



t stretched out, painting every pitch of music I’ve ever tried
 
to play.
 
 
 

I slip into dream—
 
 

—states
 
 
 
 

somewhere between waking and sleeping,
somewhere between dying and becoming;
I slip into my favorite day drunk day dream
that somehow reflects the awe-breeding,
dark-colored, neo-folk jazz tones
of honest dissonance that have paved
the path of my future as unexpectedly
as one can be sure the sea will forever
remain in a constant restless state.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Year of 2015

23 Years Old

Invite Me Back Home
 

(1)
Your fingertips used to be front doors,

 
 
wide                                           `open
 
 
and would invite me home
 



 
with a casual wave,
like it was nothing.
 
My god, those days
were really something,
weren’t they?
 
 
Weren’t they?
 
 
 
Now your fingers are fences
I couldn’t stop from being broken
from the hurricane you welcomed,
after you kicked me out,
to try and soothe the hurts
I left but didn’t mean to leave
or to ever even make in the first place.
 
 

(2)
The way you strum chords and think
none ever sound the same is adorable
and powerful even if there’s only a
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
one-                  four-                  five
 
 
 
 
 
one                   last                   reason

 
 
 
 
 



to
 
 
 

fall
 
 
 
 
 

 
in                                           
 
 
 
 
 
 
love.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

End of Book II
 

 

 



 

Book III
Surrender

 

 

 



2014 to 2016
21 to 23 Years Old

Poem for Morgan
There was a time
when we walked
through the Redwoods,
talking of Foucault when. . .
well,
technically,
you             talked             of             Foucault
 
and I just listened.
 
 
There was a time when
we dreamed the dream
of writing an entirely new
genre of poetry
that would be
generationally
distinct
in its nature
but universal
and timeless
in both its honesty
and its willingness
to confront,
dissect,
and document
 
our suffering,
our humiliations,
 
and our growth.
 
Each of which was born from love.
 
Each of which
 
was born from love.

 



 
 
 
 

 

 

12/2015 to 01/2016

Age 22-23
My Roommates Left Without a Goodbye,
The alarm clock rings every 5 minutes
for as many hours as it takes
for me to decide not to die today.
 
I am just tired.
 
Even the knife in my hand weighs a weight
I can barely manage.
 
The alarm clock rings like my lover’s last goodbye.
 
I lay there listening, letting the hurt
run
down
my
face.
 
I lay there listening until the ache
overwhelms my sanity.
I savor the sadness, taste the salt,
wishing I could forget how to feel.
 
The alarm clock rings every 5 minutes
for as many hours as it takes
for me to decide not to die today.
 
These days. I am just tired.
 
I lost “family” again. Took them in when they had nowhere to go, didn’t say a
thing when they left without a goodbye. They even left their box of wine which I
tried not to drink. And I did my best not to care when they abandoned the plans



we had made So they could make their own. I could tell them I will always love
them.
I could take back every apology I ever gave them
—even the ones they deserved.
 
But I’m just so tired.
I still dream of them.
But trying to remember
the best parts of those
who have no faith left in you,
for those you no longer even trust,
is like loving in the war years.
 
You pray that they,
and all their beauty,
come back someday soon
or just come back at all;
but like memories
you only keep what you don’t lose,
and there isn’t a thing you can do
to keep from losing everything.
 
I consider the knife a close friend.
One that knows my deepest secrets,
my darkest hurts which I am ashamed to admit,
my most forbidden desires—death,
and the courage to pursue it
with both clarity and a clean conscience.
 
I could tell someone about this suicide journal
but I am too tired to care about what they might say.
I have already heard everything
I want to hear.
 
I am not overwhelmed,
I am just taking my time to understand
the value of my life by determining my owner’s equity of happiness
by accounting for my spiritual liabilities of self-loathing against
the assets of everything I’ve learned, loved, and lost.
With a college accounting text-book,



a sixty-song Bright-Eyes playlist,
some Logic & Argument 104 notebooks
and my entire life’s poetry to cross reference
(everything I think I’ll need,
or at least everything useful within arm’s reach)
I am determined to find out
in seconds and inches
how much longer
I can trudge this road
of “happy” destiny.
 
I am taking my time
because whatever conclusion I draw from the deduction,
I just want to be certain.
But I’m just so tired.
 

 
 
 
 

 
I’m just so tired

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

.July of 2018
25 Years Old

Surrender
I think Jasmine Nyende faked an orgasm
every single time we had sex,
which is more humiliation than I care to admit.
 
But the thing that I am most mortified by,
most ashamed of, is how I learned
to love the humiliation,
crave it and try to control it.
I wanted to be the master of my own pain.



 
But I just ended up losing control
and pushing her away with every request
my mutilated, self-serving ego
could think of when I tried to make her feel something.
 
I was in love though, and she thought she was too.
We were so young and so admirably, fucking stupid.
Breaking up with me was the best thing she ever did for herself.
She became a model, a radio show talk host,
a published poet, an established recording artist,
a political activist, and a stand for everything she believed in.
 
During that time,
I fell into a five-going-on-nine-year-long black-out.
I was kicked in the balls of my heart so hard, so often,
for so long I forgot how to love like a real man.
 
I’m no winner. I’m not even a fighter.
Still, I’ve been in a battle to the death
with my disease every day for nine year-long uglies.
Every day I came in swinging, rushing into a losing battle.
Every evening I fell further into the black hole’s singularity
of my failure.
 
I thought I had the spunk
and the spark and the poet’s
hook to out match
my disease in the ring.
 
But alcoholism is the undefeated champ.
 
I’ve never won a fight. I’ve never won a round.
I’ve never dodged a blow.
Every swing has been a knock-out punch.
The only hits I’ve ever landed were the
ones against the floor of my arrogance
smashing the face of my potential.
 
Jasmine taught me how to love but not how to let go.



Addiction taught me how to cling without ever wanting to grow.
Sobriety taught me how to fight and even how to take a bruise
but not how to win and definitely not how to lose.
 
Recovery has been a kind and patient instructor.
Recovery has taught me how to live the rest of my life
without having to lose one more fight.
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Recovery has shown me the grace
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
and the miracle
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

         and the wonder
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



and the rapture in
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Surrender
 

Summer of 2017
24 Years Old

Autumn-Tree-Hearts
Stone IPA conversations in the sun
as summer slowly starts to set
aside her sentimental, romantic notions
and make way for my favorite season.
 
Autumn-tree-hearts stand strong
but always look just how they feel:



cold and naked; decorated
in their own dying.
 
There is something so honest about that.
And there is something so beautiful
about that honesty.
 
I’m not a tree hugger or anything
but I wished my college mascot
was a redwood tree
and not a fucking lumber jack.
 
Attention divided, and thoughts fragmented,
I am spiritually starving for anything of substance
that won’t wash away when the 7 oceans
that flood my world come to overwhelm me:
(1) Self-pity, (2) self-torture, (3) doubt,
(4) bi-polared tragedies,
(5) custom forms of crazy,
(6) a culture of waking nightmares,
and (7) a dark that dims
even my best and brightest ideas
until no one can see my light,
least of all
myself.
 
Light my fire or even just kindle
some embers and I’ll show you
your own beauty reflected
back at you, shining clear and straight
through the darkest, most painful parts of your past.
 
I miss you Morgan [Redacted],
my river of timeless, peaceful,
quarrel-less, almost-lovers’ moments.
I wonder if I write enough poems
that mention your name,
(and if enough of them get published
—or if any of them get published)



whether you will notice me
and remember me fondly.
 
I’m terrified you might just resent
my crazy and wish we never had met.
No matter what happens, no matter how you feel,
I am (and will always be) so grateful that we met.
 
I miss you and I hope you’re doing well.
I miss you. I hope you’re doing well.

 
 
 

 



Winter of 2009 or 2010?
16 or 17 Years Old

The Game That I am Playing
When I was young
I shone bright, bright like the
shimmer in your lover's eyes
as you tell her you love her
for the very first time.
 
When I was younger
I shone bright
and I had dreams that
stretched like the warmth
the sun shed
on summer's first.
 
My parent's friends used to say:
“This one. This one will be a good egg.
I can see it now. I can sense it.
This boy will be respected,
will be remembered fondly.
 
“He's a good egg this one,
won't turn out rotten
like so many before him
whose mouths let fly ugly
and instigative
and hurtful things.
 
“This boy speaks beauty,
he speaks wisdom,
he speaks poetry;
the raw art of seeing,
taking, and giving.
He’ll turn out fine, mighty fine.”
 
But sometime
between preteen dreams
and fully-grown depressions
I learned to look at my face



and say, "That is the thing I hate."
 
My father says
this sorrow that I'm holding
is just a choice I am making,
a game which I am playing;
a thing I've thought to truth
that came from lies;
but I think it might be
less than even that.
 
My parents, friends, heroes,
teachers, acquaintances, therapists,
and even strangers are always telling me:
“It’s okay to feel lost.”
 
But I know that already.
And they’re wrong
about me feeling lost.
 
Honestly,
for true,
I haven’t been lost.
I know exactly where I am
and where I’ve been.
 
I’ve been stuck.
 
I am stuck with an endless list of work and tests in Math that I just can't seem to
pass, while at night I'm torn between slicing my arms ‘til the marks dig deep
enough to hit some nerve that gets burnt to the point where I stop feeling sadness
so I can start learning to make the grade, improving my marks in school
 
and
 
just ending it all.

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Spring of 2017
24 Years Old

The Only Skin I Know
Thoughts of dying
have become
the only part
of my daily routine
that comfort me anymore.
 
I have almost ruined my life
so many more times
than I would ever
admit to my mother
—bless her heart—
she wouldn’t be able to take it.
 
For the first six years of my life
I thought I was black
until my mother, embarrassed
for me, laughed in my face
with her hand over her mouth
with all the other nice, white ladies.
 
Shame became
the only skin
I knew;
the only skin
I’d ever know.
 
My shame and humiliation
burned deep at the roots
of who I was
until there was nothing left
—which is something I’ve yet to replace.
 
I’ve got to find an identity
I can claim as my own
without any help from anyone.



(I can’t stand being laughed at)
 
My entire first grade class
at Meadows Elementary
thought I was black
but I’m the only one
who got laughed at.
 
I’m 23 and my dad wrote
I was white
on a document
for the doctor.
 
My ex-girlfriend also thought
I was pretty white.
I dated her for 6 years.
And she thought that,
the whole time.
 
I’m not white
when the officer
sees me walking
down the street.
 
I’m not white
when I am followed
around the grocery,
convenient, or clothing
store and constantly asked
if I need help to find and
buy something
 
I’m definitely not white
when the xenophilic
white boy with braids
asks me what race I am,
and what’s my ethnicity.
 
But a lot of people
think I’m white.



Sometimes I do too.
 
But I’m not white.
I’m just adopted.

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The Only Skin I Know Part II
I’m not white,
I’m just adopted
and was raised by white people.
 
 
It’s my fault.
If I knew Spanish
no one would
be confused.
 
 
Owning a tongue
painted
a picket-fence white
has became both a prison
for my skin
and a distraction from it.
 
I’m a racially isolated nobody
with no family or people or culture.
 
I’m an ethnicity of whatever
is convenient at the time
but which is empty
of any meaning
at any given point in my life.
 
 
There is the most awkward sort of pain



when an older gentleman asks for help
with bus directions only to realize
there is no way
for either of us
to understand the other.
 
 
I have wanted to help that old man
find the right bus connection
for so many years
 
—spirit knows I can never find mine
without nearly having a heart attack.  
 
 
I still dream of him.
 
 
I have wanted to kiss the beautiful womyn
who flirts with me in Spanish
the way a dancer moves
on the stage—
enchantingly;
 
 
I have wanted
to ask her
to take my hand
 
 
in
 
 
this life
 
 
and never let go.
 
 
 
But in my dreams, as it was in life, she always, always let’s go
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Spring of 2015
22 Years Old

Sleepless Dreamer
 
1.
The sleepless dreamer
becomes the thing
he fears the most
—the inkless pen.
2.
Becomes
overwhelmed
by the weight
of his waking nightmare
3.
where upon a sea of sand,
confidence slips
on ever-shifting

certainties.
4.
Though tired
as the addict
is craving,
he wanders an endless shore.
 
 
 
2.
Overwhelmed
by the weight
of waking nightmares,
5.
any given image of beauty
becomes his deepest desire.
4b.
He wanders his endless shore



as tired as the addict is craving
6.
because a canvas
without a palette
is a painful thing.
 
 
 
5b.
Every image of beauty
dogs his step,
tainting every desire.
7.
Beauty
becomes a blanket
of fire that burns
but never warms.
6.
A canvas without a palette
is a painful thing,
8.
an endless river of knives
to the eyes of one’s heart.
 
 
 
7b.
Beauty
becomes a blanket
of fire that burns
but never warms
9.
as he drinks the smoke
to remind his lungs how to feel
8b.
but there is always that river of knives
aimed at the eyes of his heart.
10.
Dreams crumble
like fallen leaves;



memory scatters
like ash in autumn winds.
 
 
 
9.
He drinks the smoke
to remind his lungs
how to feel
3b.
while he stumbles
on ever-shifting certainties.
10.
Dreams crumble
like fallen leaves;
memory scatters
in autumn winds.
 
1b. The sleepless dreamer,
the inkless pen,
becomes the thing
he hates the most.
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Date Unknown
Can’t Remember

I Couldn’t Handle the Truth
Have you ever smoked your way to the truth?
 
through dreams, through drugs,
through open eyes and searched
until you realized the essence of yourself,
saw it in its entirety only to reject it entirely?

 
 
 



 
 

 

 

Spring of 2015
23 Years Old

When I am Dead, My Dearest
When I am dead my dearest,
will you stardust my ashes
and toss what’s left of me?
 
The parts long burnt out
in the aftermath of failed ambitions;
the parts that have always glistened
golden brown with bright,
and even the in-between parts
that greyed but refused to die.
 
Will you throw my golden, black, and grey
into the eye of any storm, the heart of any hurricane
to watch every part of me dance
the way I never could in life
because of my mortal fear of shame?
 
Could you throw me into the arms
of a forget-me-not breeze
with your smooth, caring hands
and watch me dance
with every gender of the wind
without feeling envy?
 
When I am dead, my dearest,
Everything will wash over me,
Everything will be a first breath
of fresh air after emerging from
an ocean I’d been drowning in my entire life.

