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Charles Michael Craven is a young poet published through-
out the known world despite never leaving his house out-
side of Austin for more than six hours at a time. On proba-
tion, the only bad habit he has yet to escape is the art of
spilling ink onto the dead trees of yesterday’s hope. 

Dedicated to the woman who woke me up
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Hidden hope
behind anger
is fear,
behind fear
is love,
behind love
is emotion,
behind emotion
is hope,
behind hope 
is me,
behind me
is her
and behind her
is where I want to be.

. 3 .

. Upside down fun Charles Michael Craven  .
.



Lie detector
I admit,
I’ve done it all before.

said I love you.
kissed the back of a neck.
chased after love.
spooned.

but they were all naïve
motions from a man chasing a 
T.V. dream.

with you it isn’t forced,
in fact
I fight against the grain.

I tell myself,
it is just another piece of pussy,
but it is all a lie.

you make the day warmer,
shorter,
blend together like a well made
Mexican martini.

life will go on, 
but I’ll never 
be 
the 
same.
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Fuck a clock
woke up at 11:07 a.m.
took a shower,
packed my sandwich,
grabbed my keys,
cell phone,
wallet
and county issued breathalyzer.

the car started (miracle).

got to the gas station
for a Powerade and 
the change on pump five.

at work by 12:15 p.m.,
off by 4:30,
at home with a girl half asleep by 5:15 p.m.,
asleep with by 6 p.m.,
at the bar by 7:30 p.m.,
home by 9 p.m.

and hopefully in bed
sooner than later
because 
no matter the schedule 
the way that ass bounces when she moves
can make any man
forget
what the fuck
a
watch 
is.
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Please cry wolf
maybe the wool
is firmly planted over both eyes
but I sit at a bar
with three dudes
her tongue has been in
and the only thing I’m worried about
is if the black fighter I put my money on
pulls off the upset.

comfortable with myself.
comfortable with her.
comfortable with us.

even if everything 
we’ve ever done
before the word us existed
suggests we should run the other way.

unfortunately,
I wear Chucks
and those type of low tops
haven’t been made for running
since 1937.
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Mirage
all of it was fake emotion
before you snuck through my window.

no real anger.
no real tears.
no real loss.

as if I was auditioning for a play
I was already acting out.

I don’t know the future,
all I have is the present.

stay with me until I remember
or you forget
that fairy tales
do not exist.
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Final last words
her first words
after our first time
was,
“don’t fall in love with me.”

over three months later
and she’s yet to leave my bed 
for over 72 hours at a time.

oh, how the mighty have fallen.

love is a tricky mistress (her phrase)
and so is she.

yet, her first words
after our first time
ring in the back of my head
like a broken school bell
because if I listen,
both of us will miss out
on something 
that could be special.
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A sucker for hope
not alone
on this globe,
but alone 
in this mind 
and that fact 
keeps my stomach in knots
and my head in the clouds
for long enough to miss true happiness
despite the love slapping in my face.

so when she says,
“I love you,”
I don’t believe her 
because I’ve said the exact same thing
and not meant it before.

but I kiss her
and hold her
and I even bend her over from
time to time
because deep down,
I hope it is true today
even if she takes it back
tomorrow.
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Worldwide Chuck
smoked chronic in Los Angeles,
got drunk in NYC,
did lines in Las Vegas,
walked the streets of Paris,
got rained on in London,
saw God at the Vatican,
visited Mickey Mouse in Florida,
got arrested in Houston, Austin and San Antonio,
lost money in Mississippi,
took peyote in El Paso,
watched football in Phoenix,
took a train over the Alps
and road tripped through most of America.

but for the life of me,
I’ve never enjoyed myself more
than in my bed 
with her
in Austin.
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I kiss her
and my mind goes blank.

I touch her
and my mind goes blank.

I stare at her while she sleeps
and my mind goes blank.

the perfect woman.

she makes my mind
go away.

and isn’t that the point of a loved one?

love
is not a word that even my boy Webster 
can define.

so,
I won’t try.

but if you could take a picture of it,
it’d be 
five feet tall
with glasses
an ass that doesn’t stop
and an attitude to match.

have I found it?

I suppose we never know.

but right now,
it feels
pretty great 
to
m
e
.

Lost
and

found



Salvation
she cooks.
she cleans.
she fucks.
she drinks.
she snorts.
she laughs.
she flirts.
she leaves.

and I can’t get enough.

God, help me.
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My new addiction
no reason to care,
yet I tasted the last kiss
more than any food 
or drink
or drug
that has ever touched my mouth.

so when she left to talk to her ex fiancé 
I kept drinking,
popping pills 
and conversed with the only friend that won’t leave.

the notebook.

never talks.
never wants.
never been with anyone else.

she has.

yet, I’d throw this paper out the window
if she walked through that door,
but something tells me she never will

a
g
a
i
n.
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Too many bars
first I got drunk
then I did a huge line
off her pocket mirror,
popped two promethazine,
two somas
and kissed her goodbye.

I had to check into county at 6 p.m.

