A EULOGY FOR LOVE: 

An Ode on Romantic Disenfranchisement 

with Prologues/Backgrounds/Coda 

in Free Verse and Chapters in Haiku

PROLOGUE: PART 1—WHY READ ON

because love is the key-maker for all the great religions…

imagine that…

many so-called enlightened even consider love the ultimate way,

with its own tenets:

all you need is love

love is all you need

love conquers all

love makes the world go round

love is a many splendor thing

etc., etc., etc.,…

blah, blah, blah…

(am I missing any hooks?)

all lies… 

love is no such thing…

what I once thought was love is dead…

hence the reason for this eulogy…

what I once thought of love is a false premise…

I am wiser now…

mind you now, 

got to be honest now,

twasn’t all that long ago that I wasn’t…

wiser…

nor honest…

especially with myself…

I’m a slow learner 

but please believe me,

I have tried to learn from my experiences… 

unfortunately,

real learning experiences come when they come…

my revelatory experiences came in three’s…

with three I had my epiphany about what love truly is…

or, easier first noted, is not…

love is not an emotion…or emotional state…or state of being…

love is not what allows us to see the world as Eden…

love is not the bounty of god’s grace…

love is not the antonym of hate…

none of that…

love is quite utilitarian…

love 

just 

is…

feel more comfortable with metaphors:

love would be the fire any time…

love would be an erupting volcano…

love would be a capricious tornado…not a path-cutting hurricane…a bumble bee tornado…

but love would also be like an all-consuming tsunami…go figure…

unfortunately, even a catastrophic simile reduces love in ways that minimize what 

love truly is…

love 

just 

is…

knowing that,

accepting that,

feeling that, 

makes it evident that 

love’s yin/yang is independent of you or I…

exists without us…

it is like the ether through which light waves were thought to travel…

and, as such, love personifies when it touches someone…

and that’s why love’s false premise lives within us…

lived within me…

I thought, 

at one time, 

that love was something inside of me, a part of my dna,

something I can do or can choose to do…

I thought that it was an emotion within me like hate or envy or jealousy…or an emotional state like empathy or sympathy…or a state of being like optimism…

I was wrong…

love is a spirit on to itself…mayhaps like a faerie…

or cupid…

mayhaps…

but more so…

if I believed in the idea of god anymore 

I would say unequivocally 

that love is a god…

not a religion 

worshipping a deity 

fashioned for human consciousness,

but an almighty created by itself for itself…

greater than the sum of all parts,

although, by no means can it, will it, does it ignore we human parts…

because like any other god,

love lives for love…

to perpetuate love…

and guess who’s love’s fodder…

(please: what do you think all that “go forth and multiply” stuff is really all about?)

when I first came to my new understanding 

I thought that even though love was a god it acted more like 

a virus, an infestation, a parasite 

which needed a host to feed upon…

I was quite annoyed at the time…

and while I sometimes, 

in moments of continual weakness, 

still feel like love is like that, 

I’ve come to accept that love is more than the sum of my annoyances,

cause remember:

love 

just 

is…

existing independently 

of my concerns, desires, or needs 

to make things comprehensible…

and love is certainly 

unconcerned 

with any human idea/concept/requirement for 

fairness…

it was once I let go of the need to see love in reference to me 

that I came to understand how the god-love truly is…

a free-agent force within nature 

but unlike nature’s other charges, like gravity for example,

it affects us so capriciously…

at least gravity obeys the predictable rules of physics…

love truly is chaos theory…Heisenberg’s theory of uncertainty…the un-unified theory of the universe…

but bear it in mind…

love is not physical reality, 

process the love-god in spiritual terms… 

in a survival of the fittest world competing with every other god’s religion 

(as well as every devil’s: what, you don’t think they have their interests to protect as well?),

love’s got to do what love’s got to do…

the operations of love, just like in any other god’s religion, is just looking for as many vulnerable souls as it can find who are experiencing moments/minutes/hours/days/weeks/years/lifetimes of weakness to propagandized them – sing along: all you need is love – so as to deliver them as converts to love so love can persuade others to join love so it can use love to transform them into eager new believers ready to hunt for other potential converts for love… 

a cycle familiar to any witness…

the practice of love is a pyramid scheme…

just as any smart god would have their religion be…

but even more than the operations of other major religions, love has a feedback loop within its own religiosity as it argues a faith that’s 

theoretical, not real…

unprovable, yet persuasive…

clean, not chaotic…

it wants you to come voluntarily to a place that Einstein’s physics argues exists which our Newtonian reality can’t feel on the day-to-day…

but love’s mutable conventions are only understandable once one let’s go of all that we thought love was…

the way we thought love happens…

(an easy clue: think mob psychology versus existentialism)

just the way the collusion of 

the poets and the priests and the scientists 

and the writers and the saints and the empiricists 

and the artists and the martyrs and the researchers invited us to believe…

and that’s why this ode is a eulogy to the idea of love, the spirit that is love, 