 
 
 
 



 
 

 

Spring of 2018?
25 Years Old?

If it’s a Her
 
Autumn leaves
 

me with a choice:
 
 

                  either I can painfully shed
 
my skin willingly
 

and abandon all the colors
of my past
 

to start again from a new beginning
 
 

OR
 
 
I can buy a handle,
kiss the glass.
until. I.
Pass. Out.
 
Death is always lurking.
I want to know how I will greet him.

 
 
 
 
 
 

Will Death be offended I wrote that if it’s a her?
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
Year of 2012

Age: Don’t Know
The Passing
Among a breeze
I see leaves sinking.
Slowly.
Seasons greet me only to leaf
in what feels like the length
of an autumn breeze.
A graceful drawn-out rush.
 
Among a breeze
I gleam leaves sinking fast
and thought builds upon thought
until I see something of my obsession
with
watching
beautiful things
fall.
 
In that forever-instant.
I see my soul. Falling but not knowing
where I’ll land. Caught in a wind of
change, I hope to be carried so far away from here.
But when I fall, it’s by the root and I go nowhere.
 
Amongst a breeze I watched leaves fall.
Beautifully.
I thought I found the answer,
thought that my spirit was in that green,
but I know the truth now.
That was just my body.
Nothing more.
 
My spirit is the endless series
of seeds passing through seasons



growing, falling, and spreading
through the passing lifetimes.
 
My body falls
with each passing:
shedding.
 
But from the branch
I will come again.
 
Each time
 
more beautiful
 
than the last.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
Pre-2016, 23 or younger

The Dark, Dark, Dark
I am as furious
as the night is full
with possibilities
of forgetting
and escape
—especially in this college town.
 
The parties aren’t too far but
I smoke alone and drink
myself sober, listening to music
like a terminally ill patient listens to the final measures
of her heart beat as she remembers everything.

 
 
 
 
 

 



Forgot Date
Age: Between born and dead

An Oasis of Thought
Could you fairy-tale my fears
into a perfect final fantasy
where I can finally breathe
without having to think about it?
 
When I was young and feeling
existential uncertainty,
I used to wonder at a wall
for hours until an Oasis
of poetic thought
would life-raft my drowning will to live.
 
I am so ashamed of my fears,
and so terrified of my shame.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

9/20/2018

Puppy Love (Part II)
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------

On Sat, Mar 29, 2014 at 7:56 PM,
<mikerobinson2007@aol.com> wrote:
 
 
These are some rough drafts of things i'm working on. 
 
Splatter ink on the page and call it an
avant-garde expression of writer's block. 
Maybe it's the fact you want to make a
mess and not need to clean a thing. 
 
Scatter pieces from the puzzle sorted
by your shaking hands and call the wreckage
an image of the aftermath of your
Autumn-tree-heart. 
 

mailto:mikerobinson2007@aol.com


 
You try to arrest your disorders in ink
and imprison them with poetry. As if manic 
depression could just slip from fingers, through
your pen and into something separate 
and somehow budding with meaning. 
 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Sun, Mar 30, 2014 9:54 pm
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
  
Michael this is really lovely. Thank you so much for sharing.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3u0PYSSIIA4
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Here’s another one I’ve been working on for a while now.

I wrote the first draft when I was 17

 
Innocence: a Reflection of a Summer Past
When Innocence died
she lay on a bed of white
like a child unknown, waiting for a home.
Her wrists read: “my love for you was greater
than love for myself.”
 
That was the day I learned
love for others is cheaper than you think.
 
She said, “when we were young we noticed not,
each time we woke
the day relative to the whole
shrinks.”
 
But from that shower of shrinking grows meanings
both sweet and bleak,
and we only see that as we get closer to the
Close.
 
Innocence
taught me to take the day as seriously as it
can be seen,
learned to me to laugh as easy as a swaying
swaying leaf dreams,
or was it as easy as swaying dreams leave?
I can’t remember now . . .
 
She and I spent a summer together.

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3u0PYSSIIA4


One great season to speak them all
where I loved, learned, and lost.
 
She read to me about the haunted Jay Gatsby,
she showed to me the horrid John Wayne Gacy
and his troubled jr.
Clowns carved from sin stalked our thoughts,
but all evil has a past to make us cry,
remember and sympathize.
All crimes committed came from a once-time
child who
Loved, Learned, and Lost.
 
When she taught to me the form of chess,
how to move and protect,
hide and reflect,
discover and remember,
–I had no idea
she was teaching me things
about the Heart.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Fri, May 2, 2014 4:30 am
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
God... Michael... this is Incredible. heart wrenching, penetrating. You are amazing
Really. you are. beautiful

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

 
 
 
 
 
 

2015-2017
22-24 Years Old

Broken Mirrors
Have you ever broken mirrors for breakfast?
because you know if you have to swallow
the ugly of your reflection
you will remember how earnestly and desperately
you want to die—and the shame which
that desire brings up because
you have also tasted the beauty of this life
through the poetry that poured itself



into and out of your heart.
Into and out of your heart,
through which poetry poured itself
you have tasted the beauty of this life;
that desire, is brought up because
you want to die—and the shame which
you will remember—earnestly and desperately
because the ugly of your reflection
you know you would have to swallow.
Have you ever broken mirrors for breakfast?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
I Hope to Be Forgotten
For a long time now
I’ve been unable to sit with my dark
I’ve been unable to see my own light.
 
For a long time now,
I’ve felt my path to redemption
doesn’t exist, and may never exist
and because it may never exist
now, my—only—wish is to be forgotten entirely
by everyone I have ever known and loved
so that after I die I can meet them all again
for the first time—set things right
before they ever went wrong.
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Winter of 2016
23 Years Old

 
 

Garden of Sins (Forestry 302 Notes)
I’m so tired of the seral ecosystem
of my thoughts.
I want a climax community
of experience
—accumulative and directional.
Underwhelmed by the garden of my being
I want to be something like
the Coastal Redwood Forests
—I want people to look up to me.
 
I’ve tended to a garden of sins,
each fruit a colorful experience
both delicate and deceptive in nature
but made more beautiful by the
dim dawn-like light birthed by memory.
 
But my garden has grown out of control
with no direction in sight but an ugly death.
My experiences both precious and trivial fade from the
eye of memory like autumn leaves fall
from the arms of deciduous trees.

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Spring of 2016
23 Years Old

The Soil
The soil beneath my feet keeps me warm,
keeps me sturdy
but
above all else



gives me the brilliant hope
that infinite
kinds
of life
can exist
 

 



 

 

 

 

 

End of Book III
 

 

 

 

 

 



Book III.V
Half-way Fixed

 



Spring of 2015
Age 22

Autumn Leaves
Again, I looked out.
I found the cool of your laughter
in the winds around my October.
It felt like we were kissing,
it felt like we were kissing.
 
I tried to stop but then I saw
the wildfire of your shifting eyes.
A flame of anxious thought, I burned
for you the way wars are waged.
 
 

Uncontrollably.
 
 
Which is fine for a story but
in the waking world
that kind of feeling just
makes you forget who you are.
 
Again, I looked out.
Glimpsed the sight of your skin in
the moving clouds above. I swayed,
and we were dancing with November Rain.
Strange things can grip the heart
 
 
 
 

 
even soften the beat

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
or tear it apart.



 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Spring of 2017
Age 24

Once
The best thing about having a heart
made of glass and light
is that you can reflect the everything
in everyone with warmth
bright enough
to let them see their own beauty
and with an elegant ease.
 
The worst thing about having a
heart made of glass is that when you fall
in love—truly in love—it always feels like
dancing in a hurricane.
 
It’s only a matter of time
before the beautiful bright glass beating
in your chest shatters into tiny, sharp
fragments that cannot be touched
without breaking even further.
Her name was Jasmine once,
before I changed it so she would
never have to read about herself
and be embarrassed by the memory of me
if I ever managed to publish my poetry.
 
My lover of not so long ago. . .
Every time summer nears its end
and the seasons change,
I think of her. Autumn.
(I like to remember her that way, with that name)
 
It hurts to think about her.  



Too many years have passed
and a thick forest
of thorn bushes and weeds
has grown wild and run rampant
over every once nicely paved memory
lane, road, avenue, side-street, and highway.
My mind bleeds from a thousand paper-cut-like wounds
every time it wanders
towards her
and the memories
we made.
 
So instead of thinking of her endlessly
and thus, endlessly scratching sonnets
into the blistered, sunburnt skin of my sanity
which was already bleeding from a thousand
paper-cut-like wounds,
I instead choose to write about her
and to tie my longing and my worry
down to an honest poem
which can cage all my memories of her
so I can finally let go
without ever forgetting
how beautiful our time together
really actually was,
how immortal it felt,
how admirably honest
 
 
 
 
we almost were
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Once.

 



07/2018
Age 25

North Star
I’ve been kicked
in the balls
of my heart
so often and for so long
I’ve forgotten how to love
like a “real” man.
 
I’ve dragged the feet of my lungs
through whiskey swamps
beneath chronic tobacco-bong-birthed fogs
until I lost my self to flippant thoughts
that turned my tired brain’s breathing
into a dying metaphor’s final death rattle.
 
I’ve strangled the throat of my future
and its expression
with the iron-tough,
death-grip
which hatred held
for the selves of my past.
 
But my heart’s got big balls.
It won’t stop beating any time soon.
My lungs will learn to walk again.
 
The throat of my expression
will push the cancer of my hatred
into eventual remission.
 
But, fuck-it-all, the North Star love of my life
which shone so bright from 2007
to 2013 will never spark again.
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

2015-2018
Age: 22 to 25

Where Her Lips Begin
(1)

Firework your speech
and don’t be afraid to microphone
about the hurt,
despite that the burning in your throat
will make you feel weak
—feel weeks as if they were years
while you trip over your every ambition and

trample
over your most precious dreams.
 
 
Hey Morgan,
do you remember the time I Freudian slipped a love-letter
into your voice-mail box instead of knock, knock, knocking on the front door of
your attention?
 
Because I know where your lips really begin.
 
 
Hey, Morgan
did you forget
about that time
I sent that picture
I wish I had never taken?
 
Oh the “cold drafts”
and the “bad angles”
and the excuses.
Oh the regret,
The Humiliation.
 
You were nice about it though.
You said the size of the heart
was the only size that mattered to you.
 



Hey, Morgan
did you even notice that time
I sent that break-up like text
where I said some pretty
terrible things
because you told me
you liked men
who degraded you?
it had been so long
since you had
acknowledged me
or responded to my
puppy-dog-love-letter texts.
 
 
 
No girl really wants a nice guy.
 
 
 
Every girl I met
who told me she only
wanted to meet a nice guy
always ended up breaking my heart
and shunned my friendship
just so they could take care
of some troubled ass-hole
with a broken brain and an absent heart;
a big, strong chest;
a big dick
ranging anywhere from
notable to massive
but always, always
impressive.
Okay I know what you’re about to say.
And Yes. I am a nice guy.
That’s not an opinion, it’s a fact . . .
 
wait,

maybe I was the troubled asshole. . .
 



but I don’t. . .
 
have a big dick,
in fact it’s barely 3 inches
No
girl really wants a nice guy;
nice guys don’t make it in this world.
 
You taught me that,
as did everyone else
in this chilled-to-the-soul
world of masks and shadows,
but at least you were honest about it.
 
 

(2)
I’m sorry I am so crazy. Forget everything I just wrote. I don’t believe a word of

it.
I never did.

Hope to hear from you soon =)
 
 

-Love, Michael
 

(3)
Fire-work your spoken word until
everything you’ve written becomes
a promise worth keeping and never forget
that the best promises are born from poetry.
 
So, I poem that I will love you always.
I poem that I will never forget
how you hate that fairy-tales
always eventually have to end.
 
And I poem that I will write
and self-publish until enough
of my words roam every crevice,
nook, and cranny;
every city, side-street
and highway of this earth



so that you can no longer
ignore the broken-meter-sonnet
beating in my chest or pretend that it doesn’t exist.
 
 
I know it’s a long shot.
 
 
I know my poetry is strange,
 
 
I know that I admit and confess more than I,
 
or anyone, is really comfortable with.
 
I know even the best poets don’t sell very well.
 
I know I’ve never done or been
 
anything worthy of becoming well-known
 
or getting the wide-reaching audience
 
that I’ll need if I ever want you to see these words.
 
 
I know these poems will probably never
get typed, let alone published, let alone
even find you, let alone ever, ever,
ever manage to somehow touch and fret
the modal chord progression desires
of your heart —that instrument I could
never figure out

the tuning for.
 
 
 
I know it’s a long shot.
 
I know the odds are against me.
 
I know that.
 
I know it better than anyone.



 
I do, I really do.
 
 
 
It might be the longest shot anyone’s ever taken at anything
and I’m doing it with aimless-shooting-from-the-hip poetry.
 
 
It’s a long shot.
 
 
It really is.
 
 
It. Really. Is.
 