I put all my belongings in a locker,
was patted down,
taken to the day room 
and checked in for my 36 hour stay in t-pod.

it all looked the same as the last time;
cops
drunks
drug addicts
trustees 
newbie prisoners with fear pouring from their pours.

I was put in the drunk tank until I was taken upstairs with the rest of the animals.

when my group was called,
I followed.

I was given a jumpsuit
and some black slippers.

we got naked together 
and proved all our crevices were clean of contraband.

it was New Year’s Eve.

I made it to my pod by 8 p.m.
with my mattress, tooth brush, soap and a blanket.

I passed out by 10 p.m. and woke up to a new decade on the top bunk.
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I missed breakfast and lunch,
but made it to the 5 p.m. dinner
and some Jerry Springer,
a show on the Mexican channel
and some football.

the dinner had never tasted so good;
yellow cake,
spaghetti I think
and salad.

Lights out was 2 a.m.

I read a book
my former Marine bunk mate passed along to me.

I was awoken in the morning
and let out by 6 a.m.

free of charge.

hopefully, I’ll end the next decade
with cleaner air,
a countdown to the future
and the same girl who dropped me off.
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Starving for pain
she lays in my room
as I pick a fight 
over a pack of cigarettes
for no other reason
than my unhappiness seeks company.

I smile because
I’m supposed to.

I laugh because 
I’m supposed to.

I eat because
I’m supposed to.

I work because
I’m supposed to.

and I sit on my couch
lonely
and 
sad 
and there is no reason
why.
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The mistake
I say sorry,
she nods her head 
and I know I’ve lost her.

she found me in bed with my ex girlfriend.

the empty eyes,
the forced up and down movement of the head,
the shallow breath at the touch of our lips.

she has more self esteem
or stubbornness
than the others.

it only took once this time.

I don’t blame her.
I blame me.

the anger,
the deadness,
the constant peaks and valleys.

one day I’ll fix it
or 
one day she’ll fix me.

. 17 .
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Circle of life
chaos creator
rears his head again 
on a good day, for no reason
other than 
a day without conflict 
is just neglect 
dressed up for Halloween.

got some rain today in Texas,
easy day at the paper,
free dinner and leftovers, 

no stubborn pain
and plenty of pills.

so instead of being happy,
I picked a fight with my girlfriend
in order to prevent the sky from falling,
my head from hurting
and my eyes staying open past bed time.

I’ll regret it later,
just like every time before.
she’ll forgive me,
just like every time before.
and when she stops letting it go,
she’ll let me go
and my heart will break,
just like every time before.
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Her
I stare in the mirror
and what I see
is five feet
of 
whiskey chugging,
coke snorting,
pill popping,
EKG wearing
spunk.

I can’t turn it down.
she has yet to turn it down.

so the spider web weaves,
the birds scratch at the bottom of the cage,
the turtle takes a nap.

and we wait
for gravity to finally do
it’s god damn job.
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Two words, no goodbye
she said she was pregnant
and then she cried.

in my mind I tried to hold her,
but maybe the pills
and the fact I was in a dead sleep
distort my memories of the event.

within an hour she was gone,
picked up by an former lover.

I didn’t chase after her
until it was too late.

misery enjoys the company of silence.

I think I need to get reacquainted with that sound.
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The repeat
we could have been special.
we could have proved them wrong.
we could have been that old couple on a front porch
swing.

instead,
we allowed them all to right,
to laugh and say, “we told you so.”

two nuclear bombs never end up playing nice.

I admit my faults,
my daemons,
my bad decisions.

my weakness
and your ability to run without
moving those little feet
will be the only memories of a love
that faded like a fog in the eyes of a 
SON.

you gave me chances and I ate them up
like you do a big piece of chocolate.

I’ll remember 
our Sunday House marathons,
your hands on your hips,
your snort when you laugh
and your soft side you try to hide
like a S.T.D.
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we had fun in the bedroom,
but my memories I’ll cherish forever
will not be of your ass
or your moans
or you teaching me how to eat pussy
or even you saying, “keep fucking me kid,” as I hit it from behind.

the memories will be of you sleeping without the knowledge I was watching
or me complaining about watching a movie
even if I smile from behind you
when you laugh at a bad joke on the screen
or you hitting my younger, giant brother
like a gnat to a cloud in the sky.

I said things I didn’t mean.
you said things you didn’t mean.

but what we had was real
and we’ll both remember that
way past the grave
we’re both fighting so hard
to dig for ourselves.
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History 101
so many nights
wasted to the page

and it has taken less than six hours
to remind me why I’ve done it 
so many times before.

in and out of relationships.
in and out of sanity.
in and out of soberness.

all the same questions and answers.

I’ve never been alone.

raised by a pack of wolves,
yet, here I sit a 25 year-old cub.

scared.
bored.
blank.

all I have is 
neurons
breath
thoughts.

same as the day before.

it is time to grow up,
to resist
to hold on 
to stand 
instead of run.

two weeks to prove it.
two weeks to fuck it up.
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my history says I can’t,
but the winners get to scribble

a new history book.

and in your eyes, no matter how it turns
out,
I won’t be the next loser
on a passing thought
through another state line
on a route headed 
to unhappiness.
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