 Fall 

by  Matthew prince,  26th August 2001.   

About a tough time in my life.

Peach orchards just outside the wire fences of the playground 

The pavement's sprinkled with crisp dead leafs 

and then it comes to me 

there is no playground or pavement 

no crisp dead leafs 

I'm collapsed her in my bed, 

buckled over like a pine tree in a snowstorm 

Dreaming, Visualizing, Speculating Reminiscing 

Basically clinging; 

to all the memories 

to all the faces 

to all the feelings 

That I don't ever 

want to lose.  

I never wanted their celebration or 

to be illuminated as something brilliant 

I guess that's why the winter was so acoustic and distilled 

soaking up thoughts like a 

Florescent Goddess soaking up dusk 

in a hushed December night sky 

I was solitary and miserable 

Now my body 

browned by summer 

and yet still 

there's that part of me 

that feels like tragedy on train tracks 

or the stinger of a rankled hornet 

there's that part of me 

that aches every time I see 

The face of a beautiful woman 

lost among herself 

She 

is like 

a beautiful 

Maze. 

Complicated, 

delicate, 

elaborate, 

to be 

explored 

to be 

discovered. 

When the Modernist achieved comfort with simplism 

and lodged even further into the past for esteem 

Visionaries were stampeded like the cheap seats 

of Wrigley field during the lobe of summer 

and then they sadly but consciously faded away 

somewhere in-between nova 

and supernova 

paranoia has now reached a premium 

Not even the skeptics venture into the lobby of the soul 

an intertwined validation of logic and morale 

cackling and quarreling like grinding lollipops 

migrating like miniature cloudlets and thunder headed starlings 

throughout our neighborhoods and social plots 

Oh how we've lost it during these saturated years 

of tragedy and triumph 

of ornaments and halos 

prophecies and promises 

The fact that every man and woman sidesteps 

the transcendent truth of reality 

The fact that most of us will never be fully secure 

in this episode we call life 

Oh take me back to yesteryear 

When Angels weren't pitiable 

and epics weren't cliché 

epics were epics! 

but, 

The World 

The Beat ness of apathy 

and loss! oh loss! 

will always reel us back 

into our realms of vindication 

despite this! 

despite that! 

Despite pretending to live 

everyday 

as if it's your last 

Despite dreams! 

and ambition! 

Despite death! 

and disease! 

we'll always be 

reeled back into 

The "real" 

A broken heart; 

is like 

a single cycle of ice 

hanging from 

a cave 

deep in a 

somber forest 

by itself 

melting 

alone. 

 The essence would be an expression of pain caused by love loss.

Like a 

Renegade Star 

oh so sadly 

fallen from 

the glory 

of its 

constellation 

I have 

fallen 

from your 

love  

I ran up the hill 

like I used to run up the steps 

of his house 

when I was a child 

But; 

when I got to the top 

of the hill 

there was no one 

sitting around to 

greet me. 

Just a tombstone 

with a familiar 

name 

What if the loafers would have drove Buicks instead of Cadillac’s 

and smoked Kentuck' pipe tobacco instead of Castrol blunts 

And the alleys behind the bars were filled with Hebrew medicine men 

instead of Hoboken drunks 

Who would drink the four-year bourbon 

if not the mediocre at most gents blowing a weeks salary 

on smoke corrupted poker games 

Then the gentlemen sit back and smirk about crazy Leo and his tales 

Leo speaks of his 600 Sazuki 

Leo says it was a runner gentlemen 

A runner it was as he takes another drink 

Then the tender rings the bell and it's time to be gone 

Be gone Leo, be gone 

take the rest of your life with you 

Fumble forward into your auto 

Cruise up the by the docks and listen to Bob Dylan on the f.m 

"Dylan says forever young, Leo" 

"forever young" 

The fog's like a dream Leo 

Paint pictures in your head Leo 

"life isn't fair Leo" 

"life isn't fair Leo" 

Some are born, then they grow, and then they learn 

and then they love, and then they die 

Some are born, then they grow, and they learn, and then they die 

Some are born, then they grow, and then they die 

Some are born, and then they die 

"life isn't fair Leo" 

