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Often times I write and hide away my work until I feel 

ready to present it as a whole. Or I pick a subject or 

theme to concentrate on. 

 

What follows is quite different: it’s the development 

of writing over a short period of time, snippets of fall 

and winter, presented via social media as soon as 

each little poem & outpouring hit my mind. Scattered 

throughout the Internet, I utilized Twitter, Facebook, 

and Tumblr to gauge different audiences and engage 

different thought patterns. This method encouraged 

the work to develop twofold- within in my own mind 

and within the mind of the hive. In other words, the 

writing develops as events in society come to the 

fore. It is my hope for this work to cut through the sea 

of amnesia, as well as the narcissism, so symptomatic 

of our times, to strengthen our remembrance and 

inspire creative action.  

 

The beauty of our world cracks through the sidewalk 

like rogue plants seeking out sun. 



  



waking up at 4 am. it’s my favorite time of the day. 

everyone’s asleep. no cars. there’s so much peaceful 

space. i go for a jog. work up a light sweat. shadow-

box the mist. the breeze makes me feel like a feather, 

and the lack of souls makes me feel like a ghost.  



Working in Old Kensington at a row home with 

cracks in the ceilings and walls. Applying spackle to 

the plaster. Slapping it on with a trough. Letting it 

dry. Returning the next day to sand it down, smooth it 

out. A white dusting covers everything. Repeat with a 

second coat. What tedium. What menial labor. At first 

it feels cumbersome to pick up a tool I haven’t used in 

a while, but after twenty minutes, a flow state 

emerges. Time flattens out. Thoughts come to a 

standstill. I disappear into the house. I am the ceiling. 

I am the wall. I am the trough and mud pan. An hour 

passes. Two hours. Three hours. Swiftly. To harness 

energy. To work without effort. I am the ladder. I am 

the cracks in the plaster. 

  



lost in you 

you dream 

you fantasy 

you 

disheveled mess &  

swirl of girl 

silky dancer 

odd treasure 

spirit large & 

ever musing 

  



caught 

between 

her lips 

like a cigarette 

i want to be 

smoked &  

exhaled 

& blown away 

like ash 

i want to fall 

at her feet 

  



midnight lives in 

witchcraft 

stars 

& cum 

the white of the moon 

pillow talk 

bed sheets 

darkness 

shadows 

sweat & blood 

fire  

sparks   



The craftsman turns work into meditation.  

The artist turns craft into magic. A recipe of blood, 

sweat, and tears. Give love and love gives back. 

  



My writer friend, Marshall Deerfield, moved his living 

rooms into an abandoned lot. Galleria ex-terra. Kind 

of like a march hare & mad hatter’s tea party. With 

bowls and beers and a tv stack simmering static & 

ash. The police rolled by (twice) with curiosity. They 

left feeling stunned and saying “oh shit christ.” 

Neighbors and friends joined the soiree giving their 

compliments. Strangers stopped to have a look. A 

psychedelic city fire, urban art installation. A crack 

head came through whoring herself for a quick few 

minutes of smack. She left when she got a cigarette. 

Stretching and gnawing her jaw though. Made her 

look like a skull bone. So many worlds colliding, 

intensifying. A hodgepodge of humans in a powwow. 

A modern day Hooverville, Obamatown. Artists and 

bums experiencing the shit & grit of Kensington. 

Having a good ol’ time transcending the norm via art. 

Making ash of the veil revealing what’s realer than 

real. I think I heard Ginsberg snapping. 

  



ransack 

shake of  

smoke & 

dreams 

the nature 

of cloudy days 

turned 

to storm 

the gut wrenching  

call 

of the wild – 

cities erected 

to quell  

the gentle  

uprising 

of soul 

forgotten 

in a smog 

of 8 am 

traffic 

 



like clouds  

& death 

the ghost of myself 

present  

yet vapid 

 

a whisper 

& mist 

 

i wish you were closer 

to help me feel 

my flesh 



to watch a man 

fall away 

at the seams 

shaking 

& shivering 

scared to death 

 

dying 

 

right before my eyes 

 

his false teeth 

slide 

out & in 

jumbled up 

with dementia 

his eyes 

glazed over 

ever seeking 

the words 

to connect 

 

his fear 

 

grabbing 

at air 

trying to hold on 

to nothing 



 

his mouth 

he fingers 

like a baby 

 

his tongue 

lolling mucous 

gagging 

& gargling 

 

to think 

I want him dead 

 