cast in the terms of romantic disenfranchisement…

it is only through a death poem 

that a new understanding of love’s purpose can be born, 

and even though 

I don’t know nothing about birthing no babies, 
I am, 

so to speak, 

the midwife of a new dawn

for our knowingness about love…

welcome to the light…

and with the bright light shining on love 

one will come to understand that 

love is not 

about beatification, 

about acknowledging god’s grace, 

about accepting that there is a plan for all of us to fulfill…

no,

love is all about love…

but the only way we can know 

about love’s (accuse the personification) self-centeredness 

is to see the results of what love has wrought in ourselves…

just like with crack, 

if you want to know love’s ten minute high

you’ve got to accept the valley of death that love abandons us to…

to help us on this new look

think of love as a three-stage process which results in the

the creation of what could never have been imagined to be…

as well as the destruction of what one thought would be forever…

to start, as noted, accept that 

you must see 

love as separate and free of the figures it fucks up…

so in the   

the honeymoon -- 1st stage love: it

alights upon,

inhabits,

seduces,

combines…

then reality sets in -- 2nd stage love: it

transforms,

manipulates,

infests,

mutilates

then killer -- 3rd stage love: it

laughs at,

destroys,

separates, and 

abandons, 

becoming as free and detach as it started, 

ready to hunt down its next victim…

I sacrifice myself as an example for this new look at love…

I have already been the fool three times for love (three times I’m willing to acknowledge publicly), 

what’s one more time…

if you recognize yourself at any time,

feel free to substitute yourself if the mood strikes, 

otherwise follow along as the ode bodes well for a eulogy of love…

and the death/re-birth of the spirit of man…

PROLOGUE: PART 2 – WHO ARE WE TALKING ABOUT HERE

before we journey to my epiphany 

let’s introduce the major players…

I, of course, should not be considered one of the players…

you see, 

I got played by love 

(at least I admit it…everyone of you out there has been played… repeatedly…and still want the rest of us to think that you are the ones in control…hah!), 

so I am definitely not a “player” in the modern sense of the word…

but I guess in the shakespearean sense I am undoubtedly one of those with a part to play…

so let me start by introducing myself…

call me “I”…

(sometimes known by my nickname “me”)

why “I”…

it’s quick, easy, and saves typing time…

and who is “I”…

after spending 40 days/40 nights alone 

in the desert of manhattan, 

I came up with one ”I” a day…

1. I am a work in progress

2. I have predispositions

3. I am a moral relativist

4. I am a generalist

5. I teach

6. I am a hypocrite: I don’t act/do what I know

7. I am a responsible hedonist

8. I am a cautious extremist

9. I am lazy and industrious

10. I hunger and thirst voraciously

11. I am Apollonian (I am Dionysian)

12. I dance

13. I survive

14. I am scared

15. I am not too scared to try

16. I need what I want

17. I am weather-effected

18. I am water-devoted

19. I care

20. I avoid people to shirk the responsibility of caring 

21. I question

22. I explore

23. I appreciate

24. I lie to identify with/to be accepted

25. I procrastinate

26. I crave presence

27. I nurture

28. I want to believe

29. I am prone to martyrdom

30. I write to feel/I rewrite to think and feel

31. I need to be by myself/I need to be around people/I need to be with someone/I need to be with the one(s) I want to be with

32. I am my shortcomings

33. I perform 

34. In spite of myself I succeed

35. I will never be able to spell

36. I wonder

37. I philosophize

38. I fuck

39. I am

40. I used to love

what a mess…but life’s messy and 

that’s who I am in life…

except that…

I have been thinking about that last one…

#40…

“I used to love”…

and I’ve come to believe that if we are going to understand what love truly is, then we need a new way of talking about love that captures love’s essence, 

and why not start right now…

saying “I used to love” is just plain wrong,

just like saying “I am in love”…

it’s wrong because it puts us in control of love…

if I’ve learned nothing else I have learned that

only love is love’s master…

therefore, let’s say it right…

“love is in us”…

“love was in me”…

or, much the same way you would say, “I caught a cold,” 

say “love caught me again”…

used in a sentence: 

“that motherfucker love, I was minding my own business, not doing anything to anybody, and love caught me again, that motherfucker”…

(I told you I was still a bit annoyed about this whole love thing)

or, if you want to be retro and hip and colloquial and groovy, say:

“once again, I got that love-thing happening inside me”…

depends on how cool you are/want to be…

but let’s be real…

love is like:

“kenneth, what is the frequency”…

we are radios and love is the signal that our antennas are trying to tune into...except that there are continual storms on our horizons that interfere with our being able to capture love’s signal so we continually fade in and out of love’s reception…

so when love is there, it’s there with no guarantees as to how clear the sound will be or how long we will be able to receive it…and, just as you would expect, love’s unavailable just when it gets to the good part of a song you’ve been dying to hear…

fuck love…

(sorry, just let that slip)…

it gets worse…

while I may be tuning into love on one frequency, there is no guarantee that the object of my attention is receiving love on the same station…

oh shit…

and it is never ever clear that even if you both are tuned into the same wavelength that you are both receiving love with the same strength…

oh shit…

nor is it clear that love is going to stay on the same station for both of you for the same amount of time because it could be continuous for one of you and in and out and in and out and out and out for the other …

oh the permutations, the humanity…

oh yeah, oh shit…

that motherfucker love…

(sorry, again, I’m going to try to control myself better)