 
-But you’re worth it,
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 

You’re worth it.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sun, Feb 23, 2014 11:37 pm
 
 
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com

9/16/2018

Age: 25

Puppy Love:
Doggy Paddling for Attention Emails

9/16/2018

Age: 25

Puppy Love:
Doggy Paddling for Attention Emails

 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?

v=QDs_X23yitk&list=FLsn5BJ3tsgd9Rcm9JKv36RA&index=8
 
 
 
Mike Doughty is one of my favorite singer/songwriters. I also really like the band he was in, Soul
Coughing, in the nineties I believe. I love most all of his/their songs except for some of his most
recent singles, he has become too explicitly spiritual for my taste, but that's post-2010 so you still
get A LOT of good stuff
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:07 am
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SnYBSAN42Hc
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.com
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:10 am
Morgan Rivera (morganrivera1000@gmail.com)

mailto:mikerobinson2007@aol.com
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QDs_X23yitk&list=FLsn5BJ3tsgd9Rcm9JKv36RA&index=8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SnYBSAN42Hc


 
No way you sent me the one that I sent you!
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:11 am
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yBdTVmSVq14
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From: Morgan Rivera <morganrivera1000@gmail.com>
To: mikerobinson2007 <mikerobinson2007@aol.com>
Sent: Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:18 am
Subject: Re:
oh michael, this is wonderful. just lovely. Please send me more like this. Thank you thank you
I can't help myself I have to send you another.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2eh_CHn1EWg
 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yBdTVmSVq14
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=2eh_CHn1EWg


Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:32 AM
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
to morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:20 am
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
 
 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Exm8bKidg4Y
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3pyzlA0Rv7s
 
Mon, Feb 24, 2014 12:38 am
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=N1Kfs3dgXhM
 
Wed, Feb 26, 2014 12:04 am
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
  

www.myspace.com/theresonanceprojectx
Wed, Mar 5, 2014 5:52 am
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide

 

To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com  
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Hey michael I wanted us to walk around sac state because they have a pretty path by the river,
but It's probably going to rain today, so maybe we should meet at a coffee shop. What do you
think?
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Thu, Mar 6, 2014 1:08 am
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
 
 

 

I only just saw this now but yes that was a great idea. Here's some spoken word stuff.  
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mkqB36y9v_0
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qIbdVOMirsU
 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Exm8bKidg4Y
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3pyzlA0Rv7s
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=N1Kfs3dgXhM
http://www.myspace.com/theresonanceprojectx
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mkqB36y9v_0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qIbdVOMirsU


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B6NCWZ3vY1o
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xdNSpvqnMhY
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U2i-i8k6AbQ
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HoVpCGE6S-k
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jdKxViuNC8U
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FzCcTX7ZZEg
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZE5L2X8fb_k
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kU_Ms1V4xNc
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-y2MLgN08qU
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fr0Awh1iM5s
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oypuzvWuaB0
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EA6eiBJbfCQ
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TjjaIwVxfTw
 
Thu, Mar 6, 2014 2:55 am
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
I hope you like some of the stuff i sent you. Also... would you be up to hang out again next
Wednesday? Im really sorry if that is too soon... I understand if next Wednesday doesn't work for
you
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Thu, Mar 6, 2014 10:24 am
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
 
I don't know about next week. I think I have to be a hermit for a while. That's really just me; I go
through phases. I come out into the world for a bit (and sometimes party too hard) and then I
become a recluse for a while. Writing takes a lot out of me sometimes, and I want to continue
making progress. I don't know about next week. Can I let you know later?
 
Morgan
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Thu, Mar 6, 2014 6:40 pm
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
Thank you for the beautiful sounds. I totally understand if you're not up for meeting again next
Wednesday. It's funny how much of what is running through my head comes out of your mouth
and/or through your messages.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=B6NCWZ3vY1o
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xdNSpvqnMhY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U2i-i8k6AbQ
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HoVpCGE6S-k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jdKxViuNC8U
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FzCcTX7ZZEg
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZE5L2X8fb_k
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kU_Ms1V4xNc
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-y2MLgN08qU
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fr0Awh1iM5s
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oypuzvWuaB0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EA6eiBJbfCQ
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TjjaIwVxfTw


 
Seeing you the other day was so unreal to me because it'd been so long since I'd been outside of
my room to for anything other than work.
 
I have odd tendencies to overdo the "partying" although... I don't know, most of the time it's a
party of one... so it's not much of a party in a real sense.
 
Anyways, i'm just happy that you're up for meeting again at all. To be honest when I got back
home yesterday I realized I have been drowning unconsciously in an ocean of mostly
unproductive craziness. Seeing you was the first real breath of air I allowed myself to have in a
long time. I just wanted to thank you for a really, really great afternoon and there is definitely no
need to rush into another one. I feel like I really have to sort some things out now. Although, i'm
sure i'll be able to hang out any Wednesday you want. I hope I don't sound ridiculous or like i'm
drooling over you. Well, okay, I’m gonna shut up now.
 
Take care Morgan.
Love Michael
 
========================================================================================================

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Year of 2017
Age 24

Obstacles
This moment is a chandelier in the dark of my life.
This moment was a chandelier . . .
now it’s a memory,
with only faded light
and shattered glass
scattered across every kitchen,
restroom, backyard and dining room floor
in Southern California.
 
There are so many things in the way,      
like all of the storm clouds
which no sunshine could outflank.
 
But even in the rain,
I would push you on the swing set
just to see you smile



something bright and warm into the sky.
 
One day we will finally see
all of these obstacles of impossible
laid out before us as the playgrounds
of innovation and redemption
that they always were.

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

7/1/2018
Age 25

Heart Made Blind
It’s been a long
time since I wrote a good
poem
 
—a feed your starving soul with
some food for thought
kind of poem.
 
Every time I
 
fell
in love
 

the sharp of
some girl’s
broken promise pierced the
eyes of my

 
heart, made me
blind to every lovely
 
thing of splendor and
laughter, of wonder and
rapture.



 
Made me a true
believer of every lie I ever
told:
 
from my first last-hoorah
to my last first kiss;
 
from my worst good-bye
to my best bad day;
 
from my lowest cheap high
to my highest costing bottom.
 
I try to remind myself
“not all who wander are lost”
but all I hear myself say
is how “I hate everything.”
 
Every hour of every day,
under my breath, every moment
flying over my head.
 
So today I’m looking for love
even though I already looked
in every
yesterday
 
and in all the right places
—but never at the right
moment
 
(and always in a fog-filled,
broken-frame of mind)
 
I tripped on so many tomorrows
my future forever stumbled
into an imperfectly repeating past
chasing the ghosts of the glimmers
of lights long dead but made devil bright
from the sudden dark of a heart made blind.



 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Year of 2017
Age 23

A Poem for the Lost
 
(1)

A generation dreaming with Snap Chat memory
and suffering from an epidemic of complacency
and which is only teleprompter purposed into the illusion of action
by a perennial need for instagramification;
the great problems of the self, which define us as of now
and will define our place in history. Unless
enough of us
decide to tell
 
a
 

different
 

story.
 

Go a different       
d

              i
              r
              e

                    c
              t   i   o   n.

 
 
 
A generation dependent on the inventions
of better girls and boys
and raised without learning how to respect any gender.
 
Entertained and inspired by false advertisement



after false advertisement after false
 
--Alarmed immediately with great intensity
and anxiety by any call to action.
 
Where are the leaders of right-the-fuck—Now.
which we dreamed of and cried for yester-fucking-day?
 
 

(2)
Sorry Jasmine
I tried to write about the world, about my peers but
could only think of you.
 
I die little deaths each day I wake
without you.
 

         (3)
How strange, time always seemed
so certain and constant,
but through dreams, through drugs,
through drink, through memory
we all find a way to elude his grasp (Dear Father Time’s)
 
we discover a way—both unique and enchanting—
to deceive ourselves into believing that the leash hooked
to the tightly collared necks of our expression,
of our affinity with nature, of our hearts,
can be loosened by losing our clarity.
 
We give our clarity away to sugar, to tobacco, to fat, to alcohol, to weed with
fentanyl, to Netflix, to instant-streaming, to commercials we can’t skip, to viral
YouTube videos, to days and nights and dreams of heroin fueled poetry, to
everything I want but am ashamed to say I want because I know I’d be better
without.
 
I’ve stumbled off track and confused myself.
 
Is this a poem about a lost generation,
a lost love, or a lost sense of self?
 

 



 
 
 
 

 
Year of 2017

Age 24
Why I share
There are only four emotions left
for my broken-record heart to feel;
and they come in pairs:
(1) Rage which always slides fast and easy
in(2) Sorrow so heavy
I can’t keep my chin up not even for a moment;
(3) Anxiety, that ripped away
my wanna-be-poet’s wings
and crippled my spirit,
is occasionally replaced
by an insane desire
(4) a dead, detached-from-this-life kind of calm.
 
I want to think I do all this writing
for those who are out there suffering alone,
or just suffering in general
—but especially for the ones
who always go it alone.
 
But I never share anymore.
 
I think I must be the loner
of my generation,
excommunicated
from the whole
by everyone
I failed to connect with.
 
I relate to none of them.
 
I don’t know anyone
and I don’t even know myself.
 



I excommunicated the essence of my selves
(spiritual and corporeal)
from my understanding of reality.
 
I think I stopped being a real person
a long time ago.
I’m a ghost of who I wished I once was.
I don’t know what’s real.
I don’t know if that’s good or bad.
I don’t know a lot of things.
 
But I do know that
if you feel
voiceless, powerless, worthless;
if feel you are without
even one passion,
or one talent,
or one friend
then you are not alone.
 
You are not alone.
Not anymore.
 
And if you place your self in the “middle,”
and choose to stay, just
stay;
you never have to feel that way ever again.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Year of 2017
Age 24

Writers I Want to Be
I want to be Andrea Gibson
but I don’t have the balls,
 
I want to be Kurt Vonnegut



but I don’t have the humor,
 
I want to be Jack Kerouac
but I don’t have the confidence,
 
I want to be Connor Oberst
but I don’t have the clever or the grit.
 
I want to be Allen Ginsberg
but I don’t know how to
turn my dark into light.
Not yet.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
How this Writer Likes to Rewrite his Past
I broke my promise
to dream unconditionally
against the jagged-sharp
of my failures and dysfunctions.
I’m so ashamed of my mistakes
I constantly dress them in beautiful lies
so I can wear my heart on my
sleeves without showing everyone
how burned, tarred & feathered, and
scarred & pissed upon it’s become.
 
Become my favorite memory to misremember
and I’ll show you how this poet
likes to rewrite his past—
eagerly, passionately, nostalgically
but so, so cautiously
and with a crippling yearning
for what has been lost,
with a visceral, horny-as-hell-like intensity
to discover a path towards redemption and renewal.



 
Redemption and renewal.
The only things I want during this life
The only things I crave to manifest before I die.
 
The only reasons I keep myself alive;
the only reasons I refuse to die.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Year of 2016
Age 23

A Writer’s Process
            (1)

If the pen doesn’t feel heavy in your hand
then you should stop writing out your ass
and start writing from your autumn-tree-heart.

The one that lost all its leaves.
 

            (2)
Let your pen teach you the weight
of your words after hours of writing
your hurt out like you were tearing
secrets from beneath your flesh
with fishing hooks each and every time
you captured something with a line.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Date Unknown
Post Fall of 2015, 23 or older

Alchemy
All writing is a form of alchemy



and to transform thought into language
is, if one is honest enough,
the most genuinely human
and frighteningly reflective of the arts.
 
To discover and create
philosophical axioms of truth,
relate the universal to the individual,
and see the ideal and the eternal in the external
and the entirety of the external within the internal
is worth living for, is worth dying for.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Autumn of 2014
21 Years Old

English 120 Final Paper:
Learning How to Write an Eclectic Essay

Me: “Doctor Stacey, I’m confused.”
 
Dr. Stacey: “About . . .?
 
Me: “Well, I guess I’m not sure how to phrase it.”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Well I can’t help unless you try.”
 
Me: “Well, okay. Hmmm. So . . .”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Yes . . .? Go on.”
 
Me: “It’s kind of a weird question, or not weird but like. Complicated—kinda. .
.”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Pardon the excess amount of information I’m about to solicit but I
need to take a ten-minute shit and have five minutes until my next class starts, so
let’s get to it.”
Me: “Okay, well, it’s about the eclectic essay. I’m not sure I get it. Is learning
how to write an eclectic essay sort of like a process of learning how to look



inside yourself so as to utilize an inherent and subconscious ability to, um,
integrate multiple concepts and ideologies, and, sort of like, take those
subconscious bodies of knowledge and bring them into conscious awareness so
as to intentionally write a seemingly unified text that is actually, I guess,
necessarily by its nature multifaceted in terms of Ethics, Aesthetics, and
Ecology?”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Uh. . . yeah. Yes. Yes, that’s right. Beautifully said.”
 
Me: “Are you sure? I feel like you explained it a little differently. I had trouble
writing down everything you said.”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Eh, close enough. Yuh did good kid.”
 
Me: “Okay thanks Dr. Stacey! I really appreciate it!”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Sure thing, anytime Mathew.”
 
Me: “It’s Michael.”
 
Dr. Stacey: “Eh, close enough.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

12/05/2014
Age 21

Long Time Writer Lost All His Writings
Did I lose my ability to write or just the sanity left lingering inside?

I think both.
When that woman slipped into my bed, the only thing I remember is

waking up naked and alone without the duffle bag which held my laptop (which
in turn contained roughly 95.6% of every poem, short story, essay, journal entry,
and novel I had ever written) anywhere to be found.

I think she slipped something in my drink.
Did I lose the ability to piece together
the fragments of my mind or
did I just lose the patience to earnestly ink
out the things



troubling me inside?
 
Oh man, Las Vegas. . .
I lost all my poetry to you.
In a single night.
I gained fourteen-hundred dollars
of debt
to you.
In a single night.
 
Oh man,
I should have known that woman
was a fake bouquet of flowers,
an artificial construct of empty compliments,
supposedly (but obviously not) interested in my poetry.
 
I should probably be suspicious of any and all women
who would come up and talk to me.
I’m just so ugly these days.
 
Who could fall in lust with a guy like me
with men in the media
looking like how men
look like in the media
of the twenty-first century?
No one. No one could do that.  

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Autumn of 2017
Age 24

Half-Way Fixed
I see smoke and can’t find the fire,
but I feel it pouring down my throat
in attempt to thaw the arctic in my chest.
 



The weather changes all around me all the time
but the damage of my inner climate is ice that never melts,
a frozen stasis as static as the night is dark.
 
My dark is a stranger I have become too familiar with.
My integrity is a lover I left not so long ago
for thrills of youth, both intimate and intense.
She still awaits my return.
 
I am a glass that breaks, begins
to repair itself and breaks again halfway through.
I am forever (at the very best) half-way fixed.
I see smoke but can’t find the fire.
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Summer of 2018

25 Years Old
Teacher’s Pet: Writing Exercise

From: Leila S. Binder <Leila.Binder@humboldt.edu>
Date: Sun, Sep 28, 2014 at 5:30 PM
Subject: Re: Writing Exercise
To: Michael Robinson <mnr150@humboldt.edu>

On Tue, Sep 23, 2014 at 2:58 PM, Michael N. Robinson <mnr150@humboldt.edu> wrote: Regrets pile up and the
sound of their clinking, the constant of my life, replaces the beating in my chest. The trash as well as filth from nights
spent on hours of indulgence become a mountain of        

heavy. My mind crashes with the ugliness and tragedy of a train wreck and my hands…my hands, shake with
the desperation of an infant’s wail in the night. 
 

At some point, I realize how sick I have become. But each time I wake all I can remember is lost except for the
picture of a fog. I hold it like a locket. I couldn’t tell you why. Yet, if it were a thing I could carry around my neck I would
shed it in a second. The need for memory with meaning and the shame of clinging overwhelms me. The image imprints
itself in my mind’s eye until it is the only thing I can see. A filter of fog that covers everything no matter how far I attempt
to travel, no matter the method or the speed. 