Get pissed off and red eyed 

Shake your head and claw your scalp 

Feel sorry for yourself, Leo 

but don't forget to feel sorry for the rest of us too 

Because, no Leo 

life isn't fair 

This life, a dense circumstance, we are given. It handed to us like a cardboard box in an assembly line. And we can do what we want with our box, but the weight on each person's shoulders is just an inequity. I sometimes question why didn't a God give us all first-rate educations and comfortable homes with love. Sometimes I wonder if we were given these lives as an experiment to see what kind of non-sense ideas and conclusions we can come up with. What kind of cages can we lock ourselves in. 

And what did you consume your millions for? A trophy? No. To die, to die. Will they remember you in 20 years? Probably. Will they remember you in 50 years? Maybe. Will they remember you in 100 years? I doubt it. Will they have anniversaries on the day of your death? And come to the graveyard wearing clothes with the accent of melancholy on them just to cover your grave with roses and memorials. Will they raise their glasses high and hail your simplicity for just a moment? 

and if you die alone, they'll never remember you, maybe you were diseased and insane, with no family, no love, no comfort, maybe you died in a merciless nursing home and no one cried, no one cried. Not even the Doctors when they covered your head. And they buried you in the local cemetery what for? No one knew you, No one cared about you. 

But they knew, they knew Nazis and lunatics. Politicians and Hollywood whores. They knew repressed idols with fictional morals and convictions. They knew names and places where they'd never traveled. They knew the name of the local weatherman and his useless facts, as if the weather mattered anyway. But not you, and you had it all in your sight, for a moment. You knew to picture the world from the outside, if at least just once. Just one time picture the world as an industry, a factory of grossness and growing population. 

And your fruits? Did you hold hands with the pretty blonde on the school bus when you were 6? Did you fall honestly in love for the first time at 16, and cry when she broke up with you months later? Did you marry a teary-eyed dream years later and forge a bond that couldn't be broken by the arch of hell itself? Did this make you feel secure? 

or no. no! You never fell in love You never had those butterflies in your stomach, You were so nervous and so shy. It would kill you to actually say something to that beautiful girl that works at the jewelry store in your local shopping center who's complexion looks like random glorification as the light from the gold reflects on her. You were just shade trees and a distraction. 

And you held back for what? You held back because you were waiting on death? You held back because you were afraid to live? You were so lackadaisical for chance? For Chance. For Faith? 

Why did you hold on! Why did you hold on! For steaming madness and frustration? For hiding the truth within yourself and acting serene? Did you hold on for dreams? And then dreams, the dreams didn't come true. The world was never appeasing or fair, it wasn't profitable or illustrious. It was pain! It was pain! 

and your family, your mother she used to brush your hair at night and hold you, you used to rest your head on her leg at night while you were watching television. Your father used to give you piggyback rides on his back and make you feel like Royalty. And they watched you grow, they watched you make mistakes, they cried when you cried. But years later when they passed all you had were portraits of kind faced strangers that you know longer knew, And this was your pension wasn't it? This was your meat. 

Or was it? Maybe not, Maybe you never had a father or mother, maybe they over dosed on drugs when you were barely 2 and the social workers came and put you in an orphanage where you pillaged with strangers and smiled. Because you didn't know any better, All you knew was to smirk and laugh innocently. And mommy and daddy were in heaven. Yes, that's right, Heaven. Years later you grew up angry and alone. Your insecurities led to drug abuse and trends. And every now and again, you'd shed a tear for the parents you never knew, the parents you never held, the attention, the security you never indulged. 

and you'll lay face up on the floor and cry, so the tears don't run down your cheeks, but out the curves of your eye sockets 

You yelled. You yelled at the top of the world, facing the moon during that summer on the coast. You were looking for answers, you were wondering why. You threw whiskey bottles against the rocks and as you heard them shatter you felt resurrected and conscious, because you. You were destruction. You were capable and unstable. 

After viewing the photo album 

I cried like a small child 

that had just been abandoned. 