(perhaps a another simile will help):

love’s transforming effects are like a nuclear explosion,

but it’s sort of like that old saying,

it’s not the heat it’s the humidity…

while some are immediately and completely annihilated by love’s immediate blast (poor boys/girls, just can’t handle love at first sight),

for the most part, love’s effects are like radiation, 

its mutating impact is most strongly felt over time…

over time the person who love digs its hooks into 

becomes different, 

is changed, 

(I won’t say “evolves” -- too positively value-laden)

is altered…

in ways in which no will ever be able to predict…

isn’t love grand…

sorry for that digression,

let’s get back to the reason for prologue #2

and introduce the rest of the cast: 

the other players in this ode can be divided into three’s: 

the star-fuckers (consider me the “star” being fucked over)

are three in number…

what I should call them is what they were:

“so bad”

“my bad”

and

“what the fuck was I thinking?”

but that’s a little too trite…

let’s just use names…

in an obvious homage to tarantino 

(give credit when you rip off some other artisan)

lets call them miss pink,

miss yellow.

miss red…

you know,

honestly,

that takes too much typing time too,

I mean, this is a poem not a novel, a long poem true but let’s not get carried away with ourselves…

so let’s just drop all the “misses” 

and just call them by their colors,
y’all ok with that, right…

thank you, appreciate it…

of course, the colors mean something,

I mean this a poem, right…got to mean something, right…

of course, the obvious will be obvious 

and 

if the colors mean anything more than the obvious 

then those who are less than 

oblivious 

will get it

and those who won’t,

won’t…(and they won’t miss not knowing it either – you know, that old “ignorance is bliss” thing)

just like love…

now you’ve met everybody,

can we finally get on with this eulogy now…

PINK CHAPTER: COLOR ME STUPID

backdrop:

pink and I had so much in common…

we were both in love…

I was in love with her,

as was she…

she loved herself as much as I did…

and I really really really loved pink…

unfortunately, even with my love added to pink’s love for her, that barely added up to her happiness for her,

and as soon as I started to want some return on my love investment…

HONEYMOON 1st Stage

looking for no one, 

I meet you, all I ever

dreamed of, in my grasp 

rebounding: you, me…

me off dead love, you from life…

we bounce together…

right for each other…

hmmm, that’s an interesting,

and unexplored, point

intelligence more

pronounced than expected moves

me…unexpected

commitment without

thinking, I believe, may have

consequences…truth…

commitment based on

feelings, without thought, makes for

lot’s of bad poems 

when you giggled at

all my jokes, all I said, I

was three-card-monte--ed

why me I ask me…

as beautiful as you are,

why me, mystery…

your validation

of the space in my vision

where I become me

before without you

chivalry lived within me…

together, duty

our first days, touching 

you, I felt more than a man…

a god incarnate

endless talk, hours, nights,

on the phone, speaking to one

once only dreamed of

softened, glancing at

such beauty…your patience steels 

me…relief…fulfilled…

you submitted so

effortlessly I really

thought that we were real

pledged satisfaction

satisfaction delivered

I’m the man…the man

you needed so much

so empty and such sadness,

all your creation…

surprising beauty

enveloped by illusion

as the moon light dimmed 

intelligence tapped

rarely, encased grandly, yet

undeveloped…sad

courted you longer

than any other…wanted

more…accordingly 

an actress’s charm

on display outside closed doors

hidden when we’re home

thought I was in charge

of me, didn’t realize 

I had no clue, bliss

evaluating

my unconscious need to give…

you receive, you take

rushing in blindly, 

histrionically saved

your day, harbinger

not seeing, caring,

about anything except a chance

to fulfill my dreams

I look with desire 

awestruck at god’s handicraft,

symmetry smiles

old enough, right, yes,

to be perfected but yet 

not to know better

I wanted badly…

I could not see…better said,

I pulled down the shades

fruit dripping down you…

my tongue delights in licking…

orgasmic fructose

don’t love you for fame

unaware of your time in 

klieg lights, never cared

confusing talent,

why can’t you see what I see…

simply present it

your past woe stories,

abuse, misuse obscures your

role, attracts solace

I support you, true…

if only you would support

you the same…why not…

exploding inside

you, my toes beam messages

of joy, celebrate…

you watch as we love…

see, even then outside of

you, me being us

rapture relieves you

of the chance to fulfill in

reciprocation

living in the past

you’re a walking memory,

forgetting today

longing to kiss you

I feel the sweet taste of you 

dripping from my lips

music will save us…

it is my drug of choice, babe

but will you sing…no…. 