But even those who lose their sight can learn to love the dark. Something I remember hearing as a child but
never understood until now. I have become too familiar with my dark.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From: Leila S. Binder <Leila.Binder@humboldt.edu> 
Date: Sun, Sep 28, 2014 at 5:30 PM
Subject: Re: Writing Exercise
To: Michael Robinson <mnr150@humboldt.edu>

mailto:Leila.Binder@humboldt.edu
mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu
mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu
mailto:Leila.Binder@humboldt.edu
mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu


Looks good. Check plus!
------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

July 2016
Age 23

Midnight Beer Poem
I keep cigarettes of time tucked
in the pen pocket covering
my frozen chain-smoker’s chest.
 
I crack a midnight beer while I write
from the poolside patio of my parents’
friends’ villa in Las Vegas.
Oh man, how I hate this city.
 
Really though, I just hate myself
for letting all my writings get stolen,
taken away from me forever by some
blondish girl whose name and face
I can’t even remember. She left me naked.
Literally and Figuratively.
 
Figuratively I’ve been naked almost a year now
and have scratches and scars
from soles to shins
from quads to cock
from chest to neck
to nose, to and through
my eyes,
to and through
my scalp
 
and
even
running



down
my
spine
 
as I walk down the runway
of social media culture
for everyone to see everything.
Everyone sees everything.
Every single thing I hate about myself
is posted, liked, commented on,
and ready to be re-tweeted
until I Tumblr out of this life
towards the shelter of my coffin.
I’m a naked, bleeding ugly mess
and everyone can see it,
and everyone thinks
and whispers about it
but everyone is too “polite”
to tell me (to my face) how hideous I have become,
how obvious the pitiful, repulsive grotesque
impressions upon my soul and soul’s vessel truly are.
I am a constant, noisy, aching, stumbling
racket of ugly in the dark
searching either for a candle of quiet
or else to just silently slip away
into the night.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

2014
Age 21

The Things I Love
I love my college, I love the parties,
but most of all, I love the noise.

It’s the only safe place to think anymore.
—Poet On Standby—

 



 
 
 
 

9/09/2018
Age 25

 

Dixie, Dad, and Nana
 
 
On Monday, June 15, 2015, Dixief A. Blumens8@humboldt wrote:
 
Hey, I hope this is you...
Just missing you and thought of a few things over the last month that I wish I could have talked about with you.  I can't
believe it's already been a month, I haven't done shit.  Hope you get this.
 
Michael,
 
Do u still have your checking debit card?
Lots of cash withdrawals last week. Is that u?
Please reply.
Dad
 
Michael,
 
You must have had a great time in the Alibi Bar last night, because the bartender called us to say that he has your cell
phone and your wallet. He's there all day today, so please go down and pick them up.
 
And please call Mom.
 
 
Love,
 
Dad
 
From: Maurice
Date:03/29/2015 3:16 PM (GMT-08:00)
To: mnr150@humboldt.edu,campinspir ation@aol.com
Subject: Thanks for getting your cell phone & wallet at the bar
 
Michael,
 
Your mother became quite concerned about your whereabouts after we got the call from the bartender. Call her when
you get a chance tonight.
You should check with Wells Fargo on any charges that might have been run up on your college Visa.
 
Now that that little incident is behind you, you'd be well-served to come up with a better mechanism for keeping track of
your things, especially once you start drinking.
 
Please contact the Housing people to find out where you can register your interest in hearing about off-campus
apartments and houses to share, when they become available. Please look into this, and get on the list, so you have

mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu
mailto:campinspiration@aol.com


options in May.
 
That's it for parental advice. Glad you're fine, and good luck in the upcoming 2 months at school.
 
Dad
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
To: robinsonm2@aol.com
Sent: Wed, Oct 30, 2013 20:44:25 GMT+00:00
Subject: poem for Nana’s 90th Birthday
Time moves us in awkward circles that press us in all directions,
but sometimes something special happens.
Out of a chaotic world of choices you find yourself
in the perfect place where every moment
can stand proud against regret,
for each was a step in the direction of your own personal heaven.
 
Some spend their whole lives trying to leave some crude mark,
but you’ve been planting seeds patiently all this time.
Now some have fully grown and reach far above
what anyone could have ever expected or conceived.
Because of you entire families have flourished
with fields of love ready to overcome all uncertainties.
You have not only helped us find a sense of purpose
but bred the feeling of a permanent home in each other’s hearts.
We will always remember the love you gave,
it is simple yet greater than anything
I have ever seen, felt, or dreamt of.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Wed, Oct 30, 2013 3:24 pm
robinsonm2@aol.com (robinsonm2@aol.com)To:you Details
Great job, Michael. Nana loved it.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
--------------------------------------------------
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Spring 2015-Winter 2017
Age 22-24

The Last Horizon
My shame is an unending field of mud
I’ve been slugging through
for longer than I’d care to admit.
For every step I take,
the field stretches,
another mile in every direction.      



When I was younger
I decided to run as far and as fast
as I could and couldn’t care less if I
fell and scraped the knees of my pride
(so long as I picked myself up
and found a way to move on quick and clean and free
in hopeful attempt to cultivate a field of dreams)
 
Somewhere along the way my sprint became a jog
which stumbled into a walk that faltered into a crawl.
And now it’s been so long
since I cared enough to pick myself up
I can’t even see the horizon anymore.
 
But I remember the last one I saw.
I was a young writer on the rise,
with all the confidence in the world,
still sprinting through that field of mud
 
—right before
 

my final fall—
 

like a shooting star
burning up only to flicker out.
 
But I was seeing the beauty in all things
and was blinded by the ecstasy
of coming so close to manifesting something
that resembled my childhood dream
of becoming an artist, free from desire,
and committed to the creation of a bright
big enough to overwhelm the dark of this century.
 
But my legs shattered
and my failed ambitions
murdered my ability to dream.
 
And now it’s been so long
since I cared enough to pick myself up
I can’t even see the horizon anymore.



 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Book III.V
 



Book IV
The Truth Is

 



Year: 2017
Age: 24

Documentary Poetry
Please write it all down
or at least listen
when I tell you
I’d be happy to know you,
I’d be better for it.
 
If you can,
please document
the internal discourse
of your suffering.
Do it better than me.
 
If you have survived as many years
as you have, as many as it took
for you to find this poem
—then you have a story
—in fact, you have a library
of volumes of stories
from everything
beautiful and bright
to the deep dark hurts of this life.
You have seen, heard, smelled, tasted—and
you have Felt (suffered) enough of this life—
more than is necessary— to discover stories
personal to you and priceless for all mankind.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Year: 2017 or 2018
Age: 24 or 25

Pomegranate Juice
Fire-work your best and brightest ideas
until you water every numbed out heart



with some anti-oxidant pomegranate juice for feeling.
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Year: 2016-2018
Age: 23-25

One Wish
If there was one thing I could wish for
it would be to give Everybody
the cannot-ignore, must-satisfy-Now craving
to go out and make a constructive, undeniable,  
(out-side-of-your-self-kind-of-shit)
actual Difference in the world.
 
 
 
 
 
 

2018
25 Years Old

Written Meditation #8
 
 
Michael Robinson
English 336
March 30th, 2016

 
Written Meditation #8

Sacred Tradition and New Reality:
Not Either-Or but Both-And

Too often
has the temple of the body
had its scriptures burned, changed, or
re-arranged through translations
that omit the beauty of difference,
the freedom of spirit,
and the spirituality in its sexuality
replacing these things with shame,
with self-contempt,
and cultural dislocation.

Too often



           do we journey to discover the self
           when our identity has never been hiding
           but merely waiting to become.
           It is time to rewrite the scriptures,
           replace what was lost, become what we couldn’t find
           and practice the religion of self-love   

through a bold new narrative
(Original)

           In Tim’m West’s essay “Gaze on Mandingo, an Introduction:” and Quo-Li Driskill’s essay “Stolen
From Our Bodies”, the two authors explore counter-narrative perspectives which critique Euroamerican
constraints on self and cultural identit(y)ies which have taken the form of de-valuing diversity, draining
sexuality of its spiritual freedom, and fragmenting communities to hinder cultural healing on an individual
as well as a cultural scale.

In “Stolen From Our Bodies” Driskill (Cherokee and two-spirit writer) argues that healing our
sexualities requires facing historical trauma as well as dismantling imposed colonial constructs that deprive
First Nations people of their sexual as well as their spiritual freedom (51).

“Stolen From Our Bodies” explores the counter-narrative perspective of First Nations people, the
negative impacts of sexual abuse on both the native individual and the native communit(y)ies, and defines
specific aspects of two-spirit and First Nations culture in regard to what has been lost primarily due to being
deemed reprehensibly shameful in modern Euroamerican society.

Driskill strives to heal the community of First Nations people through the remembering of past
traditions that were modified (mutilated) and then had colonial social norms imposed upon them—these
social norms including but not limited to sexism, homophobia, and transphobia (52).

Contrapuntally, West seeks to re-conceptualize the identity of black culture in a fashion novel and
unprecedented, outside of tradition and cultural history. West wants to form a coalition to unite the
fragmented black culture that exists in modern day America, in contrast to Driskill who wants to restore
integrity to past traditions and resurrect an identity, West is specifically focused on the idea of creating a
new identity: “For many black men, the process of atonement encouraged by the Million Man March
culminated with self-assessment. Expiating or reconciling one’s failures should have been (in more cases
than I have seen since the March) an impetus for instituting personal and institutional changes beyond the
repentant act. Atonement in this partial sense is problematic if it calls upon black men to locate problems
and acknowledge faults, but is conceptualized in such a way that men perpetually make amends for failures
and attempt to undo wrongs without a strategy for building something positive. Black men become atoning
animals—seeking redemption ad infinitum. While atonement as the recognition of a problem can be
productive in the sense that it calls for self-evaluation and re-desription, it fails as long as it is more
concerned with undoing and atoning than creating and becoming. Our subjugation and psychological scars
are not things we can undo; neither are our mistakes and failures. As with the Deleuzean fold, there is
something fundamentally unproductive about the attempts to unfold. Once the crease is made, it makes little
sense to keep pressing eternally in order to undo the (undoable) fold. Even a reversal of the fold is no more
than a new fold—a return (or folding back) to the initial injury rather than an undoing of it. I believe that
instead of struggling and pressing to erase our subjugation, black men should concern [them]selves with
(and focus [their] energies towards) the creative process of seizing the agency to make new folds” (43).

West and Driskill both seek to dismantle colonial restraints which hinder their communities from
forming a more unified whole capable, innovative, and expert in its ability to resist subjugation and
suppression for existing and thriving outside of hegemony.

Driskill is looking to recall the past so as to transform the present in order to preserve authentic,
sacred values while West is striving to transform the present to create and secure a better future which is
informed by, without being representative of, the past. In contrapuntal harmony these pieces work together
to demonstrate the value in the preservation of sacred traditions as well as the creation of something never
seen before. Both are admirable, both are noble, and both are the taking of a stance which is counter to and
transcendent of the pervasive dominant narrative. I hope to one day be half as brave, articulate, and
authentic a writer as (not-either-or but both) Driskill (and) West.
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Year: 2017
Age: 24

Calling Out
Where are all the twilight poets?
I am so spiritually dehydrated
from the sugar-laced lyrics
of sunbeam writers
and so tired and unimpressed
with the artists who feed
only their depression
and who try to make their dark
shine like nothing else
is worth the bright-bright-bright
of one’s attention.
(I was one of them until this very moment)
 
Balance?
 
So many people on this planet have made the mistake
of believing that balance is something that we’ve lost.
(I was one of them until this very moment)
 
But how can you lose what you never even had?
You can’t. (Sanity is a possible exception)
 
Everyone needs to stop looking
and start imagining



into concrete being
things that this world
has never seen before.
 
Humanity.
The twilight poets, I have always believed,
were going to be the ones
to identify, restore, and reify
a human way of being
which realized all of its potential.
 
We need everyone’s dark and everyone’s light.
 
Everything.
 
All of it.
 
The poets are going to be the ones
who champion the necessary and noble act of
manifesting compassion and beauty
and unconventional genius into our human reality.
 
They’re the only ones who aren’t in it for the money.
No one makes money from poetry.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
Year: 2018

Age: 25
How Society Deals with Hardships
Not. At. All.
It is a smoke screen
of mystery,
of not confronting
the truth
directly.
 
Society is a merry-go-round



that revolves
around
nothing.
 
An endless distraction

of
(never-even) once clever lies aging badly fast.
Society is a building
that sky-scrapes
the horizon
into a billion . . . oh fuck it, never mind. . .
 
Society is a joke and a half.
 
 
 
 
 

 
Date: 08/2018

Age: 25
My Friend the Colorful Sheep
Waking without waking,
sleeping without dreaming,
dreaming without doing,
and doing without thinking.
 
Door-step greetings
but no front-porch farewells,
sacred middle school memory
and smart-ass-mouth but no G.E.D.
 
You cross tight-ropes of justice,
and believe yourself to be a special, one-of-a-kind
troubled, sleep-walking-flightless-bird
who should be praised and pitied
but just remember, we’re all colorful
sheep in a colorless herd.
 
 
 



 
 

 
Date: 08/2018

Age: 25
What I Meant to Say
My hands are clumsy, my mood is a fog,
my mind is an old-growth forest
and every thought is an arsonist.
 
What I meant to say
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

. . . is that I’m an alcoholic.
 



Date: Unknown
Age: Unknown

Pilgrimage
I’ve been doing stupid things lately.
All my life really.
 
I crucified my faith in others,
I set fire to a church
I had once built to honor my self-belief,
I drowned out the sound of every preacher
I met with my mind’s constant
internal
screaming.
 
Responded to every Shalom and God-bless-you
with deafened ears and hardened heart.
 
Everything I do
ends up hurting me,
like walking with shattered bones,
like every step is a pilgrimage to a Mecca
that someone blew up days before I arrived.
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Date: Spring, 2016
Age: 23

Amtrak Train Ride to Arcata California
As I write this
tired fingers tap, tap, tap
against the train food cart’s passenger table
as I try to pull it together.
 
