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Stalking
a dark mood - sorry about that
I recognize the light in the video still in the magazine, 
that view beneath the bridge

That lonely photo reminds me
there's something each individual generates raw
it can stain and flower into your presence 
seems like there's a way to do it and a way not to
hopefully this rubs off, I said to myself

Stains, tattoos, whatever

Music is great but I think of my mind
fearfully, and think I know its destiny 
pausing to think

I stick around long enough
To rephrase that: I sniff around long enough
Smelling and tasting notes

On another subject: the body 
depicting something
It wasn't quite right to appear effortless
depict discipline, not innocence
graceful, beautiful work
sung well
the mouth, when eating, like a backwards voice

How to play the instrument
capture melody
sustain the tone

Why so tough

It's no joke. Take care of yourself

It's not a joke, this is real - a real instrument
a crude substance

crude 
can't be allowed to coexist with vanity
a sense of humor bridges the gap

Now up, and up, and slip right in.

Practicing ringing true.
Aggressive, polite, amicable...what are we making here

Meditating on violence
as cheesy as that sounds

A nice 
truth
thud

A strangled name ringing.

There's an anger that will rise
as a matter of course

Sweet toasted notes burning 

They will crack and flake right off, and
I have nothing to add

I could be constructive
Raised in a friendly society

Ha ha listen, okay

I saw a picture of just a pure fight
bottom of a girl's boot 
flopping into the camera

Stretches, violence, whatever... I'm going to bed soon
like being a ballet dancer Bruce said 
"be nice be nice be nice" and make your bed so that you can do this
like ideally it would be better
but looks like this is the way you're going to get it for now
this form would be more sharp and silver
but that's separate, a hobby
almost afraid of what would happen if I did it full time


