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Once there where messages

I remember those messages we sent to one another,
occasionally I find some.
The hearts we sent.
You have gone now.
Gone so far.
I've not really gone.
I'm still here,
realising there's still love here.
I dream to leave.
But the idea of being with you is something I won't run from.
You're happy now; I see.
You've gone so far.
As is only right.
I'd wait up for you.
I still am…
Waiting here.
Dreaming of a time when you were by my side.
I could tell you anything.
I could laugh at your jokes.
And.
Be in awe of your beauty.
It was all so good.
Whilst you were here.
Though now you've gone so far from here.
Whilst I wait.
Waiting.
Still in awe of your beauty.
Still in love with your dancing skills.
You glide forwards.
I slide downwards.
I wonder if it'll end up like I want it to.
I don't know think so, though.
I'll always be there.
Hoping and awaiting.
It won't be any different.
It'll be painful seeing you.
But so are the mistakes I've made.
And.
Them I've put behind me,
whilst I wait for you.
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Glassy heads

Saved by no one.
Disenfranchised by it all.
Whilst lost by everyone.
Everything beyond repair.
Democracy.
Left wing.
Right wing.
Everything so fucking crazy.
Pubs running out of money.
Businesses protecting criminals.
Words banned.
Songs banned.
Everything so fucking damned.
Divorces galore.
Hatred galore.
Money poured into the rich.
Money snatched from the working class.
Everything so callous.
As the champagne pops.
And.
Debts increase.
For no fucking reason.
Helping those who don't need it.
Protecting those who don't deserve it.
Everything so unfair.
The laughs get louder.
The screams get quieter.
The glasses are dropped.
Quicker than they’re made.
The red hot furnace.
Of casualties.
Of unnecessary beliefs.
Of widely disbelieved fallacies
Is unstoppable.
Beating on and on.
Endlessly.
All of it so unspeakable.
Everything almost untouchable.
Everything so quietly fucked.
All of it hidden away in the most open of places.
Everything so quiet and diabolically unjust.
The beating endless.
The drudgery continued.
Whilst,
everything is so undeniably fragile.

3



Between relationships
Ben Brizell

A message of loneliness

She said to me once;
that she was so damn lonely.
She wanted to cheat
since she had grown up alone.
Talking to any guy that would listen.
Ironically there were so many.
I said don't throw it away and
then asked why she felt like that.
She said she feared loneliness and too often would he be where she wasn't.
And that place she called very open and wide.
Him leaving her alone.
To stew in the silent dark.
The only sound.
A cat prowling the hallways of the house.
I wonder still if she took my advice and if she ever did cheat?
As I sit and stew.
Hoping she took my advice.
And hope she knows that temporary loneliness.
Is better than an orgasm, in comparison to regret and heartbreal.
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The heartbreaks of a thousand tragedies

Talking to her;
the conversations
now dreamlike.
Wishing she was still here,
telling me.
that she liked me
and.
That was how she felt.
Nothing could catch up to us.
That was until the sun rose.
And.
Stationed itself
In the throes of summer.
Staring down
at the nearing finish line.
Which refused to fade into oblivion.
For us.
From there it all crumbled.
Into the jaded rays of summer sun.
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A year from now?

Time passes
like a fly.
Blood pours like wine.
Water disappears.
Like money.
As the machines falter.
The people get harder to like.
As the dynasty.
Collapses.
Into selfish hatred.
Which can be unforeseen in even the strongest of souls.
These same souls fall.
Into decadence.
Aware of how unaware they are of the true reality.
That awaits as the machines falter.
And
the window panes crack a nuanced path.
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Lost cinema ticket

It lays screwed up.
In the middle of the road.
It tells all
yet refuses to open.
A once coveted treasure is written on it.

Though expired;
yesterday,
at four fifty in the afternoon.
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The fly behind the great eye

The classrooms.
Bleed bullshit.
Whilst pencils snap.
Teachers shout (those bastards).
Hiding behind the rules of tests.
Lost with a trace.
Behind the scrawling's on the whiteboards.
With chalk stained fingers standing out.
The tests.
Ruin those who don't deserve it.
Forced into cold, endlessly reminding halls of puerile hatred.
Children hastily completing.
Homework sheets.

Kids hoping for a pass.
And all that bullshit.
Unable to express anything but the A's or F's on those pass papers.
Which are handed to the bleak hands, for judgement, in a musty house.
They sit at desks clutching pens.
Marking away.
The numbers.
Almost dizzying.
Enforcing an A or a C.
Which can dictate lives and forcefully create our futures.
Those bastards.
Laughing as they change it all.
For no reason.
But for the acknowledgement of their lowly political work of awfulness.
Rejecting any reality.
Because today's politician wants his name in a newspaper and on a plaque on a rotting park
bench.
Those bastards
In the rooms.
Of decaying desks, stationed in front of the harsh sunlight.
The sounds of.
Pencils snapping.
And souls cut in half.
Those bastards.
So now you've done that piece of work.
Given to you.
By those bastards.
You won't be called upon.
Oh no.
You'll continue.
Through the pencil snaps.
And.
Ham fisted changes.
Though will it be a pass or a fail?
Hell,
why should it be either?
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The deep needle

