Molested  

such a beautiful boydarkling slick with healthy sweatat 18strong hookgreek noseperfectly tight bodytied by a bow in the backsmooth olive oilspun over bones woven from stonemaking blank paper teethwhiterhorse teeth on auction daycharmerathleteharley riderwomen followed himas we followed himas smells of heavenhellbrimstonefeathersfollowed him  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

last night a drunken man cheated on his new wifeas life spun before himin spirals of lightspirals of darkin rings of guiltrings of depressionin circles of angercircles of lovenowa thin woman claims him once again loves him gypsywith bodywet mouthdripping cavitieshe lets her take himthe guilt of it all does not touch himanymorestone gardens cannot stand him into oblivionlongerhe stumbles into ancient timesholds them allit is a needbut he is still alonetold the woman that he loved herwent home told his wife he loved hercalled an ex-girlfriend told her he loved herwas coming backgoing tostaying with  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

two young boysone fatone thinages 8 and 10future poetdishwasherhalf-shaded by moon's skeletal whisper ghostfaint callings from shadowy woodshiked in times forgottenfuture artist and soldieranger broken halfway down his handfalling in clumps of bloodno father to help him hold onto itfuture drunksforever bound with a secretin church every sundaysitting by their cousinwhom they admiredwho was beautifulwho was darkwho women followedwhose skin crawled with wormswhose breath smelled of sour apples whose name was jehovahwhose eyes were splinters  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

somewherenowhere mid-americayoung man shakestakes orders silently from L-beam-jawed superiorsfingers the back of his skullfingers his testiclesreprogramming the big forgetrememberkillhateshates yourselflearn respectrust machinerain rust40 days and 40   

nightsthey won't break melaughsthrowing a long   
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neck backin guttural forcegrabbing flash glancesknows he was broken long ago  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

two young boysone roundone stringinvited"step into my parlor" says the pervert to the kidsby cousinadonis18spend the nightexcitedhonoredproudat day they playlike army mengreen through the treeshiding under bushescarrying sticks like great weaponswatch moviesget lectured about girlsone shows tricks on a used blue bicycleback wheel slightly bentone can't keep up as they run through the thick dark woodshis jiggling bellylike molded jellomade fun ofat nightsunmeltedliquidflicks away awayeasily as the force behind a pebble in a pondsky sneers purple streaks crudely paintedbruisedcloudy mouthsopen-hungry little birdswaiting with wet mouths for the grub worm time to go back insidesays aunt marthagrandmother's sistersister in bloodsister in godwho keeps old-fashioned weight loss machines in her basementcovered with cobwebswith one come-stained belt vibratingvibrating  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

a strong V-backed young man shovels leadin now forgotten mineswhere the tunnels sometimes vibrateddark rocks fell from the skycatacombs melting swayedthe cagewith its vampire teethgrinned an entrancesheltered its growl in echoesup and downa child's attempt at an elevatoroften its mouth not closing at allstill screaming screamsloud from a month beforewhere slim was pinched on the assbeing as nervous as he was jumpedsplit from the cagecaught between steel and rockground up like corn mealbonesto never dig againthe young manarms bulgingkeeps this off his mindmuscles buildingsweat that brings another night of foodanother month of rentone son already aliveone to comeone goneone to goa broken manwonders how he let these things happenso strongcouldn't protect  his sonsDIGkeeps this off his mindstealstriprapeearthget all they can from itquicklynot knowing twenty years laterno more workcars repossessednothing for christmasexceptthe birth of an unknown jesus  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  
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the three young men talk for a whiletill the moon is high on a purple charcoal backdropthe conversation slips into forbidden areastheir own bodiesareas of cavities and shafts and hairtender musclessink into the basementstare in awe at worn out exercise machinesthe eighteen year old captaindaresundo pantsjust a littleput immature cocks onto the nicotine beltsensitive belongings obliviatedturn on the machinefeel it vibrate-vibrate-vibratethey dolittle half hard-onsmiraculously pleasuredmindswondering where the feeling has left them  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