“it’s okay to die” 

I tell him 

he cowers 

“you look afraid” 

I say 

he mumbles  

& makes 

a warbled joke 

a garbled 

sound 

of lightness 

& spry 

 

these moments 

of consciousness 



& questions 

attempts at conversation 

quickly fade 

lost 

in the empty black glass 

of his eye 

 

a sea of amnesia 

 

 

memories 

like waves 

mashed together 

 splashing 

fragments 

people  

& parties 

scattered  

school days 

flashing 

meetings 

work 

worrying 

money 

stories 

2 am dates 

& too many dinners 

 



his mind 

fleeting 

his body 

frail 

his voice 

garbled 

& withered 

 

he sits 

in his wheelchair 

fragile as 

death’s tap 

on the shoulder 

death’s warm whisper 



life- 

you extraordinary devil 

you unsuspecting trickster 

how you twist & turn 

& reconfigure 

 

like a mountain 

birthing a river 

 

death- 

you grand collector & hoarder 

you unspeakable whisper 

how you devour & take 

& transform 

  



my body 

a forest 

fertile & wild 

my guts 

run rampant 

with flowers 

my veins 

like vines 

bristle 

with ice 

& snow 

melting 

my heart 

a waterfall 

splashing 

love 

& seeds 

my organs 

sprout trees 

a hefty bark 

that burns 

& heals 

my lungs 

rivers of air 

& smoke 

wispy depths 



of breath 

wafting 

caves 

my brain 

silent and still 

where I sit 

and see 

my skeleton 

dance 

like sticks 

& branches 

the moon  

peeks through 

who sings 

a tune 

my home 

windswept 

at midnight 

my temple 

 



get wet 

like the waterfall 

powerful & strong 

pummeling 

drums 

tons & tons 

of stories carved 

by the slick rush 

across stone 

the force & 

crush 

& sheer will 

of water 

the foam & 

mist 

bombarding 

moss 

with dew 

freshness 

a glacial sweat 

& moisture 

running down 

the mountain 

prancing 

jumping 

like deer 

passing goliath trees 

800 years 



creaking 

ancient stairs 

& roots 

a canopy 

covering 

stars 



gusts of wind 

shapeless 

drops of rain 

splashing puddles 

cars  

& 

sirens 

the city 

rattles  

like a train 

uproar  

of people 

in protest 

  



subway rattlin call to action. walking the streets 

tracing helicopters and sirens. seeing people talking 

hopping into the march. bodies bumping. voices 

chanting. protesting. demonstrating. there are many 

who question, what does it all accomplish? unity. 

empowerment. solidarity. conversation. a push on 

those who are too comfortable. being together in the 

struggle. burning up. feeling heartbeats. a reminder 

that we have not rolled over. we have not turned to 

apathy and complacency. we are alive. we are not 

alone. it’s not just Ferguson. it’s not just Occupy. as 

the world turns and everyone goes back to their lives, 

there are people rebelling. fists held high to the sky. 

working. and ultimately striving for equality and 

freedom. it’s on going. it’s a calling. and if you hear it, 

you know it. and you stop at nothing. 



aka rebellion: 

 

a stone-cold stoic cop not batting an eye at a girl 

crying & screaming “can you not see me? can you not 

even look in my eye!?” another sister with locs crying 

in a camera “my tears! they are funny to you?” 

 

a light skinned black mama with a head wrap on all 

clenched up looking for someone walking back and 

forth looking for someone to hold just looking for 

someone to share her tears and cry “why?! can’t 

anyone see?! THIS SHIT IS FUCKED UP” 

 

a young white cop yawning. 

 

a middle-aged Irish-looking cop on a bike struggling. 

obviously uneasy. doing what looks like an awkward, 

uncomfortable pee dance but trying to maintain his 

training and composure. you can almost see the puke 

curling up in his throat. his conscience going to work 

and physically making him revolt. 

 

a young black female cop standing in the back. in the 

shadows. trying not to be seen and doing a good job 

at it. she remains tiny. of course she doesn’t want to 

be seen. her fear emanating from her in black wisps. 



she’s scared. she’s deathly afraid another young black 

female will challenge her. and break her. so she 

recedes into the background. repressing herself out 

of existence. 