we sleep, you awake,

you rise, face away, I swoon 

at your cello back 

I’ll be forever

in awe at the way in which

beauty parts water

taking forever

to dress, the results leave me

breathless, take it off…

your independence

disappears with the last of

charade’s liberty

you stay with me and

I have you willingly and

so wonderously

you awake to me

inside you much the same way

you went to sleep, thrill

no one, please repeat,

no one was as beautiful

as  your waking smile

no one, must repeat,

no one was as deadening

as you waking sad

REALITY 2nd Stage

you played me so well

for months I didn’t know the

rules of engagement

not knowing the rules 

of engagement, soon enough,

I was engaged…gone…

depression stunts you…

I cheerlead you…nursing you,

I win and lose you

you were always late

time’s polar opposite, you

repelled from deadlines

your heart breaks me and

soon I am held together

by my need for you

when we walk the streets

your face draws men’s eyes and your

presence draws girl’s ire

I debate myself…

can or should I leave my balls

in your care…too late

I loved you baby

and you don’t love us enough…

sad the way love is 

third finger, left hand…

blinded by the light in the

ice, remember me…

I don’t want to love

you anymore, please go, close

love’s door behind you

you stay in my bed

riveted to your depths and

my meaninglessness

you eat and eat and 

eat and eat and eat and eat…

I love all of you…

sadness creeps into you

as you recognize who you

are, lost in time gone

don’t know what to do

when all I’ve done does nothing…

want you as you were… 

what do I, can I

be that will make us work…

I’ll do everything…

whatever you want,

whenever you want it, I

sacrifice it all

I tip toe around

you while your setting mood swings

me, merry-go-round

I lost me to you…

I want to find us as we

were, then I’d love me

is there anyplace 

to run that will take me far

from my voice crying

you spent my hard-earned

dinero as if we were

always…liar, thief…

some lost in tech stocks,

my bubble burst investing

in daydreams of us…

the momentary

notice of your selfishness

floods your eyes, soon gone…

we buy, shop, purchase,

I in hopes of bringing you 

joy…you, who knows why

KILLER 3rd Stage

what is so damn good

about Good Friday when you’re

crucified wrongly

knew you were leaving 

me, and even preparing

didn’t stop the pain

needed you to stay…

wanted you to go…no win

situation…life…

sitting in my room

I hide from you, doesn’t work,

my lust controls me

after we had sex,

not made love, you asked why…our 

end was near and clear…

I mourn myself and 

cry tears unstopping, weeping

my innocence gone…

consensus among 

friends: you lost a good man, bye…

my well still feels dry

right here and right now

you’ve jacked my future, I am 

living history

dampness in the air

drenches my shirt much the way

my tears soak my soul

you ask what to do

for me…you’ve sent me gone…would

dying be too much

no comfort zone here,

intimate strangers feeling

nothing, believe less

felt nothing today

start of a glorious week

same thing tomorrow

your voice is distant…

echoes seem farther away,

love as it’s always

yes, t’would be easy,

blaming you for all things, no

need, changes nothing

you own my life now

whether you know it or not,

I believed, you know

why you’re in my space,

still, is annoying as hell,

please, leave my head be

eternal love, said

by a woman, is a lie…

I said it, a lie

I write you away

you still keep turning up though…

go, stay away, please

even when working

you creep into my thoughts and

I wish I could sigh…

you’re my physical

pain, my heart beat races while 

my lung collapses…

did everything 

songs said to do to keep you,

still you are gone…damn

I don’t talk about 

you to friends anymore, I

forgive their boredom

so easily said --

get over it -- as if real 

love were so easy

I’m filling a sea 

of need drop by drop…so far…

got a small puddle

yeh!! you freed yourself 

you saved yourself, but hey wait…

come back, don’t leave me…

I hear our first-kiss

song and my stomach knots…so

Pavlovian…sad…

whose child did you lose…

six times for you, would be my 

twice, but was it ours…

surprise…past lovers

emerge, friends betray, lives die…

‘tis new ground for me…

money buys not peace

but time to reconsider

the worth of today

walking through the fog…

little to see, less to know…

heart beats match foot steps

persuade me, I say

to myself, that I can show

her I feel fine…hah…

the whole clown and mask

thing…I’m ok with that, yep,

totally ok

sunglasses keep the blues

from leaving my eyes, don’t want

to blind innocents

woke up again, keep 

doing that, damn, another

daymare to endure

still in my head

go away, go away, go…

leave me my soul, please

see your own way out…

my heart, while empty, prefers

vacancy to you 

YELLOW CHAPTER: COLOR ME STUPIDER


backdrop:

there’s two things one has to do when love fucks over you:

you got to figure what role you played in letting love play you…

problems… 

and then you have to take the lessons learned and apply them to the next time love comes looking for you…

learning lessons about how tricky love can be 

is what the next relationship is all about…

I thought I learned my lesson from pink:

I needed not to lose me in someone else’s fantasy…

I carried that lesson into love’s cohabitation with yellow…

problem is,

at least as far as I was concerned,

even though I understood where I had veered off course

my course corrections did not put me on the correct course…

you see,

(switch subjects, switch metaphors)

love’s like bre’er rabbit…you think you got love captured in the briar patch and then, pow, you wind up with tar all over you…

HONEYMOON 1st Stage

I’m bonded again

hormones, chemicals erupt,

independence lost…

feeling your voice soar

my blood floods to my loins

I need to have you…

I feel what you are

which unfortunately may/

may-not bond with me

you want me to be

what I show you of me, can’t

be that all the time

so stunned by your soul,

your physique I neglect to

check, pleasant surprise

I have dreams unknown

themes not understood/captured,

dominating me

we danced joyously

this night, first time, but rarely

to be repeated

you are a force of 

nature, so naturally, 

my nature rises

you are sun shining

on me and your rays warm my

slain dormant desire 

curves soft to my touch,

flesh dissolving into lust…

I am blind again

enlightened by our

common lover, music lives

in us as air does

we are cruise control

rolling down love’s lane, is this

the way most live, wow…

our adventures in

paradise bring us to heights

from which we are gods

I always have things

to say to you, joyous, but

I talk carefully

you always have things

to say to me, pious you

chat, I don’t reveal

I wake to your stares

trying to see inside me,

penetrate my dreams…

see us in the glass…

wonder how lucky am I…

hopeful reflection

you want on your terms,

admirable, however,

no one is in charge…

your body language

tells me I am yours, but not

your real language, damn

your confession draws

me into a love pact which

puts you on your back

loving with quickness

that confuses feelings for

identifying

I sweat your hair straight…

I laugh at your dilemma,

future hair woes, hey…

acceptance comes with

fine print unread, wish I had

had my glasses on

perfect/imperfect…

together, it’s all you are…

do we complement…

you structure your day

and schedule life so well…hey,

where’s time for fun…nope

family means all

to you, fine…just can’t help feel…

all leaves me without

KILLER 2nd Stage

individual

you are always, me lost in

you, can not find me

you are always your

individual, I’m lost

to you, don’t know me

attack from nowhere

so unexpected, I lie…

why do I lie…why…

for my first time, I’m 

in a space where all I try 

and do means nothing…

what is my role here…

protect you, support you, heal…

I really don’t know

I start to question

what I once thought I knew and

now don’t have a clue

can’t stop complying

while you tell me what to do 

for you, detriment..

can’t stop running to

be what you need me to be

for you, obedience…

can’t stop thinking of

our sham of your loving the 

me you see, mirage…

can’t fade the past from

your mind so you have my soul

as your companion

light morning rain drops…

we move sideways, no contact…

much the way we sleep

thunder, lightening, sounds

that used to morph you, me, us

into love cocoons

so moist your voice is

in dulcet tones acid flows 

sweet and sour, like life

how to be me and 

keep you with me…play the me

you want me to be

are you my last chance…

if I think you are, I act 

like you are, not good….

I say whatever

I need to say for you to

stay…should I…I do….

you sleep, I dream me…

sleep-riding me to places 

for me to be me

my night dreams become

day dreams…soon, no difference

between night and day

lines once so defined

blur and I cross back and forth

soon no more lines, lost…

I rationalize

instead of confronting us…

too weak to be me

I share what is yours

without asking you whether

permission matters

the cycle I am in

I created, I’ve no one 

but me to question

question: why when I 

knew I was going wrong, could

I not stop…tell me…

never walked the path

of betrayal before…a

new me…we hate me

in one night, one hour,

I become the one I used

to warn others of

when I chose this path,

unconsciously, I chose our

death hoping rebirth

If I had asked me 

which way, I would have struck me…

may have helped…doubt it

KILLER 3rd Stage

want to blame someone

someone responsible for this

damn god damn god damn

me no recognize…

we unrecognizable…

you no recognize..

I did this to me…

no one wants what no one wants…

accept siren’s song

yeah, I fucked up bad…

will weigh on me forever…

legacy’s footnote

memories mark me…

think hawthorne’s scarlet “A,” I

label me “asshole”

death is cowardly,

I stay bravely, but no cheers,

I caused all of this

drinking’s advantage:

high’s come down, think the moon viewed

in a cesspool’s puddle

vodka, rum, gin, beer

more than enough to burrow

beneath thoughts of you

times rejuvenates,

alcohol flows, ganja wafts…

who were we again

I stand still thinking:

if I felt nothing, for sure,

could I find my home

like blizzard’s first flakes

fell clues of my demise, slow,

deliberately

death simplifies things

avoids dying’s messiness,

saves us all, all things

I wish you would call

telling me you’ve rethought us…

I know you won’t call

you sent me packing

love and money lost, so sad,

both sent far from me

hate telling our tale,

it makes me sad reliving wrongs 

thought long gone still here

knew what I had done,

I rolled the dice knowingly,

I crapped out, fuck it

new lovers: Chopin,

Alize, Bacardi, all 

fill the space you left

those who keep saying

time heals all wounds, have never

been in love with you…

days without you keep

coming without requesting

authorization 

people think that my

smiling means I’m over you…

I tell you, I’m good…

out-of-town, in-town

thousands of miles, fifteen miles,

nowhere near closer

hearing your voice I

shiver, just as I do when 

south winds turn northern

I hallucinate

what today would be if my

yesterday had not 

abandoned in the 

dense forests of my childhood

nightmares, familiar

why think about me…

why not just be here with me…

women, can’t live with…

you fantasize me…

not being with that person,

your tales keep you free

when you wanted a

baby/cat/dog, whatever,

that meant me second…

I betray myself,

agreeing to let you be

free…I lie, please stay…

want to be ok

rather than oblivious…

seen through a shot glass 

my life viewed through the

prism of liquor and drugs…

not half bad…yeah right

Sunday without you…

always the hardest to bear…

no resurrection  

I do what you say,

will you give me what I want…

my dreams stay my dreams

don’t know anymore

why I would want to connect…

leaves crushed underfoot

paths walked down once more

something different this time, yes,

rainfall not rainbows

I wait fruitlessly

to hear three little words save

me…I forgive you…

you are gone to me,

part of me left you first, damn

me to hell, damn me

sun rises…for what…

it has a nature all its

own, cares naught for me

all others turned to

discarded, their purpose served…

the search starts anew…

RED CHAPTER: COLOR ME BLIND

backdrop:

after all that I went through with yellow, knew that before the next time, had to practice seeing clearly 

and being me

so that I could be ready for the real deal…

I just knew that I wasn’t going to fuck myself up and let love rule again…

guess what…

fucked around and fucked myself up and let love walk right in the motherfucking  door with a free pass and a blast from the past…

underestimated what love can do…

didn’t have enough respect for love’s powers…its prowess…thought I could handle love…

fuck was I thinking…

love played me like a laboratory rat in a skinner box…

all it had to do was reinforce me intermittently and then deny it did anything…

I was putty in love’s hands…

or should I say red’s hands…

HONEYMOON 1st Stage

so what exactly 

does being friends mean to you?

am I doing this?

first meeting: love barged

in my door, bum-rushed my ass,

left me in your wake

your beauty so fresh,

so raw, so on the verge of

becoming, must see

so smart, so quick, so…

words fail me seeing so much

promise, must be there

wanting you too soon

not knowing where your head was

resistance ignored

you fled from me then,

out my door, your slam lives with 

me, echoing still

back in my life, I’ll

do any and all you want…

the echo quiets

your walk’s rhythm keeps

time with my heart, your ass is

my atomic clock

you easily lay

your head on my chest, lean on

my acceptance, safe…

your subtle lead soon

becomes assumptive with ease…

I acquiesce, truth…

the complete package

so near to me, so far too,

ignore finale…

the first time in my

life, I see me as older 

than I feel…am I

I am drawn into 

your flame, third-degree love, no

resistance, sadly…

fingers intertwined

visualize delusions

of togetherness

I had red and green

blindness staring at you in 

forests of roses

you think I’m with you

to show off to the world, no,

you’re my world, just you

your stimulation 

heats my nights, we party wild,

burning cash, crazy…

even not being

within you I feel more live

than those I’m inside

candlelight dances

a soft flowing duet with

strands of your hair…aahhh…

dancing through the night,

ecstasy unleashed pleases

my soul, my loins…

together: trance, bliss,

rapture, thrill, joy, elation…

igloo candy, more…

you dance so simply

yet I know how you can dance

when we’re each other 

we drink champagne like

it is water which is the 

way you slip away

I’ll be there for you…

that’s what I die to hear you say…

fantasy prevails

I sense all your needs

I fulfill all your wishes

save one, true love, damn…

you know me so well

and not at all, how the fuck

can that be, karma…

I act like we are

fucking…can we not fuck, be

friends, and be ok?

I act like we are

lovers…can we not love, be 

friends, and be ok?

I act like we are 

lovers….can we not be friends

and fuck? I’ll be ok…

why tell me what your 

friends think our destiny is

if you don’t feel it

my generation’s

songs say “I’ll do anything

for you,” I will, yes…

why is it you know

every song’s words and how

to play me as well…

we plan journeys, you

invite your friends and I must

time-share you, ok… 

your drawn to action

wherever, whenever, and

whomever, just you…

energizer is

both your charm and your draw and

your repulsion, yichs!!