a manswamped in confusiondrowns in murky bogs of too dark watersdeep black calmsunderneaththings unspeakable thingsgreen bulge-eyed monsterslate night televisiondevils chantingwomen laughinggrabbingreachwith bony tentaclesto pull him downneeds another beerlights another cigarettewhich he can hardly get to his mouth without losing the cherryhe vibratesvibratesvibratescalls certain namessituationsused as a floathowever long it takesdeflatesitsshiny brown wooden chairslickwrite another poemthis one is going to make everything okayit's going to take away the voicesconfusionpastresenteveryone is going to understand youforgive youlove enough to stop caring leave himalonethis one is going to be good  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

they smile at thisthe machine's certain rhythmthe whole thing shakesas an entityits silhouette is a grinning monstera ferris wheelcotton candyhouse of mirrors one thinks maybe he has lost a few poundsthe other does not see things the same wayonlyfeels it in his skinhe is hurtdisillusionedfat onealready foodkeeps the bad feelings awaycupcakeforever is for guilt nowit's to concentrate on the pleasure of sin  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

ice blewshallow airthrough window glassa lonely womancries whenever she hears certain songssees christmas picturescalls up her loverget helpbegs him psychiatristalcoholics anonymousmove in with hermove back homecall the angelsthe man knowsthese   

things would save his lifedoesn't know if his life is worth   

savinggrinds his own soulthrough his teethnow  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  
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through dustclinging to spider's forgotten nestpatterns in intricate ripplesdarknarrowtwo young boysfirst up the stairsadonis followsclosetop doormis-takenly left ajarhalf triangles light plasticfake wood panelthe living roomwhere green blanketslaid down by marthafor themlight from a cornerpulling its way out of an ancienthyperdisgusting orangelava lampsitsnext to a broken clockatopbiblecover-lessthey lay downa nervous callous in the windit seemstalk some moreadoniseyes gleamingmouth a tight white lineface near a bulging explosionstraining anticipatingsweatseyeswildsilver pinballsvibrate in socketsinside of himclawing his insides bloodyscreams its way outhe fightsovercomespeaks"let's have a gay night"nervously waits  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

spider8 spindlesfatsoftmiddleneckpinched into a jerking headlegs bentfire sticksorange dotchina flag paintedwalks methodicallystalks with saliva runs by instincthardly seesthrough all its eyesfeels out the groundthe windthe insectfeels its own quicknessits own powerlegs jumpspringaround himpouringhundredstied in the middle with a bowbackfronttwo separate entitiesantsmeekaloneuselessthe spiderseducescaptureskillsmore times than the very old can remembertogetherhundreds onepowerbuilddestroybuildfor queendigcarryobeymouthpinchopenclosehungrythey surroundimplodeit jumpsstars collapseit can never be far enoughthey have himhundreds of hungry little mouths ripping his fleshpiercing his soft stomachtearing off legsstick by stickdragging him into the hive no bodily part of itswarms  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

"a gay night?"two boys askignorantforeversilence  adonis explainsall menall adultsit makes a mana real manit must be done sometimeswe just can't help ourselvesas mennever tellanyoneour secreti know i can trust you twobecause you love meshakinggrindingfeelingnight sky crack openearth meltingmeltsupon itselfcoldwaits behind that dark blue curtainreleasedreleased!at oncefloods over them  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  
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dear god, THESE ARE MY SINS  

  1) I cheated on my wife after only one month of marriage.  

  2) I kissed a guy.  

  3) I'm tired of Bukowski/Ginsberg/Corso, etc...  

  4) and I never liked the "fuck poets" at all.  

  5) I think Mary Poppins/Courtney Love/Prince/Tori Amos                                                                               are all really sexy and sometimes I jack off thinking             about them  

  6) or this girl at work  

  7) but usually I just think about my ex-girlfriend fucking         some other guy and that gets me off real good.  

  8) I really wanna kill myself but can't afford a gun.  

  9) I hit somebody and bloodied their nose.  

10) I smoked pot and got drunk and puked in the toilet        again.  

11) I think responsibility is a drag.  

12) I ate a grape at the grocery store without paying for it.  

13) I agreed with something that Rush Limbaugh said today.  

14) I hate being married.  

15) I think most male poets are homophobic pricks.  

16) I wanna run away.  

17) I'm too chicken to leave.  

