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They Were Perfect

He said he was busy

She said she was at home

He pushed her farther

She drank and was easy

They were liars

They were perfect

 

Old Man

The old man played the horses

And spoke of lost love

He hated his sons, they were assholes

His wife was fat

She was never in the mood

 

Blue Eyes

She walked with purpose

Drunk blue eyes

A cruel heart, a golden clam

I loved her, I hated her

I wanted desperately to drown her in my semen

 

Jose

Jose drank

He wore a red face to work

No one liked him

Jose drank tequila

He could barely walk

I liked to hear him swear

 

Cigarettes

I wanted them

I hated them

They made me complete

 

Telemarketer

I hung up the phone

I stared out the window

Everyone was on dope

I hated salesmen

I hated myself

 

Gypsies

He could hear them through the floor

Stomping, dancing

Singing, romancing

It drove him wild

I'll kill them, he said

They were gypsies

 

Ballroom Dancer

I drank and I laughed

Whiskey in a glass

Joking and fighting

I was a ballroom dancer

When I woke up

I hated everything

 

Dogs

Dogs bark

Bark and bark

Through my window

In my brain

There must be thirty

No, there's three

 

Meat

Doors open

Windows close

Smooth tile countertop, dirty grout

The meat is frozen

Hit it with a hammer

 

Hazel

She was short

And dated my best friend

I loved her

Her sister was a whore

I fucked her instead

 

21

I took a shot

It tasted like cake

A fat man fell through the table

He was drunk and stupid

I went home

 

Jealous

I steer with one hand

Tobacco in a blue bag

Spread on white paper, I lick

It makes her jealous

 

Major

Water drips

Onto my leg

Parked yet vulnerable

Thunder boomed

I was wearing sunglasses

 

Lawyer

She speaks Portuguese

I wrote her a note

She calls me, she's a lawyer

She has nice legs

 

Sushi

I ran

She liked to chase

Not to lose

I smoked cigarettes and hated sushi

She danced and laughed

She was fun

I hated everyone

 

Under the Blanket

I was flying

Living in a submarine

I read their thoughts

Disgusting

 

 

Birthday

Tears, truth and beers

I liked this song

I hate this song

The table is brown, it's all I look at

It's my birthday

 

Rose

She had tattoos

She was a bitch

I smoked pot and was cold

Distant

She was a mother

I liked football

 

Square

Squares of paper

In the basement

I watched Mickey Mouse

The rice was steaming

I couldn't look in their eyes

 

Bed

Grey carpet, stained and worn

White walls

Swirled

A glance, a stare

Empty eyes

Lost

Gazing at the stars, a cold winter night

It's warmer in bed

 

Merlot

Burning sun, sweat in my eyes

Fans are futile, tequila would do

Free in the wind

Merlot fills the soul

I slept with my clothes on

 

Blondie

Long and Smooth

Her neck was Maple

Blonde and beaten

Neglected

Her soul was cracked

Tethered in leather

Never again

 

Smoldering

The mighty Lion

Sweet, sweet serenades

Billowing in plumes

Smoldering Ashes

But saved

 

Summer Angst

Wednesday night

Beer and Wine, King Felix's perfect game

I typed and sat

I drank and thought

When does football start?

 

Mornings

Saws cut wood with high-pitched screams

The insane man is awake

Hammers and nails

They must build the deck

I'll sugar their gas tanks

 

Cough

We were doing flips

I couldn't stop scratching

You have to go he said

I was a cartoon

 

White Shoes

My shoes are white

At least for tonight

Nature and mustard

Will wither away

A snapshot in time

My shoes are white today

 

Light bulb

Twist the glass

It burns my hands

Dead but not dreaming

He's run out of sand

 

The Roof

I could climb up

I couldn't climb down

Reds, blues and yellows

A lady stares at my cock

Everyone's snorting valium

 

Amanda

At a party, we flirted

I walked her home

Her roommate was a bitch, she wouldn't leave

Bunk beds we climbed

I fingered, she moaned

We climaxed

 

Apartments

There's a ghost in the bathroom

There were gypsies upstairs

Everyone rides bikes

He said his mother was a hooker

Nobody cares

 

Salesmen

Peanut butter and jelly

Brown bagged in my truck

I hate my job

I was poor

Mr. Jones was old

He liked TV Guide

 

She had a Great Ass

She had a nice ass

It rolled when she walked

It wasn't too big

I was hypnotized

She had a great ass

 

Tie Guy

Spring heeled and proud

He wore a blue tie

Eccentric and happy

I wanted him to die

 

Bud's Brother

Diminutive and foreign

Greasy long hair

His nails are long and jagged

Staring at colors

He chews on napkins

 

Gymnast

She was a gymnast, only fifteen

He was desperate

She was beautiful and drunk

She sat on his lap

He didn't want to go to Jail

 

Force of Will

I needed to be laid

I had a big dick

There was nowhere to put it

I didn't like to speak

My eyes did the talking

 

Homeless

The homeless man wanders

He eats from the trash

His face is black, his mind is blue

He's coherent, grateful

He'll kill us all

 

Red Wine

Red wine in a glass

I sit and I sweat

I wonder and watch

Sipping and dreaming

 

Burritos

It's burritos I want

And burritos I'll have

Who will drive?