 

a black officer and a white officer who wear long grey 

overcoats with police patches on their arms. they 

converse together “so the big fella, we need to worry 

about him?” referring to a large burly brown man 

with wavy locs and a green army jacket with an 

anarchy A patched on his sleeve who employs tactic 

TO GET THROUGH TO the most machine-like of 

police. every now and again he takes a break and goes 

to an older black gentleman off to the side, perhaps a 

professor or mentor, who coaches the young fellow 

and encourages him and sends him back in. 

 

a brother with locs and a megaphone ensuring this is 

a peaceful protest. a nonviolent demonstration. 

 

arriving late to the rally, I notice three brothas on a 

bench outside the Rodin. as I walk past, I smell weed. 

it smells good. it’s uplifting. and now the fellas are 

floating around the gathering protesting with grins 

and smiles. 

 



a black boy wearing a flannel bums a rollie off a white 

girl wearing a flannel both mumbling and talking and 

half smiling. 

 

a small Hispanic-looking brother who has a 

megaphone and a smile and leads call-and-response 

chants and ends his segments with “that’s what’s up 

y’all” and “yeah let’s show ‘em some love” he’s 

radiating and beaming with a red handprint of blood 

painted on his face. 

a punk female with a half shaved head and a studded 

leather jacket who raises her hand with nervous 

slightly reserved excitement when a megaphone calls 

out “who here is a leader of a local organization or 

collective?” 

 

before walking into the crowd I happen upon a fellow 

who says he’s from Fishtown. he asks how I heard 

about the rally, if I am a black block anarchist. I smile, 

black block is a tactic, not an organization. other than 

that, he seems knowledgeable and well-spoken and 

brings up a point of logistics and energy- if you march 

from North Philly, along the way you don’t want to 

bust up a Chinese shop and when you get to the pre-

coordinated rally point of a police station, the people 

and momentum kind of dwindle and the energy is 



low & sad (for good reason) but if you walk 

downtown and maybe someone throws a rock 

through a starbucks, people get motivated and heated 

and a statement is made and maybe the news 

reporters pick it up for national news and 

consciousness is expanded and the protest has 

movement into the future, perhaps to the art museum 

steps where an epic protest is had and people are 

climbing on statues waving black & white American 

flags. BUT if no lines are crossed, and the people are 

subdued, it hardly merits being called an act of civil 

disobedience aka throwing a wrench into the system 

with the intention to inspire long term change aka 

inciting others whose reality bubbles are thin enough 

to know better than to skirt off into selective 

ignorance and do or say nothing at all. 

 

someone calling over a megaphone “it is our duty to 

fight for our freedom. it is our duty to win. we must 

love each other and support each other. we have 

nothing to lose but our chains.” 



People mourn. People celebrate. People contemplate. 

To feel deeply the blood of humanity. To live in the 

outcry. 

 

Crazy how much violence there is in the world. I 

gather it’s a small amount compared to the everyday 

intricacies, wonder of science and nuances, magic in 

daily tasks ripple and flow, the incredible swirl of 

nature evolving and unfolding right before our eyes, 

but all the same, violence is oppressive. oppressive 

enough to enter the daily discourse, the daily thought 

pattern. Everyday someone gets shot, murdered, 

beheaded. 

 

What do we do? Fight it? Protest it? Rationalize our 

way into acceptance? 

 

Many ignore it. Does this make it go away? Others 

send prayers. Open hearts. Active compassion. Love 

so hard violence fizzles out of existence. 

 

Pour a libation. 

 

Liberation is at every moment a radical, seemingly 

irrational decision. 

 

Utopia is both hope and delusion. 



the taste of love 

drips 

from a kiss 

drowsy 

lips 

quiver 

tender & sore 

a cuddle of 

heat 

bed creaks 

midnight snack 

savor 



laying her wetness 

against my lips 

all I can do is kiss 

& drown 

a soft death 

the taste 

of sweetness / her smell 

like a flower 

containing  

an ocean 

all I can do is kiss 

& tongue 

her language 

like a snake 

I hiss 

her name 

and before I know it 

she slides on top 

like a shark 

animals 

we become 

the ocean 

screaming 

silent 

as the sea 

lost in 

sex & 



pleading 

go deeper 

harder 

we push  

into sleep 

swimming… 

 

there is no boundary 

between waking 

and non 

when an orgasm 

repeats itself 

endlessly 

into dreams 



she likes when i 

work 

my hands 

callused 

& worn 

around her hips & 

her throat 

a rough touch 

of love 

tugs 

on her hair &  

her heart 

  



The sky awash 

in watercolor,  

the earth swallowed 

in sunset. 