18) I hate talking.  

19) I cut my arm over and over again with a pair of scissors.  

20) I think Lyn Lifshin would be a good lay, but I don't buy      her books.  

21) I've had sex with men (but I didn't inhale).  

22) I've almost got Matt talked into shooting me.  

23) Dear Abby, my wife doesn't understand me, and, by       god, I don't understand her, either.  

24) I'm not making much of an attempt at being a family        man.  

25) Taking out the trash, getting up early, doing the dishes;     I'm refusing all of this.  

26) Sex is guilt and guilt is god.  

27) I've fucked everyone willing.  

28) I can no longer control myself when drunk  

29) or sober, for that matter.  

30) I'm really bad for people right now.  

31) I am not capable of handling even little problems.  

32) I'm a whiner.  

33) My ex-girlfriend called me one night when I was alone    
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     and feeling like doing myself in and told me she loved     me and I told her I loved her and at that instant I did.  

34) I don't like school anymore.  

35) I want to be alone.  

36) I can't help but jack off when my wife touches other        men.  

37) I let my older cousin stick his dick in my mouth when I      was 8; worse still, I let him stick his dick in my other    cousin's mouth who was like a brother to me, worse  

38) I wrote something boring.  

Dear god, there are a hell of a lot more, and worse ones even, but I just can't remember them anymore.  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

a gay nighta sacred sacrificial nighta scarlet nightIT'S A NIGHT TO REMEMBER!here the moon cries bloodseeping crimsonhere relationships 12 years in the future are being brokendestroyedhumiliatedhere we learn non-lovenon-commitmenthere we learn to search forever and never find anythinghere among three cockstwo bald white faces overshadowed by the gianthere one cock is smaller than the resthere only one touches puberty here they all touchedcocksoncockson mouthon asshere only knows consequencehere I taste salty cumhere they spanked my entire life awayherehereherei cannot escape  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

homenewly marriedyin yang brideneeds her husband talkholdcarewonders the scent of her fatherhow the sweet smell of a thing is deadlybees flylocusts devour screamsheard for milesdead screamsrotting mouthsloud enough to wake the livingshe sees him slipping awaygrows lonelywho knows what actions lie down that gray pathfor the lonely inherit the earthlike ghostsdrift from point to pointtrying to find a pointwith falling eyesasks whywhy herwhy nowwhy whywhyhe cannot answerhe cannot speakhe is somewheremillions of miles awaythe one place she cannot gohe cannot take her  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

and then it was overtwo boysone fatone thinone gorgeous mansleep in underweartoss with the inability to fight off nightmareswebbed by spidersdestroyed by antsnext bright daythere is still a sunmartha smiles  
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plays pianoI shall not be movedbreakfastpepsiready for churchrock of agesyoung pretty girl entersadonis strips the covers from a boyfat exposed in layersthey all laughrock of agesforevercover me  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

in japan thousands of beesspend lives making homesuntil a hornet gets hungryattacks7 times the sizepowerful machine jawscrushing juices inthis has happened for yearsfinally the bees learnedsurround the hornetsmother him to deathhaving had the power all along  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

in churchadonis has his face nearly against the face of the fat boythe otherhis features no longer perfectsour apple stench from his breathchokinggaggingswallowinghe points girls out to themasks if they'd fuck heror herstomachs get sickthinking of itrevealing themselves againknowing they go home to practice the things learned the night beforeeach time fall deeper into oblivionthe guilt never goes awayevery orgasm brings a wave of itevery night of sexual inter-course brings it to masscommunion is in a jar of vas-elineforever and evernow we can fuck in spitein hatein lossthose boys sitting next to him in church with god's eyes on themsmelling sour apple breathfor eternity  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

a gay boyhuffs paintsees visions of black men and beautiful women hiding under the porchthe devil is trapped in his bonesdrinks from his bloodcan't kick heroinkills himselfcharms his sugar daddieswasting awaysometimes comes melting back to missouricrying for helphe can't gettoo f a r gonehe visits poet friend beats himboth molestedblood spills in fountainsfrom nostrilshe danglesa pendulum inside a grandfather clockdead  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