I've been drinking

 

Regal

The car was black

The door was dented

My seats were red leather

It was a coupe

She gave me head

I dropped her off

 

Garage

White powder

Lots of cigarettes

A nervous energy

Keg beer, rubber bands

Ted's in jail now

 

Grandpa

Grandpa had raced cars

In a wheelchair he sat

The car had crashed, he was hero

He fished

We laughed

 

Farmer John

John was a farmer

He had acres and cows

I smashed my finger with a rock

My nail fell off

I was terrified

 

Bobbi

I gave her a massage

I rubbed at her back

She liked it

I touched her breasts

We fucked and we fucked

I hated her

 

Drummers

He swings his arms

He stomps his feet

Distracted and crazy

They always sell drugs

 

Real Estate Agent

Because of my job

I have no days off

He said

He has three computers

He's a big shot

 

Cugino

He yells in Italian

His glasses are thick

His wife was whore

He sold Herbs

And Spices

 

The Hatter

Booger had a knife

They were all idiots

It was raining

I had to get away

They were insane

I was gone

 

Country girl

She was ugly in the face

Plain as pie

Her skin was pale

She was pure

I wanted to fuck her

 

Mapuche

Shriveled and small

He couldn't speak

An Aztec

An Indian

He was soon fat

He had five jobs

 

Monk

Sell what you have

Then look in their eyes

Remember how it was

When things

Were nice

 

Food Bank

I stood in line

The sun was still down

The nun says he has the devil in him

With boxes of crackers

And a loaf of broad

 

Amy

I went to a bar

Her friends interrogate me

I took her to my house

She said she loved me

I came in her face

 

Oro

I had a house

But no job

There was beer

There was a yard

I was poor

I was rich

 

Beth

Black lipstick, black nails

She wanted to be evil

The town slut

I kissed her, I touched her

We listened to bad music

 

Vodka Punch

I snuck out the window

I had been throwing up blood

We drank beer in a bush

I climbed into the house

I couldn't ride a bike

 

Pig

She snorted when she laughed

She was fat

Craving penises

She had money

I couldn't fuck her

 

Routine

In the morning

I drank water

I was shaky and smoked

At night

I drank wine

I dreamed and I wrote

 

Mute

I didn't say it

Written in my eyes

I assumed she could sense

How I touched her thighs

 

Gaucho

He was a Mexican cowboy

His belt buckle and face

Were gaudy and stupid

He only drank Modelo

 

Camping

The heat was on

It was summer

The car gripped the road

My teeth grit

Turn up the music

 

Tweaker Girl

Large breasts and ass

Her pockmarked face

What's your problem, tweaker girl?

Her boyfriend was a shithead

She should run away

 

 

Sunday Nights

On Sunday nights

We drank beer at work

It made us work better

It was nicer

I was drunk

 

Pizza

I was at work

Pills

I threw up, told them I had the flu

They sent me home

I was lost

I was high

 

Marked

We walked through the woods

A large steel bell

It was burned on my arm

All of us

 

The Doctor

His mother made wooden ducks

Interesting

He liked industrial and cutting himself

He got his wish

He's dead

 

Chance

We drive to a bar

She puts my hands on her thighs

She's soft and has

An amazing back

 

Black Out

Two sheets she said

I nodded and slept

On the porch, I was lost

I had been at the church

Fondling a beautiful girl

 

Chi Chi's

We sat

We ate chips and salsa

I sipped Coca-Cola

We didn't buy anything

We were on marijuana

 

Let's Cop on Pellows

He wanted to buy pillows

I was bored and high

He was a weasel

He bought three pillows

 

Half-Gallon

Castillo silver

The silver castle reigns

I lost the war and

Was tortured

I fell in the moat, I threw up

I called a taxi

 

Senorita

One leg was shorter

Or she had just been fucked

She ignored me

I looked at her face

Her family was in Mexico

 

The Piper

I walked by the desk

I paid no heed

The knock at the door

Bricks danced liked Tetris

He was fondled by the law

 

Parking Lot

It was dark

Cool breeze brings salt to my nose

The surf crashes down

Cascading over my soul

 

Wine

Wine in a bottle

Wine in my heart

I was sweating, I was drunk

My glass was full

I was Alone

 

Nothing

I drank and I sat

I sat and I drank

Nothing happened

I was out of ice

I smoked a cigarette

It was perfect

###
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