you send more messages

than you claim, I take notice

of ones I want to be

when you do listen

to me, you really listen,

attention melts me…

when you disagree

there’s nothing I can say, my

idiocy overcomes…

comfort of just us

leads me to think that justice 

reigns when we’re alone

do I want what I

will never have…I do…but

why do that to me…

REALITY 2nd Stage

how in god’s name does

anyone ever say no 

to you, tell me please…

trying out being

myself and in love and in 

control…not working…

the door swings one way

between all my fantasies 

and our reality…

I wait to plan my

life, writing my day planner

based on your whims, sheesh

I live and die in

wait of you, by now though I

should be me, right, not…

why is it that I

forget how mad I am while

I wait…see you…joy…

knowing the power

you have over me, you opt

for your enjoyment

why do I confuse

the fun we have partying

with what we are not

joyful afternoon,

crazy lust dies once the sun

shower washes us

seeing potential

die as your words fire shots

through me…whiskey please…

cross-purposes tend

to make for interesting

conversations, right…

not one to play games,

marking another notch earned

my life’s love’s last catch

mecurically

invested, you explode, I

wait days, you return…

I want to go far

far away from where we have

walked, touched, kissed, loved…yes

can I go far, far

away from anywhere we’ve

walked, touched, kissed, loved…no

vacating my soul

on vacation with you, is

there an exit door

embarrassing me

you dance with everyone

you want, please leave me

I sleep on the couch,

exiled, transgressions you say

that offend your sleep 

this whole perspective

thing…does it really work for 

people…must be me…

road kill…gave you keys, 

pumped your gas, then mapquesting,

you killed me off-road

pain’s illusion lights

my path, your reflection still

blinds my resistance

rings of my cell phone 

burn like I’m dancing on hot

coals…woe, it’s not you

what are you doing

when I’m thinking only of

what you are doing

if we are solely

responsible for our own

happiness, resigned

KILLER 3rd Stage

one day your presence

won’t be all I think about,

hurry, please, one day

hate meeting new girls…

so do need to meet new girls…

new girls soon gone girls

thinking about you

occupies more time, more than

being with you did

should have had some pride,

instead I cantered behind,

need sadly displayed

repeating patterns

still here, inside you I live,

outside you I die

yes, you are selfish

yes, I nurture selfishness

yes, I clown myself

asking me to do

what you would not do for you

knowing all I’ll do

sitting in moonlight

staring at the river flow…

hope you too will pass

can I please just be

a man one time and not call…

sorry, not this time…

searching for respect

I look to you for a clue 

you hide my pride gone

I think only of

you, write only about you,

everything you…

why don’t you call me…

relieve me my misery…

caller ID blues…

takes every ounce

of pride for me not to call…

strung out over you…

why does what I want

usually win over 

what I know is right

my mind hunts you, it

follows your path even though

my eyes don’t see you

though I don’t see you

my dreams pursue you, stalking…

look what I’ve become

are you with someone…

are you having fun, laughing…

are you singular…

being who I want

to be so much easier

lying near to you

I wake thinking of

you and what will make your day…

do you…wishful thoughts

when I’m alone you’re

never far away…I need 

some real people near

this fixation stuff…

reading over it scares me…

don’t look…made you look…

me reading me, these

obsession bits scare me and

I ain’t never scared…

spending enough time

just writing, the day passes…

no embarrassments…

if I can just write

my self a way far from you 

then I’ll be ok

Scared of myself…

I pretend to be my friend

embodied in you

why can’t I run from

me, why can’t I turn my back

and run far from you

whew…that was real close

for a moment I thought you

were noticing me

playing out two lives:

you want all that is, and I

need all that you are

assumptive, you want

before you greet me, I lie,

truth is, justify…

time away from me

you find one you really want

with my deposits

my phone rests, quiet…

no longer worn down by you

my mind settles, ahhh…

your doubts creep, again…

seeking clarity you turn

to one you value

so what exactly 

does being friends mean to us?

we are doing this…

CODA – WHY ALL THESE POEMS JUST ABOUT ROMANCE IF THIS IS EULOGY WAS SUPPOSED TO BE ABOUT LOVE 

admit it now, you are a bit curious about why I’ve 

stacked the deck here against love

I may be bitter but don’t blame me…

blame the English language…

if love 

just

is,

it is a many splendor thing which all boils down to this…

love is connection…

love is our understanding that we share something in common…

when we recognize that love pulls up to our bumper babe, we connect…

but problematically,

sometimes it’s a full and complete connection on a variety of levels, 

sometimes it’s a partial but still meaningful connect on a few, 

sometimes it’s a tangential brush situationally/circumstantialy-driven ,

but however it happens

it’s a connection nevertheless…

and more importantly 

it is what the detection of ANY connection does to us…

on a fundamental, unconscious level

any time love makes a connection, on the smallest to the grandest scale, it assures that 

we are not alone…

something that is not obviously clear considering the physical separation we have from each other…

but it is true,

we are connected, we are each other…

because we are all, 

evolutionarily 

biologically,

chemically,

physically,

psychologically,

socially,

(and any other scientific–ally you can think of)

a part of each other…

which is pretty damn re-assuring

and that’s why we love love so much…

but here’s the problem with love

or with us…

ok let’s be specific in this poem, 

with me…

it wasn’t about love

because as I said before

love

just

is…

it was about us (or me) 

and how we see (I saw) love that’s got to be addressed

and the way I see it,

it’s all about how we (I) conceptualized love, talked about love and that’s the problem with English…