hey, i gotta joke for you, see, this guy walks into a bar, drinks till they close, spends all his money, goes home and yells at his girlfriend/wife/whoever, pukes and then passes out, and the next night, see, he goes to this bar, drinks till they close, spends all his money, goes home and yells at his   
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girlfriend/wife, pukes and then passes out, and, see, he does this every night. God, that one kills me.  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

here's another one, this guy drinks every night, wants to kill himself, and runs beautiful souls away from him, see, he hates himself and can't stand for anyone else to love him either, maybe 'cause he's clinically depressed, and an alcoholic or his brother died, or maybe 'cause some punk put his cock in his mouth when he was only 8, and fat, and his cock was the littlest one there was to see, and everyone made a point of it, and so this guy talked him into suckin' his dick and eating the cum and him and his cousin jacking each other off and licking each other's bald nuts, and licking his hairy ass.  

God, that cracks me up, man. Tell me another one.  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

one fat young man13sits all alone in a little black boxtries to cope with the death of a brotherhis mother and fathercrushedthe adults in the next roomquietly listening to the call of the cageeating cold sandwichessmoking marlboro lightstapping feethe is there aloneuntiladonis walks insmiles rotten fruitclicks his head like an insectyou and him were real closehe smiles at 45 degreesain't it funny how death brings families togetherinsectputs his arm around the fat boyrepulsedalmost jerks awaybut is rooted too deeplytoo far gone in mildewed cavernsjust nods and nodsthat too familiar decayed touch on his bodythat stench in his nosethat meaty tube in his throatagainall againhis brotherdeadwatchingknows everythingcelestiallaughs because he wasn't strong enough to stop itlaughing at one's small cockcompared to hisgo forth and fuck your worthless life up ghost tells himgo forth and fuck it all up   

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

(I want outta here  

I want outta this marriage  

I want outta this house this town this life  

I wanta job where I don't get wet  

I don't want no job at all  

I wanna lie  

I wanna cheat  

I wanna fuck around  

I wanna go home  
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I wanna masturbate thinking normal thoughts  

I want outta my head  

I wanta dollar  

I want some self-control  

I wanna be a good boy  

I wanta spicy meatball!  

I wanna hate you  

I want my dick in the tight ass of a lesbian  

I want I want I want  

I wanna be left alone  

I don't want nobody tellin' me what to do  

to take out the garbage to clean up this mess to please go get  

some cigarettes  

man, I guess I gotta hate everything  

life is rotten apples  

life is sour breath  

life is square white teeth biting innocence  

life is nothing  

god help me  

god save me  

god watch me   

god judge me  

god avenge me  

god seek justice  

god give me head  

god get that girl to sleep with me  

god get me outta here  

god spit your wrath upon me  

god send me to hell  

god go blank  

god listen to me  

god?  

adonis?)  

vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv  

at 16it camenews flown by owlfresh airfeces broughtding dong the bastard's deadon windyblack rained roadbeheaded via motorcycle accidentthe skies laughthe clouds dancehow it shows visions of another man's deathhow the vehicle accidents run in the familyhow his mother was also brokenhow she's still not the samethe wailsmy god the screams of anguishthe   

cries of painthe "why him"sthe "he was such a good   
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boy"sheard for milessmilesbetween a once fat boy  

now thin and beautifulthe muscular slim young manwho never dared mention a word of itwho never spoke of spidersfor one split secondthe relationships that fall apart do not matterthe nightmares do not matterthe sweaty thoughts when they could not control themselves do not matterthe hate fucks do not matterthe unforgivable  sinseven those do not matterthe blonde son with no fatherthe suicide attemptsa grandmother's death do not matterthe even if i did like itsthe i was only 8sthe should have stopped itsthe it ruined my 10 year old cousins the mood swingsthe hatethe disgustthe alcoholism the depressionthe violencethe speech-lessnessthe neglectthe lonelinessthe leave me alonesthe i can't stand to be touched right nowsthe hateand the hatethe self-hate does not matterthey can breathe againfor one secondthere is no sour apple smelloh sweet breathlet them cryoh god let them waillet them sing his praises from pillar to postlet them call him a saintit does not matter i for one am glad the mother fucker is dead.  
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