I try to calm the humming-bird-heart-beating in my chest.
and to keep myself from hey-mistering
the half-dozen people



whom seem most likely to enable
me with Lagunitas and a scotch
this fine Sunday morning,
just to hold me until
I make it back to my favorite home.
 
My heart’s only home. Arcata.
I need a drink to stop the shaking and to hold me
as I make it back to the 5 years
of beautiful mischief and serious opportunity  
that I sentenced myself to at Humboldt State University.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date: Spring, 2016
Age: 23

Delicious Red
poured into the glass

the morning after my midnight
promise

to not drink for a few days.
 
Days and nights passed

these past
 
 
 
 
 
 
six months
 
 
 
 

where, without warning, memory
became the leaves of Autumn trees
caught in the idiot wind of my youth.
 



I lost my father’s hiking pack,
my wallet, and Richard’s guitar.
 
The first few sips left bitter
tasting guilt stains
on my tongue,
but the next glass
tasted sweeter.
 
I spent weeks inside
my apartment,
wondering who stole from me
and half-heartedly hunting
them down.
 
I dreamt of finding them
and then finding a way
to make them hurt
until they cried like I did.
 
I cried a lot that month.
I considered killing
myself again.
Didn’t have the guts.
 
I didn’t have the guts
to tell Richard I lost his guitar
during a blackout in Arcata
or Eureka
or maybe both.  
 
 
So I lied.
 
 
I couldn’t afford my father losing faith
in me from losing my ninth wallet
and for losing my eleventh phone.
 
 
So I lied.
 



 
I couldn’t stomach the thought of failing
another course due to unexcused absences
and missing assignments so I e-mailed
all my teachers and lied through the screen
and dressed myself in pity-breeding,
sympathy-selling stories
that they mercifully bought,
or at least pretended to for my sake.
 
As I started this poem,
I failed to pull myself together.
I failed to stop the humming bird
heart beatings of my fingers
tap, tap, tapping on the Amtrak
train food cart’s passenger table.
 
I couldn’t keep from playing “hey mister”
until one of my fellow passengers
satisfied my curious tendency
to do what I should not have.
 
 
 
 
 

 
Year: 2017-2018

Age: 24 to 25
I Should Not Have

purgatoried my heart away forever
just to try and save my mind
because I ended up losing it anyway
 
 
 
 
 
 

Year: 2016
Age: 23



Remembering Amaya
It’s sad to say but I’ll say it anyway
because it dawns me a crystal drunkenness
where I can see my past reflected
back to me more beautifully
than it ever truly was.
 
My longing for you was really
a longing to be flattered unconditionally
—you read my poems like the hungry
suck in fresh scents of heaven
home-cooked
into hot dinner plates
they can’t afford but were given for free.
 
You were the real poet though,
at least when it came to compliments.
You made my every utterance
seem lyrical because you had a desire
to be close to someone who wanted
to give as much as he received.
 
I thought I was drowning
in an ocean of crazy, overwhelmed
by the cold terror of failing my own art’s
deepest desire to add something beautiful
and honest to this world.
 
Really though, it was just my ego
that was dying in a desert
of bum-fuckery in the form
of constantly being either misread
or ignored by my peers, heroes,
acquaintances, strangers
and girls I fell in love with.  
 
You rescued me though.
You were as alone as I felt,
but we both masked our loneliness
so well with our carefully crafted



socially constructed lies that we dressed
ourselves in so many
scarves and shirts,
scars and hurts,
that matched.
We would wear them together in public
as we outwore our welcome everywhere
laughing all the while.
 
You rescued me with your mirrored loneliness
and with your equally childish obsession with
Bright Eyes
which we tried to paint as pure and innocent.
 
Oh man, how we would listen to Connor
sing and whisper, scream and cry,
laugh and speak his lyrics through
your 2015 speakers that looked like
they were from the 90’s but sounded like
they had been hand-delivered from a future
too fantastic for me.
 
You rescued me—with endless spliffs
and cups and pots of Folgers coffee
and beer and Jack and hash and Klonopin
oh man, the Klonopin. My new favorite.
which you traded to me for Adderall
until we decided to share everything:
our drugs, our art, our obsessions,
our dysfunctions, our past (our proudest moments,
the most shameful parts, the uncertainties in-between)
our strongest beliefs and our weakest moments,
our most private dreams and our love for love
and our new-found love for each other.
 
You joked so often about what the people at the market
would say about us entering half a dozen times
between 11: 19 and 11:45 PM
and returning first thing in the morning
because we always, always forgot something.



 
“They’ll know we’re high
and they’ll know you’re sleeping over”
You said giddy and red faced.
“So?” I would reply, tired eyed and cool hearted.
You liked me like that. I don’t know why.
“They’ll think we’re fucking all night. Wonder which—”
 
My uncomfortable and my cold and my annoyedness
would stop you though. I think that hurt you the most.
You thought it was because I found you unattractive,
but that’s not true.
I’m not sure what was wrong
with me
to be honest,
you just embarrassed me
sometimes. I know that’s fucked up.
I don’t know what’s right and what’s not,
what’s worth doing and what’s just fucked
I don’t know what truth is anymore.
 
I don’t even know if it’s true
that you recorded everything everyone said
in your room all the time.
I don’t know if you got kicked out
because of that or for selling the
Klonopin the school gave you for free.
I don’t know if you’re ashamed
of who you were or if it was only that
so many people found out who you really weren’t.
I don’t know if you’re ashamed of me
and for loving me more than I
promised and tried and failed to love in return.
 
I only know
that I wish you would have said good-bye
so I could have told you
I didn’t care about any of that.
And to, more importantly, tell you
I loved you.



I never said that, because I was ashamed to admit it
I am still ashamed to admit it,
but it was true. It’s still true.
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date: Autumn, 2016
Age: 23

Nutrition 400 Notes
Sleep, positive incentive value,
over eating, sedentary life style,
metabolism . . . no norepinephrine.
I’m too drunk to do this right now.
I’m too tired to do this anymore.
Dieting—what is a good way to lose it all?
What’s a good way to just lose it? I think I’ve already lost it.
Fried foods are malevolent.
Fried foods are malevolent.
Fried foods are malevolent.
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 10:53 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery

1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 4:58 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch



Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 11:20 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch

Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 11:42 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
Delivery Instructions: call my number 310-701-4259

1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 8:08 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch

Dear robinson, michael , this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 11:12 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
Delivery Instructions: Can we get some napkins and plates please?
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch

 
 



Dear Robinson, Michael , this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 2:21 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch
 
 
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 11:20 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter
  

Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 12:02 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery

1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Bleu Cheese
 

  
 
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 1:56 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch

1 . Root Beer $2.79



 
 
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 8:27 PM
Payment type: Credit 
Order type: Delivery
Home Address: 455 Union St 50 ARCATA, CA 95521
Delivery Instructions: Make sure there is 1 cup of Garlic butter and 1 cup of Ranch Dressing with my order.

1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Garlic Butter

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch
 

 
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 12:15 PM
Payment type: Credit
1 Bread Stix Bread Stix $4.49 
Options: Ranch

1 BBQ Wings Chicken Wings $7.99 
Options: Ranch
 
 
Dear Robinson, Michael, this is your order receipt.
Store contact info: 600 F Street, Arcata, CA 95521 - (707) 822-9990
Expected time: 2:45 PM

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Date: 12/2016
Age: 23

The Road to Sorrow
is paved with quests for joy
 
In my experience



all the roads that lead to rock bottom
look the same at the start.
They always begin with a pleasant
 
or even
 
a beautiful      

            
                                    by

 
      
                  fueled

 
 
ascent                   

                              
 
 
 
 

h
o
p
e

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Summer, 2017
Age: 24

For Ryder, For Morgan
Morgan Rivera thought Ryder was hot.
He was definitely way hotter than me.
I couldn’t blame her for that,
but I childishly tried to blame him.
I couldn’t really though,
he was so nice to me.
 
Especially during some of my worst months in Humboldt.



It wasn’t his fault he was 6’ 6” and charming as all hell
and could speak with honeyed thunder.
He was tall and strong and beautiful.
But what I remember most is his capacity
to always captivate an audience
without any intention or agenda,
his inherent ability to turn the volume up on his words
without ever getting loud because people
always listened.
 
He could grab an audience and take them anywhere.
That was the thing I was most jealous of.
 
I’m only cool and calm and strong and brave
when I contain myself to myself and no-one else
everything goes right on the page
everything goes wrong when I’m up on stage.
 
When I speak it’s always a clumsy,
awkward mess of things. If I could talk
half as well as I listen and listen half as
well as I slip into the smooth of a day dream,
I’d be the smoothest lady talker
that ever walked into a bar.
I’d be all the beauty of a forest
of fallen autumn leaves
without being the ugly of a barren, naked,
broken thing.
 
For Ryder, for Morgan,
for all I was not
and for all I never will be;
thank you for everything you gave me:
belief, a place to crash, intelligent conversations,
countless beers and shots of tequila,
whiskey, rum, and vodka,
and a space to not feel ashamed of myself.
For Ryder, for Morgan, for all the things
I was not and never will be. Thank you.
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

Date: 9/17/2018
Age: 25

 

Becoming Unraveled
 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Date: Tue, May 3, 2016 at 3:49 PM
Subject: ARRAIGNMENT
To: mnr150@humboldt.edu
Cc: Kathleen Bryson <kbesq@sbcglobal.net>
 
Dear Michael - I tried to call your cell but you did not pick up and there is no voice mail. We requested confirmation from
the D.A. yesterday that your matter was on for this morning but they did not let us know until AFTER the hearing that it
was in fact filed and on calendar.
 
We have rescheduled it for Monday May 9th and Kathleen will attend on your behalf.
 
In the meantime, a bench warrant for a failure to appear will be issued by the court.  Therefore, until May 9th, when we
go to court for you, this warrant will be outstanding and if you are stopped by law enforcement, they could arrest you.
 
Until that time just keep a low profile. On Monday the warrant will be cleared. If you have any questions please feel free
to call.  This will not affect your case and is something that happens occasionally due to how busy the D.A.'s office is.
 
Please call or email if you have any questions.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
From: sdrc . <sdrc@humboldt.edu>
Date: Wed, Nov 7, 2012 at 11:00 AM
Subject: SDRC Best of You –PIZZA MEETING TONIGHT
To: sdrc-student_messaging <SDRC-Student_Messaging@humboldt.edu>

Hey everyone
 

(Student Disability Resource Center) Best of You –MEETING
TONIGHT  from 6:00-7:30pm in Library room 22

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From: Mary J. Smith <Mary.Smith@humboldt.edu>
Subject: Music 215
To: Michael Robinson <mnr150@redwood.humboldt.edu>

Hi Michael,
We got a mid-semester evaluation here in SDRC indicating that you have a C in Mus 215, with instructor comments
about missing assignments and suggestions to see Prof Moyer or use supplemental instruction, as well as to do all
homework.
Wanted to be sure you had this info.

mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu
mailto:kbesq@sbcglobal.net
mailto:sdrc@humboldt.edu
mailto:SDRC-Student_Messaging@humboldt.edu
mailto:Mary.Smith@humboldt.edu
mailto:mnr150@redwood.humboldt.edu


Thanks,
Mary
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From: Sara Potter <revsara@stalbansarcata.org>
Date: Fri, Feb 13, 2015 at 2:01 PM
Subject: Hello
To: mnr150@humboldt.edu
 
Michael—
 
Hello there.  How are you?  Kimberley mentioned running into you recently.  So you made it back.  Come see us
sometime for worship.  Hope all is well.
 
Blessings,
 
Sara+ P.S.  If you are living on campus and need a ride Connie web picks up another student most Sunday mornings.
Saint Alban’s Episcopal Church
Yes, sadly, we had to put Spikey to sleep this morning. His little heart was failing, and his blood pressure had dropped
really low. He was so weak he couldn't move. We all went down to the ER and they injected him with drugs, so he
simply went to sleep while Stacey petted him.
We lost a loyal member of the family today, and I'm sure Stacey will be very sad for a while. He was her best friend for
over half her life. At least now Spikey can run around in Pet Heaven.
Dad
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
On Tue, Apr 26, 2016 at 11:02 AM, Michael Robinson <mnr150@humboldt.edu> wrote:
 
Hi there Katherine. My name is Michael and I am a student at HSU who has taken many counseling sessions on
campus but is now seeking a long term psychologist to work with. If possible I'd like to schedule a consultation as soon
as possible. I hope you're not too busy. I really need to see someone. Anyone. Immediately as possible please. It’s
urgent. Let me know if anyone is free any time later today, tomorow, this week or even next. Thank you so much for
your time, I really, really appreciate it.
 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
From: Katherine O'Connell <drkatherine2@gmail.com>
Date: Sat, Apr 30, 2016 at 8:17 AM 
To: Michael Robinson <mnr150@humboldt.edu>
I am so sorry. I have no openings.                  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date: Unknown
Age: Unknown

What Matters Most: (Redemption)
Learn to make your mark on the page
without Maker’s Mark cradled

mailto:revsara@stalbansarcata.org
mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu
mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu
mailto:drkatherine2@gmail.com
mailto:mnr150@humboldt.edu


in your shaking, poet’s hand.
 
That honest shot at redemption
(from the sad break-a-good-strong-man
series of unforgiving events)
keeps escaping you like a mother’s child running
from her in an excited, crowded
space—it is always just out of reach but only because
you keep taking your eyes off what matters most.
 
When did my poems become fragmented
as my shattered chandelier heart?
I miss the coherency,
I yearn for the innocent, dreamlike nature
of the words written in my youth.
 
You remember my youth, don’t you Ross?
You wouldn’t know Morgan [Redacted],
you weren’t there.
I wouldn’t ask Jasmine.
Everyone Knows why.
 
I’m tired of my shattered chandelier heart motif;
my heart is just as arguably,
just as easily and accurately described
as a young mermaid’s collection
of broken things she mistook for one-of-a-kind treasures.
So darling. So fucking sad.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date: 8/3/18
Age: 25

The Truth is
I used to travel with unzipped baggage
tied to the tips of my toes, tripping
over the heavy of my past,



spilling the ugly of old waking nightmares
I almost forgot were memories made
in sun-bright, cool-breeze, easy-feeling day-dreams.
 

I know I mixed that metaphor.
Don’t scoff at my clumsy,
at my broken-record, heavy-handed hurt,
my failed attempts at coherency.
 
 
I can’t do that anymore

            —coherency.
 