He always saw his friend.
Amidst everything.
He made time.
No matter what.
Nothing came between them.
Not even their personal bullshit.
Then he began to notice the needle marks on the arm of his friend.
In the sun.
Outside a coffee shop.
Drinking a sickly tasting cappuccino.
He cursed that day.
Any questioning faced strong opposition from his friend.
On one cold September morning.
The call came.
After he got home from a long day at work.
His friend had died.
At half five in the morning.
His friend had stuck a needle in his arm.
And.
Then that was it.
His friend met his demise with a needle stuck in his arm.
His friend died with no one near.
And there was nothing that he could do.
That fact pained him the most.
Through the following days.
And.
Long after the funeral.
He damned it all.
Amidst the pain.
He still does damn it all.
With the pain still there.
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Bus stop cigarette

We sat beneath
the bus stop.
Next to the fried chicken place we worked at
smoking cigarettes.
Laughing at our stupid uniforms.
Life went past us.
We, workers;
Laughing and smiling.
Smoking cigarettes on our break.
Hoping that time would slow for us.
But it didn't.
And.
Eventually the cigarettes burnt out.
Whilst we sat underneath the bus stop.
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Opposite of good

What good awaits?
More slate.
Love is coming too late.
Life for two is sold out.
I dream of the five o'clock morns.
Now it's just five o'clock mourns.
Sat on the lawn.
Waiting for the dawn.
Eating corn.
Quoting lyrics from The Cure.
I once spoken daily to her.
Even on her dancing days.
Just remembering her elegance on the dance floor leaves me in a trance.
Now it's a chilly December eve.
Lots of mocks.
Keep me docked.
Amongst societal cocks.
In a usually locked room.
Usually it's mockery with doom.
Casually it's fuckery in a tomb.
Bashfully I do speak blasphemy in this room.
Lastly I dastardly dream outwards from this tomb.
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Eye blemish

The light.
So bright.
The speech so slurred.
It's all a little strange.
The bed.
Beads of hot sweat.
Touching everything near.
The pillow with a fist sized dent in it.
It's all just a little too bright here.
And.
There's a rainbow coloured visual effect in the room.
With no explanation nearby.
It's all just a little strange.
The rainbow effect and the beads of hot sweat- almost scolding.
The bed breathes heavily.
The aroma of hyperventilation near.
The words still come out slurred as well.
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Another week

The garden decays.
The clothesline creates a shadow.
The woman takes the shirts down every Tuesday.
Afterwards sits in the garden on a rotting wooden bench eating an ice-cream.
In the summer, every Thursday.
Waiting for her husband to come home.
Preparing food and liquor for him.
Leaving the TV remote on the side.
So he doesn't get silently pissed off.
Like he does whenever the chicken is overdone.
Or his blue shirts haven't dried properly.
When it rains she sits inside wishing she hadn't wished for rain.
Damning herself.
As the washing line.
Drips when the rain has left and the clouds have arrived.
Like they do often.
In this place.
In this house.
Which she hates.
In the garden that she wants to like
and
wants to fix.
Yet each afternoon she must cook dinner for the kids.
Whilst love holds her down as the dusty wallpaper peels.
The cat scratches noticeable on it- especially in the light.
She looks at the light and remembers the she needs to replace the broken light bulb in 
her bedroom.
Something she yearns to have fixed.
However on the weekends.
Her husband refuses to leave the house.
Unless, for food.
As he has worked hard.
She smiles.
And.
Ruffles the cat’s fur.
Noticing the bits of wallpaper.
In the cats worn claws.
Then she realises its Tuesday
and looks outside at the rain.
Damning herself for wishing for it.
Looking at the basket of wet clothes.
The kids shout upstairs
whilst she wonders how long till Tuesday ends.
Anxious for the answer.
She has a headache.
The window is frosty.
The bed is cold.
With her love.
The stereo falters.
Whilst the electrics meander.
The TV is on demonic static.
The dull cream wallpaper haunts making it even harder to like.
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It was a suburban dream for two.
The irony though,
It’s just for her now.
Simplistically now merely headaches and a static TV.
Still a suburban nightmare.
Just at the price of one,
never believed to be possible
a long time ago.
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Affliction

They have nuclear weapons but no good orthodontics and braces.
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It has been awhile

The sun has left.
The rain has risen.
The catastrophe began and ended
with blood and insanity.
A rare goodness in the world left.
With those stabs and shots.
The screams all around.
Weren't a patch on your suffering.
Your pain may be gone.
For others though it’s still there.
You just can't see the blood.
and
little else can be done.
Nothing alleviates the pain.
It often doesn't.
Nothing much can be done.
It's irreparable.
The pain will for some always be there.
Though so will the memories.
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Nu vindication

The dictation arrives for those who don't need it or deserve it.
They make their choices.
If they star in porn.
What should you say about it?
Why should you make them look bad?
They make their choices.
You make your choices.
Leave it at that.
Regardless of all the bullshit.
Just because they're in porn.
Doesn't make them outlaws.
Most people watch it.
That's the irony.
You outlaw them.
But you've watched them and enjoyed every moment of them.
A glaring contradiction held by too many humans laid horribly bare,
once again.
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Alienation renaissance

It is somewhere here.
It is beating still.
It is breathing still.
It can be found.
It must be found.
It is a strange doorway,
these splinters jabbing into nothing.