the English language has got one word, love, for a connection which operates on too many levels

to be captured by one word…

but that’s all we’ve (I’ve) got…

in English…

at least if we were old-school Latin we could call love in three’s,

mimicing the way the Eskimo has many words for all types of snow,

if we could see love in many more of its manifestations then 

the romantic love, the eros, 

I’ve been ranting against could be helpfully contrasted to

the agape love that real friends share between each other…

(familia love, family love, is way too complicated to talk about here and many other treatise have already been written, so no need to add my fifty cent in)…

but in agape, people tend to see love more clearly than they do in eros… 

(tend to…even here things can get messy but if there is a chance to see love for what it truly can be, this is a good as it gets)…

with agape, we all find it easier to accept that there are some we love because we have so much in common with them, 

those we call our closest and best friends…

and some we love because we have just one passion we share with them,

those we associate with that shared interest 

-- our tennis buddy, our movie pal…

with agape 

we are ok with the idea that love connects us differently with different people, different potentialities, different circumstances, different realities…

we are ok with the idea of accepting the opportunities as well as limitations of love’s connections…

we don’t try to make more out of what there is…

we don’t limit that which there can be…

we play agape out and accept what’s there…

and if and when love moves on, for what ever reason, we accept the change in friends without losing our minds…we may miss them but we don’t temporarily  lose touch with reality over it…

lord knows none of that happens in eros…

in eros, we feel love’s heat creating connectivity and, 

too often,

just like me,

we try to make way-more of what there is when 

most of the times 

we should just see what love’s offering, 

accept that which is there, 

react to it appropriately 

(rather than hopefully), 

enjoy it, 

and go on about our business…

how…

how in god’s name do we do that when I’ve just shown you all that eros can do..

let me break it down for you…

in psychology 

(which is supposed to be about the study of human behavior – 

don’t get me started), 

researchers, 

when they are trying to conduct experiments, 

often talk about abstract concepts that theoretically are related/linked to behavior…

take love for example…

regardless of whether or not  we were operating under the older schema of love being an emotion, or emotional state, or state of being –take your pick – 

or the new schema, knowing that 

love

just

is…

regardless,

we would be looking for some behavior that we can measure to operationalize this theoretical construct…

(I know, this is all pretty heady head-stuff after all that gut wrench, but bear with me, I will only take a minute or so more of your time…)

one such behavior would be romance, 

there are things that we do, 

I did, 

that are the romantic behavior by which love can be measured…

it is how we show people the evidence of our love, 

executing romantic expressions… 

so while I haiku-ed about romance, 

what I really am suggesting is not the death of something we can’t control, love, but the rethinking of something we can…

romance…

romance is something that we do when we are inhabited by love. but what I am suggesting is something quite the contrary, perhaps even radically revolutionary…

I am suggesting that we, humans, me among them, that 

I (we) can be touched by love in eros, 

resists its distracting effects, and 

react more apporpriately…

a bad analogy but the only one I’ve got: 

it would like being prejudiced without being racist…

one could harbor ill-will towards whomever one irrationally-dislikes, but one does not have to act upon those feelings when one is in the company of said parties, in fact, one could make an effort to recognize those predispositions and act contrarily…

it happens…

it happens…

in fact, if the person does just that over time, then what happens is that the original prejudices loosen their grips upon the person’s psyche and they come to feel and see themselves differently, progressively new and improved…

think about it…

transforming this same logic to love and romance and we may be unto something…

a way for love in eros to be with us without love 

overloading our circuits and taking control…

there are always a myriad of alternatives, 

but, don’t forget, what we are really talking about here is 

the difference between someone who doesn’t have a clue he’s getting fucked when he thinks that everything’s going ok 

and then 

someone who finds out he’s been fucked and doesn’t have a clue about what happened and what he was supposed to be doing about it…

and there’s love sitting back smoking a newport…

at the time in each three cases I was so confused…

I thought that it was a problem 

between me and the pink/yellow/red…

I was so clueless…

I tried to make a full-eros connection when, 

better approached, 

I should have enjoyed sharing with pink, yellow, and red on 

whatever levels/dimensions/perspectives 

we were linked and 

left it alone…

but no… 

I couldn’t do that…

I wanted the full monty each time a partial or tangential relation happened…

all the while it was love dipping in and out of my life, 

our lives,

and fucking around…

love got jokes…

and I’ve been one of them…

not no mo’…

I have revealed the punch line so that others can avoid being laughed at by love…

motherfucker…

(even though this ode is over, you can see that I’m still somewhat pissed by this whole situation, and basically am not going to be getting over it any time soon, regardless of my epiphany -- so much for all that catharsis crap) 

still, 

I’m a poet 

and I’ve done my best to do what I can do

and that’s bleed all over the paper so that if you recognize your blood type you can apply an emotional tourniquet…

so, while this has been 

a eulogy to love

it should also be seen as 

the birth of eros, agape, and familia…

my job here is done…

go out, live your life…

ready…

here we go…
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