I lost it sometime before I found my sobriety.
 

(April 11, 2018!)
 
 

When I was young I used to get day drunk
off those sun-bright day dreams.
 
I was the waking,
dream-drinking
poet
who stumbled about
towards the direction
and over the edge
of his sanity
into days and nights and weeks and months of chandelier-heart-shattering
mistakes
born beneath four-twenty fogs
and
stained by cheap
box-wine-drenched moments
of admirably, fucking, stupid,
unadulterated madness.
 
I became the sleepless dreamer,
seeking himself in others,
losing everyone to his ego.
 



Finding truth in 1950’s science fiction
relevant to my present, unshackled
from my past,
and unburdened,
baby, unburdened
The truth is:
Alcoholism tickled
my ankles
with one hand . . .
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

. . . and slit my wrists with the other
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Book IV
 



 

Book V
Transition

 



2016-2017
23 to 24 Years Old

Nickelodeon
Rocko’s Modern Life
was the only cartoon
which featured a couple
of unrelated dudes in love
sharing a house without question.
 
Hey, Arnold
didn’t have any parents
but never let that get in the way
of his being bold.
 
I learned young
how to Tommy
Pickle the locks
society tried to cage
my imagination with.
 
I remember
being able to run
around all day
fueled by nothing more
than the Rocket Power of my youth.
 
My first heroes were Real Monsters
and my first crush was Patty Mayo.
As Told By Ginger,
the 90’s was a decade
for under-dog heroes
and weird, little brothers
and the quiet, shy types
actually got to speak
from the spot light.
 
But now the center stage is never
about who is in the bright,
but is always about how everyone else
that is going through this life



is going through it in the dark.
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Spring of 2016
24 Years Old

Only Fragments Remain
I was tethered to a portrait of time
that ached and anchored me to a past
so stagnant that even my fears were
afraid that they might never change.
 
But time is space
and space is always moving,
never resting,
like an ocean of time made malleable
by the theory of general relativity.
 
I laugh every night at the thought
of my being freed from death
by a dead man’s all but forgotten discovery
that I struggle to remember
despite my tendency to forget everything.
 
I sing and choke, you laugh and cry
as I struggle to salvage memory
with lion-fierce attempt at poetry
and stumble with fawn-like clumsy
shattering the fragments of my psyche.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
Value in Contrast



The dollar amount you are worth
always seems so cheap
until
you compare that amount
to that
which you give.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
Am I an Asshole?
Are poets always kinder to their
audiences than they are to their families,
friends, and lovers?
 
Or is my dysfunction
and my capacity to be an asshole
without even trying

just somehow special?
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Spring of 2016
Age 23

Every Car is a Person
Sometimes I forget every car
is a person, if not a pair of lovers,
if not a family of three or more.
 
Sometimes I forget every car at night
is traveling in the dark
using only what seems to be
an arm’s reach of light to cross
what sometimes feels like a lifetime of



distance between being lost and found,
between being stuck in the perennial orbit
of and around

nowhe e
 

and finally reaching home.
I know that feeling.
 
I know that feeling like an 80-year-old ache
on the back of a dying man’s hand.
Sometimes I forget every car is a person
and every person is a miracle.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1/11/2015
Age 21

A Derelict Generation
If you could breathe life back into
 

the
derelict (we-don’t-negotiate-with-and
-cannot-abide-any dream-killing
person, place, or thing)
convictions and ambitions

of a generation
 
opposed to a charming
but false ideology
of a tyrannical rule
which hid itself
under the cover
of in-your-face, obvious
but too-close-to-see
concealment that rough-shouldered
personal agendas
over establishing and protecting



universal, communal good,
then you would forever and always
see and say the things
a poet knows.
 
But who knows the things a poet knows?

And what are those things?
Ask me and I will tell you, for true, I do not know.
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Date Unknown
Stardust
Think of the most precious dream
you ever dreamt.
Craft a statue
of glass
that embodies
both
the beauty
and
the rarity
of that dream.
 
When you’re done building,
shatter it to so many pieces that
in the aftermath of your destruction
you recognize nothing.
 
You fear nothing.
 
Stardust any ideal ideas of ideology
and every inexhaustible and vitiating doubt,
so that the sky of your desires lets fall
a forever rain of embers that warm but never burn.
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

2015
22 Years Old

The Great Debate
I had a dream that mankind was the topic
of a Great debate among the higher minds
of our cosmos but discussion was dying down
and I feared the quiet more than anything else.
I felt like Francis Scott Key
as powers greater than me
clashed fiercely and struggled
desperately to decide history.
 
Dozens of delegates debated
and some said this experiment
was just too dangerous to indulge anymore.
 
I wanted to say something in defense
of the children of mother earth.
But I couldn’t even logic out a single argument.

 
Then I woke up.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Calling Out Part II
Bilderberg, the Trilateral Commission and the Illuminati are special and

powerful things.
But so is poetry.
So is every ilk of art. Each a universe of beauty and mystery; of bright and

dark; of hunger and substance. Together, they form the multiverse of
possibilities at our disposal. So, from time to time, please put down

the bongs, the bottles, the I-phones and the Androids, the acid tabs and the
apple tablets, the mother’s little helpers and the Pepsi cans, coke bags, biggest



big macs and latest MacBooks. Turn off the PC games and the PC speech. Toss
away the Red Bull, the green hornets, and the fentanyl. Turn your attention away
from the Amazon pre-orders and the Postmates delivery, the Youtube playlists
and the compelling podcasts, the Vines and the videos gone viral, put away the
Xanax and the Ativan, the Kratom and the Klonopin, the Nooks and the Kindles,
the E-books and E-cigs, the strawberry flavored vape and the Banana Republic
coupons, the Adderall and the Ritalin, the PS4 controller and the Xbox live
headset, the Starbucks and even the delicious as Eff—Macha tea, and then
IGNORE the CNN and Fox and Friends’ headlines and

 
 
 

wake up
 

as an artist.
 

Do Not
 

Netflix &chill.
 
 

 
 
It’s time to suit up and show up
to stand up and speak out.
 
It’s time to Sing. Poem. Joke. Play. Write.
Playwright. Act. Paint. Draw. Digital Art.
Scientifically methodize. Chemically
Formulate. Fiercely Catalyst.
Equal Laterize. Relentlessly Physics.
Modify. Conjugate. Modulate.
Math-ulate. Think and/or maybe
even just

Occum Razor our way
 

into a reality that is
 
ideal and practical,
 
independent and communal,
 
intelligent and amorous,



 
critical and benevolent,
 
urgent and articulate,
 
self-aware and collective conscious enough
to save each other before we suicide ourselves.
 
Before we become a galaxy forgotten,
let’s give this indifferent universe
something to invest in,
conspire towards,
and root for.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Date Unknown
The Divide
There is nothing
in the avalanche
of words we dump
on the ones we love
that lets them see
how many fucks we give.
 
There is nothing in the fog
of lies that we tell our parents
to keep them calm
that allows them to feel
at ease.
 
There is something in the constellation
of our generation’s best and brightest ideas
that each of us carries inside
that could
 
guide
 



the fragmented and the abused,
the silenced and the broken
the disillusioned and the psychologically
pissed upon,
the anguished and the ignored,
The Misplaced,
the everyone between
the ages of born and dead
 
to
 
a reality where we never have to feel
alone or without hope
ever again.
 
I was so easily convinced and fooled into believing
that the murder of unity, language, joy, hope, and peace
is what it means to “grow up” and “face reality.”
But that is living into a future
informed and infected
by someone else’s past,
when I—when we most need
to live in a present
made hopeful
and indomitable
by a dynamic future
irreconcilable with
our current Now.
 
The divide between our current Now
and a healthy, peaceful future is Great.
 
It is Vast.
It is continuously expanding
at an ever expatiating rate
by the quantity of people
who don’t believe in a better future,
and the intense quality of that disbelief.
 
The tension between us is equal to



or greater than the cumulative differences between us.
 
The nature of those divisions
is incomprehensibly tenacious
and has bred hate and sorrow;
anger and demoralization
undeniably immeasurable
in quantity and in quality.
The Divide is Great.
 
Greater than
almost anything
I could imagine.
 
But if even just one
in a thousand of us
stood together,
 
we could change everything.
 
That is the nature of man.
That is the nature of womon.
 
 
 

To change.
 
 
 
If one in a thousand of us
around the world
stood together,
 
 
 
we would change everything.
 
 
 
That is our nature; to Change.
But we have forgotten how to Stand.
 
To Sit with and Settle For



is what we have been Taught.
We should know better.
It is in our nature.
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Change.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



2015-2018
Age 22 to 25

Please Judge my Cover
Everyone loves a shooting star
—burning bright and beautiful
and uncontrollably,
but are somehow disappointed
when the fire flickers out anti-climactically.
 
“Don’t judge a book by its cover”
they say like it’s the most offensive
thing they could stomach that day.
What about their own reflections? Hah!
 
But

as much as everyone hates
the sting of having the cover of the text
to their life’s purpose judged and criticized
the thing we hate way, Way, Way more than that
is feeling like a book with no cover at all,
with no title to claim as our own.
 
With nothing for people to look at
we feel worse than naked,
we feel like we’re just not there.  
“Don’t judge a book by its cover” they say,
But people say a lot of dumb shit they don’t mean.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date and Age Unknown
The Iris of My Skin
The wind and I had a thing once
in early August, she was as beautiful as
she ever was—a gorgeous glowing glare
of phosphorescent fireworks exploding



in motion so slow
one almost mistook
her movement
for stillness.
 
Her body forever lay beyond vision’s reach, overwhelming
my eyes so that the only way I could ever see her
was through the iris of my skin.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

2013
Age 20

Garden Gate
Awake with some awful taste
in mouth and wonder
what you did last night.
 
I took it farther than one
should, let my guard drop in hope that
hope will somehow walk the garden gate
come and find my special hiding place.
 
It’s hard to spot the growing fields
from these low-income apartments.
 
I want to stop waking up with
so many pieces missing
from the whole of my heart
through the hole in my heart.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------



9/21/2018
Age 25 Years

Puppy Love Part III
On Sat, May 3, 2014 at 9:10 PM, <mikerobinson2007@aol.com> wrote:
 
The times they broke my heart
so I took this knife
and I carved one out
right here on my arm
 
so I would never forget
that love is as fragile
as the times we regret
when we mix wrongs and rights
 
like a stiff drink
fresh with fire,
warm with memory,
wet with your yearning.
 
You sing your songs
like a soldier swings his blade;
you spend the night
like a prisoner in his cage.
Every time we make love
I never sleep a wink.
It makes me kind of sad
knowing I’ll sleep so well.
 
I had a dream that I stopped
writing poems in my head 
and started scratching sonnets
into my skin instead.
 
And though it hurt very much
by the time I was drained for thought
and found myself very much lost
in a world I couldn’t understand
 
I merely turned my head 
and the trail of red spotted ink
led right back to my very first home.
I followed it like a yellow brick road
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Sun, May 4, 2014 8:01 pm
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
 
heart breaking. beautiful. I know that feeling.
 

mailto:mikerobinson2007@aol.com


--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
 
Hey, how are you??
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

2016-2018
Age 23-25

Transition
I am always running out

 
of ink
 

but never things to write.
 
My handwriting has always been messy,
but I am finally bringing some clarity
to that which I feel compelled to speak.
 
It has always been hard
for me to sleep at night
and it has always been easy
for me to lose track of time.
 
My guitar strings gather
more dust each day,
more than I ever
nightmared
they would,
but my piano books
are collecting page markings
for the first spring in years:
since I changed my degree
and my direction.
 
I am in transition.
 



I used to talk all night to strangers
I met at parties or bars or concerts,
right up until dawn came and went
and they were no longer strangers
in the new day’s new light.
 
But now I prefer
to go to bed
before the last call
and the bars close.
I don’t mind sleeping alone.
 
I am in transition.
 
Today
I am a dreamer,
a college graduate,
and a student of being.
 
Today
I am a part-time tutor,
a part-time dishwasher,
and a full-time poet.
 
I used to be bored, diffident, and uninspired
but now I am excited by all the things I see around me.
 

I am in transition.
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Date Unknown
For Just One Night
I’ve been a door all my life.
People just walk right through me.
 
But in the last three years I’ve learned



to lock myself up so tightly that I’ve forgotten
how to open up for the ones I love
and the ones I wish to love.
 
I’ve been closed off—I
only get in the way now.
 
But for just one night
I think I’d like to be the doorway
that delivers familiars and strangers alike
to bright new worlds warmed by the love making
made between dreams and reality,
bearing fruits of memory worth savoring.
I want to be subtle without losing presence,
to be flexible without being fickle,  
to be noble and kind without feeling naïve or weak.

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

2017
Age 24

Intimacy with One’s Own Dark
I aimed all my fastest darts
at the target of your heart
through the dark of my
disillusioned poet’s palette
of metaphorical truths
 
(my bull-shit)
 
which, in my mind,
alter anyone’s
thesis statement
on the nature
of reality as easily
as swaying leaves
alter their direction.



 
“Give me the light,” some say,
and to them I reply, “you are
blinded by a perception that is
too watered down to be beautiful.”
 
To them I offer the sentiment
“give me the cool, gentle calm
that only the night can bring.”
 
The unenlightened
don’t need any more light
than what they already have.
 
They just need a cool minute
of intimate conversation
with their own dark.

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Summer of 2017
Age 24

Samba’s Brazilian Steakhouse
During an intense summer heat
in Redondo Beach,
from the vantage point
of a Brazilian steak house bar seat,
I can see the ocean sparkle
in different directions simultaneously.
 
Did you know the ocean could do that Morgan?
 

I didn’t.
 

If you watch anything familiar for long enough
you’ll learn new things about its nature
that no one could ever tell you.



 
That’s what I did, because that’s what you taught me to do.
I watched the ocean sparkle in different directions,
(like the way I saw you glow through wine
and smoke and sun on our redwood forest walks)
 
I remember,
the excitement for this life
that danced naked and wet
in your swiveling,
sparkle-bright
brown eyes
made even brighter
by your Indian-summer-sun-shine-smiles,
how they moved
within and without
the scope
of my visual comprehension
stimulating a spiritual erection.
 
Like so many fire-works
lighting up the night  
your smile sun-brightened
the dark of my loneliness.
 
From the moment
I first met you,
I no longer felt lonely.
 