But when I think about it 

I have been abandoned 

the people I loved 

the people I cherished 

now gone, 

forever 

Looking at these worn pitiable faces 

is like putting life 

in a shot glass 

and having the ability 

to drink it all 

at once 

Left the apartment this morning, stepped out not knowing where in the hell I was going. 

I was just being gone. 

It was starving cold, not the refreshing comfortable winter cold. But the painful numbing frozen tundra cold 

I was going for a walk. 

Going to blow off some steam. 

Equipped with a toboggan and some decently warm clothes, I was on my way 

I had a nice view of the sun illuminating the hills as it slowly started to rise. 

I walked through the small Italian town 

passed the restaurants and convenient stores 

I took a left turn up a street with lots of little houses 

A gardener smiled at me 

and said good day 

I nodded appealingly, 

walked to the end of the street 

came upon the local cemetery. 

I admired the beauty of the monuments and the memorials. 

Then I realized dead people were in the ground there. 

took a left turn at the cemetery. 

Walked about 8 blocks west. 

Saw an ambulance at a traffic light. 

Noticed a crashed car. 

Walked by the scene 

saw the paramedics putting a lady on a stretcher 

Kept on walking. 

Approached the funeral home 

Saw small children dressed in black. 

Old men wearing black 

ladies dressed in black. 

Smelt cinnamon cigars as I walked by the hearse 

Was lead in a diner by the scent of frying bacon & egg 

After I finished my breakfast I was walking out and noticed 

an old man limping towards the door with a newspaper in hand. 

I came back to the apartment. 

Thought: Life 

 What Poetry Needs 

by  Matthew prince,  1st November 2001.   

Ahhhh...

 Poetry Needs a moral: Be nice to people and maybe they'll be nice to you. 

Poetry needs some style: Be nice to the wandering Zucchini heads and maybe they'll be nice to you. 

Poetry needs culturing: Be nice to the wandering Zucchini headed Jewish refugees who are running from Spear chucking Zulu hellions. 

Poetry Needs a rhyme scheme: Be nice to the spicy, wandering, pondering Zucchini baby beanie-headed Jewish refugees who are running scared from Spear chucking, hip bucking Zulu hellions. 

Poetry Needs angst & profanity: Be nice to the spicy, wandering, pondering shit faced Zucchini baby beanie-headed Jewish refugee bastards who are running scared shitless from Spear chucking, hip bucking, pig fucking Zulu hellions. 

Poetry needs a naturalist benefit: Be nice to the spicy, wandering, pondering shit faced Zucchini baby beanie-headed Jewish refugee bastards who are running scared shitless from humble, honest, passionate, determined, spiritual, spear chucking, hip bucking, pig fucking Zulu hellions. 

Poetry needs originality: Aardvark.  

I find myself bundled in covers. 

Shivering at my desk 

deciphering the thought 

of how many nights 

I will have to sleep 

without you 

by my 

side 

Thinking to myself 

The world is like a snow globe 

people can.. 

shake it up. 

Yes. 

People can turn it upside down? 

yes. 

People can even drop it 

and break 

it. 

Yeah, late night, rain, rain. Pounding on my roof like zombies beating down walls in Night of The Living Dead. 

Makes me think.... 

What's on the other side of maladjusted harmonics and coffins? 

Fueless lanterns and Eyeless Owls? 

A contrasting and contradicting heaven? 

Perhaps a state of humbleness 

Then again; perhaps a state of nothingness 

I knew it was all downhill from that point.

5 years old, sitting in the passengers seat of my mother's car

with a bottle of orange soda in my hand.

We hit a pothole my soda starts spewing everywhere.

My mother makes me throw it out of the car.

I'm in disbelief at this point.

My precious orange soda gone.

and life was just beginning

night comes

die in a dream

wake up scared

day comes

nothing

night comes

die in a dream

wake up scared

counting down.

black is a color 

that I see during the night

before I fall asleep

before I dream

and through the darkness

lying head up on a pillow

I can see only 2 things

one is the color of your eyes

one is the ceiling

I love

her in

1 million

& 1 different

ways

It will take me

the rest of

my

life to

describe them

all

but,

I'm up 

for 

the challenge