High atop the world, 

mountains 

spill their secrets.



a chorus of geese and crow 

somehow drown out 

sirens  

screaming 

down river  

Camden 

neighboring towns 

asleep 

somehow 

dreaming 

everyday  

airplanes soaring 

somehow 

silent 

chemicals trailing 

skies 

ripped open 

like worm holes 

& opportunity  

knocking 

I’m 

so  

lucky 

to  

be 

breathing 



when war torn land  

afar 

is foreign 

yet right here 

cops are slaying 

and people 

crying 

murder 

right here 

somehow 

time  

is  

flying 

yet right here 

somehow 

life is  

precious 

shots fired 

violence 

swept under rugs 

to preserve 

our privilege 

a reminder 

somehow 

we forget 

down the street  



is suffering 

our own home 

crying 

in denial 

somehow 

we drown out 

sirens 



An NAACP headquarters bombing in Colorado. Black 

Panthers taking up arms in Texas. A satirical 

newspaper staff shot up in France. It’s 2015? The 

narrative of political history is fraught with an absurd 

degree of violence and conviction. Religion too. It is 

altogether dramatic & maddening. No wonder 

frontline journalists like Hunter S were so crazy… I’ll 

say one thing. I’ll be politicized, I’ll even be religious, 

but I’m hands up, not getting militarized. If I fight for 

anything, it’ll be my own mind- the revolution within. 

If my pen is my sword, I’m not even a samurai. I’m an 

artist who leans the blade against the wall and uses it 

to poke at the fire in a wood burning stove. I’ll go as 

far as to toss sage on the flames and pray for peace, 

and when the moment arrives, I’m out in the streets 

marching & rallying to keep hope alive. 



In love with my house. It’s like a giant wooden heart. 

It keeps me grounded in a simple life. 



Pulling staples from wooden steps is excruciatingly 

tedious. If anything, it teaches patience and informs 

one’s eye as an artist. Focusing the sight, allowing it 

to narrow in, miniscule staple after staple. Attention 

to detail. A mound of little metal piles up like an 

anthill. 



Sunday. Keep warm with coffee. Visit bookstores. 

Talk to strangers. Watch couples and families and 

homeless. No flowers to pick in the winter, so I write 

little poems instead. 



I went to a protest and rally organized by black 

Muslims. In tandem with a march around 

Philadelphia City Hall and a die-in, there were a 

number of passionate speakers. 

 

The one brother spoke with so much fire and touched 

on the need to bring awareness and eventual end to 

racism, police brutality, and corrupt government 

(calling out Obama for the amount of blood on his 

hands with drone strikes in Pakistan and elsewhere), 

but he didn’t want to harp on these things, more so he 

emphasized pursuit of action by people outside of the 

mosques, churches, and prayer rooms, encouraging 

his brothers and sisters to take their voices to the 

streets, to mobilize themselves, and most 

importantly, to educate the youth at home and in the 

community. He shamed the popular media for 

perpetuating shallow, glossed over stories about 

black people in America, and went on to decry rap 

music that glorifies criminal activity and arrogance. 

He asked the youth to handle themselves with 

humbleness in the event they get pulled over or 

stopped, saying there is a need to be respectful as 

opposed to confrontational. He also cited a new bill 

that will be brought to the government of 

Pennsylvania, demanding the creation of a separate 



court for cases when police are involved with the 

death of citizens, and advocated for this to be done 

nationwide in order to give people a fair trial, not one 

manipulated and held behind closed doors. 

 

Another brother recited a poem called “Black Boy” 

which had similar sentiments of re-educating the 

youth, teaching them they are complicated, beautiful 

beings- and their lives matter. 

 

The mother of Brandon Tate Brown, a victim of police 

shooting, spoke and a number of people, including 

myself, teared up with emotion. This was the case at 

the DC rally as well when all the families and mothers 

spoke on behalf of their dead sons. There is 

something special about sharing the pain and 

frustration of others, releasing it then collectively 

rising above it. 

 

A Muslim sister, who is a journalist and writer, also 

spoke, but said she didn’t particularly like attending 

protests, asking the question, Why should I give my 

time to the oppressor? I have work to do, at home 

AND in the community. But because she was asked to  

speak, asked to be here by her brothers & sisters, she 

was able to overcome her personal reservations, to 



give herself to the larger cause, to speak from the 

heart, to express her differences of opinion yet still 

stand in solidarity. 