This wasn’t meant to end
as a love poem,
but whenever I write
these days
memories, feelings, and thoughts
of you
sneak their way in.
I guess I miss you.
I wish I could take it all back.
I wish I could do it all over again.
 



Every day I imagine
a hundred different ways
I could have done it all differently.
Each better than the last.
All better than where I’m at.
I guess I just miss you.
 

That’s all.
 

I’m sorry about everything.
 
I hope you’re doing well.
I know I’m not.
I’m lost as hell.
 
 
I hope you’re doing well.
I really do. I really hope
you’re doing well.

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of Book V
 



 

Book VI
The Edge

 

 

 

 



 
 

Puppy Love Part IV
 

                                        
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Tue, May 13, 2014 10:23 pm
mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.comHide
To morganrivera1000 morganrivera1000@gmail.com
 
  
Bike to school, drive to work, crawl to bed, rinse and repeat
Learn to play the game before it’s too late, that’s what they all say
But Darling, you’re never too late, we’re always just on time
No future to daunt, no past to haunt, just empty space
So please just, walk away 
 
You say the sun is setting, but dear, you’re forgetting
The moonshine, oh she is kind and she is wise
She will listen to your story, advise and teach, and yes she will leave
But she never forgets to return
and when she does she never forgets
your last conversation.
 
When the day breaks they will call, but we will climb the stage,
drive the note, draw our breath and sing our thoughts. Write and repeat: 
Let us sleep for now, and let us dream for love
Forever forget tomorrow, walk away. Walk away.
 
 
On Mon, May 26, 2014 at 6:06 PM, <mikerobinson2007@aol.com> wrote: some of these have slightly better version,
sorry for randomly sharing again. Thoughts and opinions would be nice though, i don't really have many people to show
and get feedback from these days haha. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Fri, May 30, 2014 11:07 pm
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
  
Deeply regretful that these will not play. Not sure why. Please do try again.
Also, share when you are ready. with the World
 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
Sun, Jun 1, 2014 2:48 am
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
  
come up Monday?
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 

mailto:mikerobinson2007@aol.com


On Tue, Jul 8, 2014 at 6:19 PM, <mikerobinson2007@aol.com> wrote:
I'm going to be leaving Santa Cruz for Southern California soon and then directly after that will be going to HSU and
might not see you for quite a while. I was wondering if you wanted to hang out for a couple days or a day before then. I
have the choice of working August 2nd and 3rd but I really don't need an extra half of a paycheck. If all goes according
to plan I will have my old car for several days and could visit and hang out for a bit. If you're busy I understand, but it'd
be nice to see you before I go off onto the college adventure for a second time. Let me know if you're free. I could also
return the freakin awesome book you lent me. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Wed, Jul 9, 2014 12:19 am
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
Yeah let's do it! When do you leave to go back to Humboldt?
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
 
On Tue, Aug 19, 2014 at 6:01 PM, <mikerobinson2007@aol.com> wrote:
http://grooveshark.com/#!/playlist/For+Morgan/100261106
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Wed, Aug 20, 2014 12:25 pm
Morgan Rivera morganrivera1000@gmail.comHide
To mikerobinson2007 mikerobinson2007@aol.com
 
 
Thank you so much for sharing these with me. You are really talented. Seriously.
 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
------------------------------------------------
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Don’t Remember
24? 2017?

Last Night I Dreamt of Morgan Rivera
I was in Los Angeles
walking nowhere in particular—Lost
 
Counties were easy to cross,
I became a bluebird caught
in air-currents that carried
me to Davis California where my heart became heavy,
swollen with shame from the last things I had said
to the last person I will ever love.
 

mailto:mikerobinson2007@aol.com
mailto:mikerobinson2007@aol.com
http://grooveshark.com/


Every time I think of the two women I have ever loved,
Jasmine Nyende and Morgan Rivera
I wish I had not . . .
—my god
the humiliation
 
—my god,
the heartache.
 
My god,
how I wanted them;
how I wanted them to fix me.
 
I became a bluebird caught
in air currents that carried me above
those counties which I had crossed for Morgan before.
 
That night when I played guitar
for a Mexican indie-folk-rock group
in Sacramento just so I could get closer to Morgan.
 
That night, after we played, I waited at her door
alone with a doubt that breeds fast in the dark,
I felt feelings for her I was afraid to feel after losing Jasmine,
my sweaty palms, her barking dog, the brown bag,
the awkward stares from her neighbors as I waited
with a bottle of Chardonnay,
 
I never told her I was visiting.
I was twenty-one and still believed
in the romance of surprise visits.
 
When she came home that night
her eyes opened wide, her jaw dropped,
 
And she screamed my name with joy.
That’s the only time
I ever heard a girl scream my name like that.
 
It was the best feeling
I think I’ve ever felt.



Better than sex.
 
I slept there for three nights.
We played house for four days
when I should have been at work.
The madness of my love,
the madness of our youth.
 
Last night I dreamt of Morgan Rivera,
when I landed in Davis
 
I was a cocktail of novel ecstasy
and broken-record anxiety,
crossing counties was nothing,
but reconciling the years between
me and the women of my past has been
a perennial winter’s barrier that keeps
my autumn-tree-heart from finding any glimpse
of spring-green closure.
 
In the dream,
I ran into Morgan at the drugstore
where I was buying my poets’ paraphernalia:
1 composition journal, 2 black ball point pens,
2 packs of American Spirit (yellow for her, black for me)
And a twelve pack of beer (I’ve been sober for months now)
 
She was looking at her feet, her auburn curls
burned like golden fire in my heart’s eye
I dropped everything, when she returned my gaze
her eyes opened wide, her jaw dropped,
and she left without a word, without a sound.
 
I called after her several times.
She got sick at the sight of me.
I remembered her number, so I called her.
She answered and for the first time
she raised her voice to me called me out
for being everything I was afraid of becoming.
 



She hung up so many times over
the course of days and weeks;
repetitive apologies and pathetic begging;
but after months I got her on the phone
for a few hours and was on the verge
of somehow finally making everything alright.
I was on the verge of making everything alright.

Then I woke up.
 
I was on the verge of making everything alright.
I know I was.
I know it.
 
Then in a fit of sad, pathetic bout of insanity
 
(induced by incomprehensible demoralization
of a shattered-chandelier-heart shattering into grains of agonized bits and pieces
of something that may have once been beautiful but is now so, so sad & so, so
ugly)
 
 
I deleted her number.
 
Then I blacked out
 
as many memories as possible.
 
 
 
 
I was so sick back then.
 
I was not well. I wasn’t even me.
 
 
 
 
I wanted her so badly to fix me,
 
I just wanted to stop feeling so broken.
 
 
 



She saw me clearly
and what she saw showed her
that it was not healthy
to be around me
because like Jasmine once said
I. Was. Just. Not. Healthy.
 
Last night I dreamt of Morgan Rivera
and when I woke,
I wanted to call
her so badly.
 
 



Last night, Morgan Rivera,
I dreamt of you.
 
And when I woke,
I wanted to say
“I am sorry.
 
“My god,
I have been such a selfish,
self-seeking, manipulative,
series of co-dependent actions.
 
“My god,
I was such a fool.
I thought I was a seed
of infinite potential
and you were my forever rain
and would raise me up to heights
I imagined every night.
 
“My god,
I am so sorry.
I could not see
that you were the forest
and I was the fire.
 
You wanted to live and grow
and I just wanted to
burn and die
with you by my side.”
 
Last night I dreamt
of Morgan Rivera.
She was beautiful.
She was perfect.
 
 
I am so broken and blind and burnt out,
I am afraid to ask the thing I know I should ask
too afraid to look at, let alone start clearing,
the wreckage of my past.



 
 
I’m afraid of asking the one thing I know I need to ask:
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Was any of it real?

 
 
 
 
 

 
2012-2013

Age 19 to 20
The Reason
The reason for leaving was lost between
a time of terrifying change and one
of pervasive complacency.
 
The music I learned taught itself to rust
in place when I tried to raise it on a love
that was absent my heart.
Obsession is a cruel parent.
 
My art became a prisoner
and my imagination a corrupt warden.
 
Both needing and hating each other
until they learned to hate themselves
for the weakness in needing the one
they hated most.
 
I left my artistry for convention,
I left convention to unleash my passion,
I lost my passion in the pursuit of wisdom,
I let every trace of wisdom escape
in surrendering to indulging my dysfunctions
 



and now, I have surrendered everything
in attempt to find some serenity.
I’m doing my best
to hold on to nothing.
 
I am lost.
I try to understand my self
which I once knew so well.
But knowing yourself is overrated.
The moment you think you know something
is the moment you stop learning.
I’m a slow learner and a fast forgetter.
 
I’ve gone years not knowing how or where to start.
But now I believe it begins at the edge of a dream.
For that is where I first learned the reason,
the reason for leaving which was lost between
a time of terrifying change
and one of pervasive complacency.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Date Unknown
Post 2016-Post 23

Stealing Home
I don’t like baseball, but I like
how it’s the only sport where everyone
cheers when someone manages
to make it back home.
 
I wonder if anyone would cheer for me
if I managed make it back to Arcata.
 
I left the remaining pieces
of my autumn-tree-heart there.
 
I planted so many seeds of myself



into the soil there,
and in the people too.
The ones I grew to love.
 
Somehow,
I don’t think anyone
would want me back.
 
It seems to me, more likely than not,
the people there would treat my return
the way the home-team cringes and looks
with pity and disgust at a visitor who refuses
to leave after getting disqualified,
for being shit-faced drunk.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

2015, 2016?
22 Years old?23?

Perennial Green Leaves
Anger untamed by passion
is the worst kind of poison,
that itch in your veins
you can’t seem to scratch,
no matter how much blood you spill,
 
And I’ve been leaving a trail
of red spotted ink for the past five years.
 
Maybe it’s time to turn back and follow the red
like it was a yellow brick road
leading back to my very first home.
 
A place by the sea,
that has perennial leaves of green.
 
A nice, clean place with nice white things



A nice, clean place with nice, white people.
 
Maybe there’s still hope of recovery
even for someone like me
back in my home town of Manhattan Beach.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Year of 2017
Age 24

Smoking and Drinking Journal
Drank whiskey last night with Ross
Natasha was over too doing work on her laptop
Ross dabbed me out 3 times
We finished over half my last gram of Red Headed Mistress, I lost/finished my
blue diesel hash
 

 
It is 10:23 AM
 

I need a new style of writing. I need to start writing everyday. I miss playing the
guitar. Need to practice piano for lesson later today at 1: 30 PM
 
Gonna take a bowl right now
 
I feel stoney, maybe the sun will help . . . and a walk
 
 
 

I was nervous before I took my first hit. Palms were tingling and a little sweaty.
Nice breeze, sun is out. I’m always almost out of weed. Listening to Bon Iver—Holocene,
Towers.

I’m nervous about running out of weed, packed a shake moke. Went for a thirty-
minute walk,

 
Felt good.

 
Warm out, sweated a bit. Feeling couch locked.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Took a hit before I called Lyft
and Uber, took a second and final one
as it was driving to pick me up.
 
During the second hit I knelt
and looked at the trees waving



casually in a breeze that came
and went
and came again.
 
The afternoon sunlight
revealed drunkenly deep, vibrant colors
of blues and greens with a golden-orange tint
inside of everything,
or outside of everything?
I guess reflecting off of? . . .
yeah, reflecting off of everything.
 
I Felt Strange.
Can’t explain why. Don’t know how to explain really.
 
I guess I think I kinda felt like
Ned Stark at his execution.
 
I was Ned Stark at his execution
and I realized I had been that for years.
I might have been that all my life.
Poetry on a lonely day
is not only better than nothing, it’s better than everything.
 
I don’t know why
but a sense of finality feels pervasive in the air, infecting me. Within and without.
The Uber arrived and within a minute of entering I forgot
I’m almost out of marijuana, remembered
and wished I had not.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Next Day/Today/Yesterday/
 
Went to work at 8:00AM
got there a little late.
Got off early.
New/old dish washer Aiden returned. That was nice. Washing dishes wasn’t. Got a new
nametag, a promotion to be host/hostess/whatever. Got off early.
Ordered two grams of Red Headed Mistress and 1 gram of hash, I forgot what kind.

I feeel so good right now,
brain isn’t working right though. William Fitzsimons, Find it in Me
“Get it right”
 
The afternoon sunset
and her shadows are perfect.
My back is aching, right mid to lower back,
Left foot is sore.
 
Eyes red,
can’t focus.
Going to relisten to the song,
I should try and smoke only a little each day.
Get more chill.



 
I should call Gordon.
I should Facebook Brooke.
 
I think I am taking one more hit than I should
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Had a great sesh with Ross from about 9:30 or 10:00 PM to 12: 43AM.

Great talk.
 
He told me about how he is feeling closer to Jason (our friend’s younger brother but by
now, he’s our friend too, independent of his brother. He’s not Kevin’s little brother to us
anymore, he’s just Jason.
 
Jason is a legitimate musician
Kevin. I think he worries about me. I think he talks about me with my friend Jed when I’m
not around.
Liebson bird? Should I write that story?
 
Ross told me about a drummer he’s been jamming with. Ross likes him a lot.
I should work on stuff with Ross.
 
talked about music theory
and how changing our listening to
or the perception of
a chord can alter its nature
 
Listened to Mogwai and Fleetwood Mac
His family played a lot of that when he was young. Fleetwood Mac, not Mogwai. Obviously.

Ross told me he has always been musically influenced by Led Zeppelin. I had no
idea. I’ve known Ross for like seventeen years and I didn’t know that. Isn’t that crazy?
 
talked about how I’m lost
 
took last edible, 110 mg. Not enough. My dad thinks 10 is enough, Hah! Maybe for him.
 
Might smoke rest of stuff tonight.
Took edible shortly after Ross arrived.
A little wine, whiskey, weed, hash, and tobacco left.
 
What does it all mean?
I am so scared of finding
an answer I can’t live with
but am even more terrified of finding no answer at all
but my biggest fear is finding an answer that will unravel
me completely
which I time-capsuled for my future self,
tried to forget about it
only to have each and every day filled with dread for the next.
I’m a ticking time bomb. I’m an infected T-cell. I’m the sophomore of a generation (not
even [maybe in my dreams]) and a broken toilet that life keeps using to take a massive
shit, each and every day



 
I have forgotten some things.
I have left out some parts out. Important points too.
now to take a hit.
be back soon.  1:11AM
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
There are days where I don’t believe
that so many of the things that happened to me,
which all really did happen, ever
could have happened to me.
It’s not that they are so screenplay
and so extraordinary that it’s hard to believe.
No. I just feel like I’m not even here,
and like I never have been,
so it’s like I was never there. Like it was someone else.  
Was any of it real?
 