It is told.
That it is somewhere.
The hope.
The truth.
The questions.
It is somewhere.
In one big object that is here.
Through the splinters.
And.
Enforced madness.
It is floating.
Somewhere.
Chained,
or unchained.
Imprisoned,
or wandering.
It is past this synthesised allure.
Moulded from individual mentality.
Which is hidden deep some many times.
Resting until it is discovered.
For penance,
or bliss
Unwilling to answer.
A connection for the one.
Through these wooden doors.
These rotting wooden doors.
These synthesised allures.
It's here.
Waiting in a loud quiet.
It is almost right where it should be.
Though it needs a connection.
All it needs.
Is what is needed.
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Tear gas tears

The dress glows in the thunder.
The atmosphere is so awful in the sunlight.
The flowers.
Look more teal than yellow.
The voice the dress speaks in.
Far from romantic.
Parading down the street.
Flaunting nothing but need.
No one parades down the street.
Alongside the dress
A dress which is a nothing from nothing.
It doesn't see itself that way.
It refuses to see itself that way.
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Phased

It all seems so unreal.
Looking straight on;
amongst the trees.
and
metal barriers.
Everything speeding past.
Though nothing is moving.
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No quality

Oh the anger.
It's relentless.
No mind is willing to anything anymore.
It's all forceful.
No mercy;
Whilst a knife is plunged into the back
of a kid in saddening retribution.
For stealing drugs.
No penalty in prison for those who don't give a fuck.
When it comes to life.
People killing,
just to make a living.
Husbands ordering the deaths of wives.
For no reason but disillusionment.
School massacres.
Performed with guns sold in Walmart (for half-price).
Blood will seep through the cracks of the world
more blood than water.
Nothing will happen.
There will just be much expected and deserved
anger as people live through their murders. 
Finding no redemption.
Just a half-price assault rifle, at Walmart.
They hands over his fake credentials.
And.
Laughs.
For the sickeningly true reason that the gun is being bought for.
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East, west, no complaint

It was a happening
different from the usual.
An experience of greatness.
Sweet and unforgettable.

It lasted
and
ended
with
the same feelings.
Though with a discovery-
the end of an unpredictable expectation.
Everything afterwards
Was just more unpredictable expectations.
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Not outwards

Now who is she to me?
Reminiscing about the street passing of her.
The dancer,
of beauty and love.
That I knew and lost.
With little warning.
I watched smiling, in melancholy
as she dreamt off distantly from eyeshot,
Without me next to her, in love.
Instead
With someone,
who wasn’t me.

How it pains me.
It forms the basis.
For many of my poems and short stories.
My muse.
Now she’s gone.
The worst thing’
I knew her once,
Months centred around her.
I just didn't know my true damned feelings.
Until afterwards
Not even before the dust had settled.
I'd unknowingly fallen for that dancer,
who wanted companionship.
In this lonesome world,
A world where it is love or fade away,
Far from knowledge and speech.

Who is she to you now?
A shattered memory.
That leaves a hate for the sunlight.
Amidst these poems and short stories.

Do you still love her?
The voice says.
In the sunlight.
The rays block my vision.
I crank up the radio (in ignorance)
Which plays Pearl Jam's Black.
Turning it high enough.
So it almost deafens.
I stare into the sunlight.
Wishing for darkness.
The voice fades into obscurity.
As I wonder where that dancer is known in the world?
And if she is happy with her life.
Ultimately.
I laugh as I crank the radio up even more.
Blasting Pearl Jam's Black.
Amidst the sunlight
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which strikes the window hard.
In a crimson explosion,
the moons cold glow.
Eager to appear.
The echoes of; was it worth it?
Surround the room.
Dust in the air.
The relentless echoing of the billowing winds
Whilst the window blackens.

The moon makes its stand.
Against the bleeding light.
A battlefield.
And still was it worth it?
Still wanting her.
And.
Little else.
Wanting her.
And few else.
Loving her.
And.
Very few.
In this moonlit sky.
Of little meaning,
or value
until the next cycle
of the sun and moon,
life and death.
Unstoppable
and
unattainable.
As it continues in a mess of love, life and loathing.

Parts.
That people won't talk about.
This dancer.
Still not here.
This dancer.
Far away.
And.
With a companion.
Now who can stop that?
It's a force.
Damn unforeseen.
As the words become more convincing.
And.
The danger decreases.
In the moonlit, derelict sky.
Sparse of clouds,
dormant of stars.
Now I'm here.
Somewhere without her.
Amidst the derelict skies.
Of decayed normalities.
That don't want to come out.
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All works and the photograph (titled Mess) in this chapbook are my own.

If you wish to use them or publish them elsewhere please contact me and 
request permission at;
benbrizo@outlook.com

-Ben Brizell.
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