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Bummer
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AntiSocial

My face
hides from sight

and the light
of everyday.

This insipid skin
pales against

the illumination
of some serene
screensaver scenery,

stricken with
melatonin depletion
from the artificial sun
slowly seeping in.

I choke on the fog of
intoxicating smoke
and carbon dioxide,
locked in an
existence

built around my
consciousness,

with no exit,

out of touch,

disconnected.
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TEeNnae Andst

You're never too old
for teenage angst.

Twentysomethings
throw temper tantrums
over nothing,

and thirty is
when it’s time to
settle down.

Forty is the new thirty
but fifty is still
half of a century,

and too late for
midlife crises.

But when you have to
breathe with machines
and eat through tubes,

you will still want
to scream.
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The Motions

Going through the motions like bathing in the
ocean’s waves, allow the emotional tides of life
to wash you away then ashore with the celestial
cycles. Every journey is traveled by autopilot
coasting on cruise control. In your daily tasks,
perform strictly instinctual, habitual rituals,
adorned in your gray uniform, marching
around as a preprogrammed mechanical man.
Picture yourself in a serene place and remain
there. Smile politely at everyone you meet, and
reactively respond to their inquiries that every-
thing is fine, in order that they won’t request
any further replies. Keep your eyes focused
only on the earth beneath your feet. Prepare
prepackaged, processed, preservative meals.
And by the end of each day, make sure to mail
it in, just so no one notices that you even exist.
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IMagine Nation

The great escape,

to where no one runs wild
and the mind cannot
envision what the eyes
cannot see,

is sprung from serving a life sentence

in detention,

when all of my friends are pretend

and I ally myself with animated animals
speaking with squeaky voice boxes
fluently in my native language,

to keep me awake and daydreaming.

We role play misadventures underneath a smiley faced sun with
watchful, starry eyes shaded by black Ray-Bans,

until the day passes away when sun showers and Technicolor
rainbows morph into afternoon moons and twinkling twilight,
when I must return to the real world.

But I can't make myself believe in make believe.



Wonaeviana

Have you ever
tripped over
your own soul?

Have you ever
fallen down

the rabbit hole?

Have you ever
swallowed

the blue pill?
Have you ever
swallowed

the red pill?
Have you ever
swallowed
them both
and puked up
a purple puddle?

Have you ever

drank a drink

that made you smaller?
Have you ever

ate some cake

that made you larger?

Have you ever
smoked
circles around
a caterpillar?

Have you ever
seen a celestial
Cheshire cat?

Have you ever
worn a
madman’s hat?

Have you ever
beaten the
queen of hearts
to death

with two clubs?

Have you ever
gone off with
your own head?

Have you ever
woken up
to realize that

life was the dream?
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Z0mbi€

The living dead

walk amongst us,

brain dead consumers
marching purposelessly
up and down the endless
aisles of high priced
merchandise on shelves
just out of reach,

howling hopeless moans
for a hunger that will
never be satisfied.
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Manneauin

I am the fake plastic man,

the stone statue standing in vogue poses,
staring down the envious,

standing around indifferent.

I am decorated in the highest fashion dressings,
and some days I'm left naked

with a figure of zero percent body fat and six pack abs
carved out of plastic granite.

I watch the zombie shoppers

shamble through the aisles,

consuming the flesh of polyester fibers.

They all want to look like me

because I am the fake plastic man.
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Giris are CatS dna GWYS are Dods

Girls are pets.
Guys are wild.

Girls are pussies.
Guys are bastards.

Girls are named after Egyptian queens and cuddly things.
Guys are called whatever four letter word is hollered in anger.

Girls live in an alley.
Guys reside in the doghouse.

Girls lick themselves clean.
Guys gnaw on their crotch.

Girls purr.
Guys pant.

Girls are fixed from littering kittens.
Guys are neutered to serve their owners.

Girls play with their prey.
Guys chase furry tail.
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Girls squat in a box and bury their dirty secrets in the sand.
Guys piss on the perfect tree.

Girls escape atop the perfect tree.
Guys dig up dirty secrets.

Girls hiss.
Guys bark.

Girls are diseased by rabies.
Guys acquire cat scratch fever.

Girls have nine lives.
Guys die seven years at a time.

Girls become the victims of neighborhood sadists.
Guys get hit by a truck.



NSert Hey Name Heve

Woman
brings us life,
but is the
death of men.

Woman
causes young love
to grow old.

Woman
is the savior
of knights

in shining armor.

Woman

is the damsel in
distress, damned to
the railroad tracks.

Woman
is the muse
not easily amused.

Woman
is the apollonian
apple dangling from

the temptress’s branch.

Woman

is the devilish

diva born to adorn
horny horns.

Woman

is the angel
not swathed in
virgin white.

Woman

is the goddess
who makes gods
feel inadequate.

Woman

is the soul sucking
succubus causing
incubuses to succumb.

Woman

is the siren

driving sailors to
suicide with her songs.

Woman

is the heartless
harlot tearing out
still beating hearts.

Woman
is who I love
to hate me.
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VamPpires SuCk

I don’t care

if she makes me
cum or bleed,
just as long as she
sucks all of

the life out

of me

with a hickey.
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LOST ana Founa

Every time my heart breaks, a few pieces go missing:

Between the couch cushions, under the Oriental rug, cuddling
a dust bunny in the vacuum’s belly, stuck to my shoe’s soul,
hiding inside my other pocket, locked in the vegetable crisper,
buried beneath the egg shells and coffee grounds in the kitchen

trash can and somewhere around the lost and found.

Every time my heart breaks, I can’t find them all.
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Sunaay Mourning

Sundays don’t always shine
and I can’t always find

the bright side

to the horizon line’s
sunrise.

But like a moth to a flame,
I always fly too close to
supernovas.



Bummer

Chris Buter

The BESt Years of My Life

I lost

the best years
of my life,

a time

of my
supposed

prime to

fear,

tears,
depression,
regression,
anxiety,
calamity,
loathing,
hoping,
sadness,
madness,

but I now
want those
years back,
yet of whom
am I to ask?

Forget it,

I'd probably
just waste them
all over again.
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Parcy CUiS

My generation will never read this poem
unless it’s posted on the antisocial networks.

They will only see it if it’s live streaming video
and an exclamation point is expressed as a kick to the testis.

They will only hear of it from gossiping tweedy birds
tweeting,.

My peers don’t read words. They text them. Without the

vowels.

They don’t comprehend that their opposable thumbs
are devolving them.

They don’t even consider how many of their sons’ and
daughters’ brain cells will radiate from microwaves and how
their cellular compositions will deconstruct as their cellular
devices cuddle up with their genitals.

They are too busy bullying the geeks, nerds, jocks, slobs,
spazzes, stoners, burnouts, junkies, punks, vampires, goths,

warlocks, weirdoes, creeps to commit cyber suicide.

They will never inspire creation by starting destructive fires

because Kindles don’t make good kindling.

They are frightened by enlightenment like scuttling
cockroaches.

They will never know the sensational pain of black ink
seeping into broken skin.

Their deaths will result from a thousand little paper cuts.
But I don’t care what they may say. They won't read this anyway.

na
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uniifica Poem

A poem without any name
wouldn’t read as poetic.

A poem without any title
is unidentifiable

to the feeble minded,

by crippling their

metaphysical selves.

A poem without any header
beheads the scholars

from their crown on downward.

A poem is a poem
but its title isn’t untitled.
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Life's Sevrence

Which punctuation
will mark

the end

of our

lives’ sentence?

A period.
An exclamation point!
A question mark?

Until then,
we'll settle for
an endless

ellipsis...
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