Is that disassociation?
To be honest, it feels kind of nice.
Or I guess, to be more accurate,
It makes feels less shitty because it makes me feel less.
 
All of the beauty, the crazy, the fantastic . . .
 
they were all caught in a constant tug of war between
the epic and the pathetic, the triumphant and the tragic.
 
(I think I’ve lost my writer’s head in the process)
 
I have smoked away the clarity
of my past and whiskey shot
my recollections to haunted pieces
1: 11 AM
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Listening to Creep by Radio Head

“I want a perfect body, I want a perfect soul”
“I want you to notice
when I’m not around

so fucking special, so fucking special
 
But I’m a creep, I’m a weirdo,
What the hell am I doing here?”
1:23-125 AM
“Wish I was special,
but I’m a creep, I’m a weirdo,
what the hell am I doing here, I don’t belong here”
1:26 AM
 
Dull tingle in my forehead,
deep and vibrant colors of the night
are both dark and bright.
 



I want to be all the best parts
of who I was, shed
all the parts of who I am that no longer
serve the person/man I have always wanted to become.
Listening to The Good Life Album 1:32 AM
“You’re trying to remember. . .
Were you trying to be someone you weren’t . . .?
 
You don’t hang around the old haunts any more . . .
 
He doesn’t like to share you . . .”
 
Weather Reports by Bright Eyes
On my Bright Eyes “I Will Be Grateful For This Day” mix
3:20 AM
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
I NEED TO CONFRONT MY PAST, that which haunts me.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
One Last Dance with the Red Headed Mistress
One Last final hit of flame, One last playlist, One last song.
 
One last kiss of flame and smoke and ash
and regret and longing and wonder
the next chapter . . .
Sacrifice, a renewal
a new start
 
Mogwai “Kids Will Be Skeletons”
 
I need a new start. I can’t live like this anymore. I’m going to change
or at the very least I know I can die trying.
3: 41 AM
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



April-August of 2018
Age 25

Reflection on Early Sobriety
What Early Sobriety has Provided Clarity on:
(Is there anything that is hard to admit? Are there any good things?)

 
1. I am extremely sensitive.

 
2. I ruminate on things. Every day. For years.

(These might be my two most defining traits)
 

3. I am compassionate, sometimes overly considerate.
 

4. I care A LOT about what other people think and spend even more time trying to convince
myself I don’t care about what others think. (I know there is a deep pathetic desire for
acknowledgment and respect and admiration somewhere inside my subconscious and I hate
myself for wanting that. I just hate myself.)

 
5. I am Troubled (candidate for most defining trait)

 
6. I like to know things. I like feeling knowledgeable. I always feel so dumb.

 
 

7. I have a strong desire for Good (like in the world) as well as to be a “good person” and even
though I am loathe to admit it, I fell happiest when people see me as/think of me as a good
person.

 
 

8. For a long time I have had a really intense desire for virtuoso level of artistic talent in music
(This is particularly sad because I’m not that good at guitar or piano, and I don’t study theory
anymore)

9. My dream is to be one of the greatest writers of my time. (A voice for people who still feel
silenced, I want to touch and move an Era of people’s hearts and not just loiter through life,
always looking up when I look to my past.

 
10. I feel a perennial compulsion to improve myself.

 
11. I am extremely shy but this can change drastically if I feel comfortable enough to open up to

people, which can take years or a few minutes, depending on the person and the situation.
 

12. I feel an utter lack of certainty in my ability to articulate things I feel certain and about.
 
 

13. I am disempowered, frustrated, and “pulled out of life” by perceived failures. I spend half my
time worrying about failures and the other half ruminating on my failures. (Success scares
me more than failure does. I can’t win.)

-Most Defining Character Trait
 
 
Are there any conclusions you draw from these insights? What feelings come up?
 



I never thought I would be like this. I don’t like who I am, who I’ve become.
I want to change. I need to change. I’ll do anything. Say anything. Admit everything.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

March of 2014
Age 21

A Beautiful Farewell
Your lover has the hands of a clock.
She always wears them on her face,
and they are constantly moving.
Except one doesn’t move more slowly.
Both are equally out of control.
 
Every hour you spend with her is a warm cup
of Costa Rican coffee that spills itself entirely
before you can even taste the first sip.
With sky-scraper fingers she waves good-bye
and tears a space above where clouds cannot
enter and sunlight bends away beautifully
as if it were a chandelier.
 
She says, “This is our space, I want you
to remember how incredible the power
hidden in your hands can be
when you pick up the pen and forget to believe in gravity.”
 





 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 



2015?
Age 22?

 

Mother’s Day Poem
 
Sometimes you rustle my hair
like a summer breeze rustles the leaves. 
 
Gently. 
 
Your arms are healthy branches
built from beautiful bark
that I have always
been able to depend upon. 
 
Sunshine laughter pours from your mouth
and turns any haunting darkness into a fleeting memory. 
 
Your hands know how to be strong when things get tough
and your hands know how to brush your child’s face
the way an artist’s brush graces a canvas of beautiful blank.  
 
With life-raft eyes you know how to save me
from drowning in oceans of my own chaos. 
 
With a single look you can calm and guide
the tides that push and pull my wreckage.
 
The moon has nothing on you. 
When it comes to being a bright light 
in the middle of the dark you are my forever-flame. 
 
 
You’ve been growing gardens of hope
since before I was born.
 
Every year your garden grows
a little brighter and a little taller. 
The seeds you sow 
are the things this earth
needs now more than ever. 



 





 
 
 
 







2018
Age 25

Reticent Writings
Reticence. Doubt. Perennial Hesitation.
The addictions of my past
—made bearable
by an interminable series of pints,
fifths,
and
handles
—which still intrude upon my present
by knock, knock, knocking
down the door to that which houses my serenity.
 
In an exploration of my past,
I have discovered, or rather, invented
an opportunity to forgive myself
for every wrong turn I took,
for every dream I murdered in my sleep,
for hurting others so I wouldn’t have to hurt all by myself.
 
I have invited possibility back into my life
like a childhood friend who moved away
without a word—only to reconnect
after years apart, like no time was lost.
 



Spring of 2016-September 13th of 2018
23 to 25 Years Old

My Life in 420 Words
I was born in the middle of winter
two weeks after my favorite holiday
which I am always more grateful for
than the winter past—New Year’s Eve.
 
 
But Autumn is my favorite
season.
 
 
I’m always watching
my swaying leaf direction
as dream-winds
disperse the seeds
of my soul
which sprout
from the soil of my art.
 
 
My poetry is a shooting star
that brightens my dark
and colors my blank canvas heart
and guides my wandering mind
which is always craving something new.
 
 
My pen scrapes beneath the surface
of my every thought until the ink
is either burning off of or into the page.
 
 
Even as the evening candle of my sophomoric,
passionate-idiot-stoner-artist youth is
 
 
 

flickering
 

 



 
out
 
 
 

there is still morning-fire
in my eyes that gaze
upon memories uncensored by time,
lost and found in whiskey thoughts
I mistook for a spiritual communion
with the deepest
parts of my psyche
but were actually
only the darkest parts of my bright.
 
 
I was once the restful,
broken-dawn light poet
who got day-drunk off
twilight reverie but sometime
between
preteen dreams
and fully grown depressions
I slipped into a forever-state
of sleepless dreamer living
and after chugging beers
 

of time
 

I built a compelling world
 

of obstacles
 

which aspired to become
as impossible as possible
and tortured myself after fruitlessly
and disastrously trying to reify
 
 
(1) my vision of unconventional beauty unshackled;

 
 



(2) my desire to help everyone in this world
be heard and to feel heard, as well as understood; and
 
 
(3) my personal ambition to realize the inner reaches of my outer-space-potential
as both a person and a poet without having to break my fast beneath a cherry
blossom tree just to find some make-believe shade born from a precious,
innocent splendor that could protect
me from the sun-bright
pain of this life.
 
 
In pointless, pathetic attempts
(either radical or reticent; predictable or bizarre;
innovative or conventional)
to keep the ink of my individuality
from running dry, I—
without friction, argument or complaint—
ended up a colorful sheep in a colorless herd
where I learned to wipe
innocence from my vocabulary
and was shoved through the machine.
 
 
In a perennial search which inspired,
at various times, both awe and apathy,
I had sought out a space between
the stimulus of this universe
and my personal
response to it
where I could actually balance
my thoughts, serenetize my forever-storm
of emotions, newly discover my spirit,
redeem my troubled past
with vouchers for a better future
and finally restore my sanity.
 
 
 
My life in 210 Words
Memories uncensored by time



lost and found in whiskey thoughts.
 
 
Autumn is my favorite season.
Swaying leaf direction dream-winds disperse
the seeds of my soul
which sprout from the soil of my art.
 
My shooting-star-poetry
colors my blank canvas heart.
 
 
My pen scrapes beneath the surface
of every thought until the ink
is burning off the page.
 
 
The evening candle of sophomoric,
passionate-stoner-artist youth is
 
 

flickering
 

out,
 
 

still, there is bright morning-fire in my eyes.
 
 
I was the restful broken-dawn
light poet who got
day-drunk off twilight reverie
but slipped into a forever-state
of sleepless dreamer living
and after chugging beers of time,
built a world
made only
of impossibles
trying to reify
 
 
(1) my vision of unconventional beauty;

 



 
(2) my desire to make everyone in this world
feel heard and understood;
 
 
(3) my ambition to realize the inner reaches
of my outer-space-potential.
without some make-believe-cherry-blossom-tree-shade
of precious, innocent splendor,
the ink of my individuality ran dry.
 
 
I—
 
without friction, or argument
 
—ended up
 
a colorful sheep in a colorless herd.
 
I sought a space
between
the stimulus
of this universe
and
my personal response
to it
where I could
balance my thoughts,
serenetize
my forever-storm,
redeem my troubled
past with vouchers
for a better future
and restore my sanity.
 
My Life in 105 Words
 
Shooting-star-poetry
 
burning bright
 



only to flicker out
 
 
 
still, there is morning-fire in my eyes.
 
 
 
Blank page memories
lost and found in my Autumn heart,
dream winds of whiskey thoughts.
 
 
My pen scrapes beneath
the surface soil of my art
—searching, searching.

Searching.
 
 
The broken-tree-poet
got day-drunk
off twilight reverie,
 

slipped
 

into
 

sleepless
dreamer
living,
chugged beers of time;
 
built a world of impossibles
and tried to reify a vision
of cherry blossom beauty.  
 
 
The individuality ink ran dry.
Without argument I ended
a colorful sheep
in a colorless herd.
 
 



I sought a space between
the stimulus of this universe
and my personal response to it.
 
 
My Life in 52 Words
Lost and found.
Shooting star
 

flickered
out.
 
Individuality ink ran dry.
 
 
Colorful sheep poet,
colorless herd poetry.
 
Cherry-blossom reverie.
Morning eyes searching
the blank page.
 
Whiskey thoughts
scrape soil
beneath
autumn-tree-heart
 
The twilight drunk,
 
sleepless dreamer
 
chugged beers of time
in the space between
 
the stimulus of

and
response to

this universe
 



My Life in 26 Words
Autumn, Tree, Heart.
 
 
 

Ink ran dry.
 
 
 

Blank. Page. Poetry.
 
 
 

Shooting star; Flickered out.
 
 
 
Poet, searching for morning
 
 
 

Lost beer.
 
 
 
Whiskey found
 
 
 

Twilight drunk
 
 
 

and
 
 
 

sleepless dreamer.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My Life in 13 Words
 
 



Autumn star flickering.
 
 
 
 
Blank page. Poet.
 
 
 
 
Lost. Twilight-Dreamer.
 
 
 
 
Found
 
 
 
 
Whiskey. Beer. Whiskey
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My Life in 7 Words
 
 
 
Autumn. Dreamer.
 
 
 
 
 
 

Twilight. Poet.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lost, Flickered, Found.



 



 
 
 
 
 
 
My Life in 3 Words
 
 
 
 

Lost.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Poet
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    Twilight
 



My Life in 1 Word
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Twi(light)
 

 



The Edge
 

At the edge of my sanity
I looked out,
saw my memories
uncensored by time;
the soft thick fog
that blankets
our oldest hurts
and
gives us
our favorite
self-deceptions.
 
 
I looked out,
I saw every image
of my experience
as it actually happened
and what I saw shocked me.
 
 
 

What I saw shocked me.
 
 
 
I saw endless skies
either storm-clouded
or sun-brightened
by beautiful intentions
or selfish desires
in sporadic yet equal parts
for as far as the eye could see,
for as long as the heart could bear to look.
 
 
 
An amethyst star,
frozen solid
and sinking



towards the center
of everything,
seemed to reflect
my chandelier-heart
right before it shattered,
before everything ran
red with the scarlet
of my shame
and the golden dawn
of my innocence
broke backwards
into the midnight blue
of my adolescence.
 
 
 
Towards the end
there was a dark
that did not
allow
for comprehension
or negotiation.
 
 
I have hurt myself (and too many loved ones)
with dysfunctions I see as only resolvable by
my death (that is a dysfunction in and of itself)
 
 
I stood before
the altruistic dreams
I dreamt for humanity
and spiritual crimes
I committed against myself.
 
 
I was humbled by mistakes I made
which were sometimes forgivable
and other times,
simply unspeakable
and inexplicable.



 
 
I was reminded that my light
was not worth trading
—not even for understanding,
because understandings always change.
 
 
At the edge of my sanity
I experienced a confrontation
with a sense of self that felt like,
nothing less than, the active listening
to 7.4 billion people screaming and laughing,
crying and singing, belching and starving.
 
The present moment is a
kite string held in my clumsy,
sweaty, wanna-be-poet’s hands
during the hurricane of my crazy
and I am perennially letting go
of the one thing
 
I should not.
 
At the edge of my sanity
 
I saw the perfect time and place
 
to fire-work my spoken word until
 
I rekindled enough light to keep me sober.
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was always here and it was always now.
It was always here. It was always now.
 
 
 
 
For once in my life



 
I know what the next step
 
I need to take is.
 



In fact,
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I know the next twelve.

 



 
 
 
 

END


