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Tonight Into Tomorrow 
  
Let’s sneak 
Out screaming the hurt 
  
Feeling good 
In the practiced night of dreamers 
  
Wrapping plastic-wrap below our necks 
Around and around our naked bodies 
Giddy in the seeing of ourselves 
  
Heads erect and faces in the caress of the wind 
Bare feet and hands free wiggling 
  
Hungered titillation 
Touching 
Igniting 
  
Stars multiplying overhead 
Pulsing 
Panorama coming in closer 
  
And the moon 
Up there full 
Marble beacon of the poor deserted 
The future 
A grave eye 
Bleak and coldly decorated 
  
And we 
Here 
In the spin dizzying 
Stirred ashes and constant fumes 
Inhaled since our births 
  
We the tip of the overpopulated 
Tired of hearing 
Those crapped-out answers to all our questions 



But knowing 
Some of it must be true 
  
So we turn into ourselves 
Escaping 
  
Now the time 
  
You look much better in your see-through suit 
Being the female of our fit 
  
We stay off the busy streets 
Party walking down the alley laughing 
Our moveable cell contracting to a motionless moment 
  
Sorry for leading you here 
You the young woman still learning 
Most of us are sick 
Repenting when we can 
  
Wanting to hold you 
Tipping you back 
Your long hair upon my lap 
On this dirt lane behind houses with slits of lights 
Blistered walls of graffiti on the backside of storefronts 
  
The magic kiss 
Breath of the fallen 
Ecstasy 
  
Are you Lilith? 
Are you Eve? 
Are you sweet or already becoming bitter? 
  
I find the seam and unwind you slowly 
Sipping your sweat as you quiver 
  
You trying to tear my bindings frantically 
But we never quite get there 
Tonight already into tomorrow. 
  
  



  
Night Fire 
  
L.A. fires spreading 
On the far mountainsides 
  
Fire trucks racing through the hills 
Policemen keeping onlookers out 
  
Dancing creeps 
Swatting falling ashes 
Celebrating 
Someone’s house in fiery ruins 
  
Their frenzy escalating into nakedness 
Hands painting over sweaty skin 
  
The whole street wild 
By the distant towers of whirling flame 
Eyes wide and cheering 
  
A few shaking their heads and walking away 
Back to rundown apartments and cardboard boxes 
Their inside worlds at the moment more bearable 
  
Retreating to shells of practiced coping 
A twinge of firelight in the upper sky. 
  
  
  
  



It Comes To This 
  
It comes to this 
Sitting in the dark 
A room that is yours for however long you have left 
Sheltering you for a few contemplative moments 
  
What would you have changed if you could have 
And the list goes on until you mumble in grief 
The thief 
Inside you 
Inside everyone 
  
Your mother a saint 
Your father a fighter 
You’re caught somewhere in the middle 
We all pulse with the blood 
  
And tomorrow 
The rush of another hectic day numbing us down 
Getting tired just thinking about it 
  
So alone and a member of a hushed audience 
Someone has to shout out the window 
Someone has to march and be the boots of the message 
  
Lighting a candle 
Raised into the night 
The growing crowd 
A river of candle lights through the streets 
  
As this dark room flickers with a small flame of hope. 
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