 

The last speaker referenced MLK, saying that when 

we take action, we come alive, and once we are 

moving, we need to maintain discipline. We need to 

keep our head on our shoulders. He rounded out the 

talks by commending police officers in North Philly 

who recently had to deal with a man wielding a gun at 

a nightclub. Instead of shooting him dead, they were 

able to apprehend him and take him in. These 

officers, as well as the many others who risk their 

lives in order to SAVE LIVES, should serve as role 

models for the young officers coming out of the 

academy. 

 

The rally came to a close with a prayer. 

 

Afterwards, people interacted. One woman went over 

to the police and came back. Her daughter asked what 

she was doing. She said, I just wanted to tell them 

they did a good job. I thought they did a good job so I 

told them. That’s what it’s about. Not taking this side 

or that side. We’re a community and we have to start 

acting like one. 



ideas to start de-militarization of police in hopes of 

eventual abolition, or complete and total 

transformation: instate protocol that de-

commissioned military weapons and vehicles stay  

de-commissioned and are recycled or destroyed. 

create additional duties for armed police- i.e. sweep 

up the streets, literally clean the trash and debris 

from the more destitute parts of our cities. protect 

AND SERVE. a humbling of the interaction, like street 

cleaning, will foster community! advocate a 

mandatory priority of peace. encourage 

communication before touching a weapon. limit 

armed patrolling. implement the study of martial arts 

and self-defense. re-humanize the force. include 

within the curriculum learning compassion. train the 

breath and thusly the heart rate in order for those 

caught in high tension situations to more 

appropriately handle those encounters. 



It’s pressure. Prejudiced & bigoted people are feeling 

pressure. Pressure to change. Pressure to accept the 

truth. Their kind is dying. And they’re scared. So 

there’s a backlash. Irrational violence. A last ditch 

effort. But the tides have already turned. 



Often times the winter season is associated with 

death, which makes sense with the lack of visible 

greenery, but I tend to think of the fall as a time of 

dying instead: the days grow shorter, leaves change 

colors, die and fall from trees, we celebrate 

Halloween and dress up as zombies & ghosts, the Day 

of the Dead is soon after. So if we see more death in 

the fall, what does the winter stand to represent? 

Perhaps hidden fire? Light flickering in the darkness. 

The realm of the subconscious coming to life. 

Playtime in the shadows. Summer inverted. 

Reflection. If we continue a line of thinking with trees, 

from what I’ve been told, in the winter, trees focus 

their energy on growing their roots. Underground & 

unseen. In solitude. A sort of silent meditation. The 

riotous world of the non-visible unveiling itself. 

Dreaming. And before we know it, the days grow 

longer, we hit midwinter, and the earth opens up to 

show signs of spring. Rebirth is in process. A patient 

excitement, but not yet blooming. Full blown bursting 

is around the corner.   



What is disturbing is that I know I can ignore the 

violence. I know I can remove myself from it. I know I 

can live a life disconnected. I do it often. For better or 

for worse. To wander the path of a fool. To be aloof 

and recluse. But still, I know the world simply does 

not disappear. Events occur without me. When the 

meditation bubble bursts and the streets cry murder, 

I am saddened. Thousands dead in Nigeria. Where 

else? So seemingly hopeless the state of affairs. More 

people killing people. I do not wish to harp on the 

violence, nor do I wish to ignore it, but where does 

that leave a person? In a hanging limbo, a tangle-knot 

of existence. Pulled to rejection. Calmed by 

acceptance. Abstracted. Make love and dissolve in the 

ambiance. To focus on my own well-being and that of 

my family, to enjoy the simple act of breathing- a far 

cry from realities swarming in bullets and massacre. 

To find peace in the repetition of work. Go to sleep. 

But do not ignore. Dream. But do not get lost. Nights 

drift past mindless entertainment. Read a book, tend 

a fire, reflect. To make sense of the tiny space I call 

home. To rest my head on a blanket in thanks, to pray 

for a better tomorrow. 

  



sleeping 

blindfolded 

behind the veil- 

third eye opens 

& sees 

auric infinity 

rainbow vibrance &  

primal ability 

waking 

in the dream 

  



coffee 

spliff 

simple 

morning stretch 

a way to off balance 

the heckle 

spectacle  

madness  

of life 

be breath 

& chemical 

calm 

  



the form & flux of 

lungs 

like wings 

spread wide 

flying 

afloat 

the body is  

light 

as soul is  

bright 

passing through 

earth  

& life 

  



a freedom books 2015 


