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JANUARY 2017 
 
1.26.17 a Thursday  
little books litter the set  
little thoughts  
hiccups and starts  
records and reruns  
seldom revisited  
making marks means I’m alive  
brimming and blank  
a life between the lines  
all this time ahead  
someday I’ll find time to look behind  
put them in order know myself  
keep the sugar under my tongue  
take it down and stay in touch  
can only finish because I started 
 
1.27.17 a Friday  
my history starts when I become visible  
my past indivisible, visceral  
my future ephemeral, still  
a star is born, for future wishing  
upon its death shooting  
across a dark sky, if anyone notices  
so small are we  
fleeting lives made of stardust from wishes  
if we notice our paths by power of laughter and will  
we remember our pasts trajectory inevitable  
presently shining 
 
1.28.17 a Saturday (a series of dissatisfactions...)  
I.  
hermits can have friends too  
and do all the things  
non-reclusive folk do...  
aversion to meditation you say  
don’t want to be alone with your head  
yet as a self declared hermit  
you always are  
‘oh no, I keep myself busy’  
meditation is merely solitude  
staying present, experiencing now  
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II. If you ask for an objective opinion  
and get it you might learn  
more about yourself  
None of this is working...  
III. 
Today I started a love letter to you. 
Not one to send, rather to befriend. 
In all the solitude when I have no one 
else to share with, when you’re the 
only one I want to, when you’re  
not available to me, I just write 
it in the letter and it helps. 
Most of what I say is to hear myself 
talk anyway. I could talk to you all 
day if you’d let me. But you won’t.  
It’s okay. I get it.  
this isn’t working 
IV. 
she collects umbrellas 
and hats 
recants a dusty tale to justify 
I like her more than she knows 
and would hug her, could hug her 
Me, always inappropriate 
inevitably it’s inappropriate and hold back 
we see each other 
we connect 
she reminds me of a lost love 
one of the greatest of my life, my grandmother 
my grandmother would have really liked 
this day I shared with my new friend 
fail #4 
V. 
I’m overtired yet feel wired 
can’t think straight but crooked feels alright 
allong night and long nightadrroraign  
exhausted delirious 
but can I sleep will I dream 
put me on the bench coach 
I’m beyond toast, burnt 
it doesn’t hurt 
my words illegible 
thoughts unintelligible 
it will pass 
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I’ll achieve an A in class 
despite current incapacity 
internal elasticity 
I bounce back fast 
 
1.29.17 a Sunday 
love me love me not 
give it not a thought 
regardless wisdom tells me 
quells me fusis filled 
thrilled to be so wetted 
by this wellspring within 
mere ripple effect 
of our acquaintance 
you know my stance 
and I your glance 
there is a chance 
forever it may exist 
merely in my mind 
my love is blind 
I’ve nothing but time 
 
1.30.17 a Monday 
We play Inner Secrets 
posing questions and answers 
like truth or dare but all truth 
my niece and I 
decades apart in age 
she’s the only one in my life  
this open with me 
curious about me 
she doesn’t ask the questions  
I want to answer 
I talk to no one about  
the inner secrets weighing most heavily 
at least this gets my mind off them 
and now someone in the world 
knows my favorite color 
 
1.31.17 a Tuesday 
Heaven sent, music for angels 
I hear it and I alone 
From insanity to anticipation 
The learning curve 
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was hardest on my mental health 
a burden borne alone 
bear it in stealth 
But a journey away 
means a return home 
I did not go off to war 
I went to love 
I came to love 
and will go home bringing 
the love I practice 
 

FEBRUARY 2017 
 
2.1.17 a Wednesday 
I am the weird one 
should have been son 
eldest still young 
sister resister 
of fulfilling expectations 
with tradition 
I want none 
barren and eccentric 
genius yet pathetic 
I don’t mean to scare them 
poor family 
born into not chosen 
from birth until closing 
my invisibility was mutual 
 
2.2.17 a Thursday 
Radical transparency 
invisible vulnerability 
no one’s looking yet 
but when they do 
when I look back 
no one can forget 
my process or concept 
undeniable dedication 
willful manifestation 
and instructions 
from a girl without a map 
no territory is new 
but for the future 
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2.3.17 a Friday 
I hold my stress  
where my wings would be 
if I were an angel 
between my shoulder blades 
it feels like a wound 
lately a second guess 
scared of things I see 
potential danger 
has been boldly made 
got real, overnight found 
on some plane I’m flying 
now so connected 
I feel Her aches 
this plane new trying 
eternal beckoned, I’ll do what it takes 
 
2.4.17 a Saturday 
Sometimes the skin needs solitude 
alone with my own 
it tells me how I feel 
when I don’t seem to have the language 
We get closer, familiar 
I don’t even want to wash it 
it’d be a shame 
to lose this smell 
these stains 
suspend our conversation 
rinse so much down the drain 
my skin, this intimacy 
I can’t explain 
or capture or share  
in solitude I make the best company 
 
2.5.17 a Sunday 
Remember the duality 
Invoked and welcome schitzophrenia 
This Earthly Girl, plane bound 
and Eternal Divine self 
Somehow room for both 
We’ll make room 
We need each other 
To give a spirit a human experience 
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To give a human a spiritual experience 
ecstasy all around 
ecstatic when bound 
Just takes acknowledgement 
Remember, both here, both one 
Any and every time I bring it to mind 
 
2.6.17 a Monday 
Scandalous and inappropriate 
as ever, but only when 
revisiting my past these days 
I’ve calmed my ways 
but the record plays 
when started 
who I was and am not parted 
just evolved 
some problems solved 
had a kink to work out 
and I think I did 
the record outlives perversion 
every version of me 
in this day and age 
you can forget if you want to 
but you don’t have to 
 
2.7.17 a Tuesday 
how can I be of service may I be of service 
ask and receive 
anything but my energy 
life force or time 
limited resources in scarcity 
due to laws of nature 
grace enough to give 
insight and experience 
so that you may gain your own 
insight and experience 
we are not alone most especially  
when collected for a cause greater than any individual 
cause is community, solidarity 
 
2.8.17 a Wednesday 
Radical transparency 
see me 
unapologetically 
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declaring as much as I do 
be it little or foolish 
empty victory or cowardice 
showing up 
The Heather Show 
for all the world to know 
a history in the future 
being present in each day 
on the record hit record 
anyone may play 
 
2.9.17 a Thursday 
A vagina is a phallus is a sperm 
is the Virgin Mary is a galaxy 
is birth is repression 
Feminine, not feminist 
Solidarity I insist 
My brain words hoarded 
My brain works rewarded 
Invisible becomes tangible 
When with simplicity  
life becomes manageable 
Sexual undertones and overtones 
repression leaking thru my cracks 
Subtlety keeps me conservative enough 
Appropriate with tact 
My dirty dirty dirty 
Pretty pretty pretty clean 
 
2.10.17 a Friday 
How to discern 
is it something I can learn 
limitless opportunity to apply 
numbers game I want to try 
but fruitless entries will run me dry 
God train my picker and guide my eye 
about to start to give my all 
exertion exhaustion watch out or fall 
prey to the blackholes 
just pray to the eternal wholes 
my part will fall into place 
this isn’t a race 
I do have grace, am no disgrace 
curious as to what unfolds 
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but most must learn to discern 
 
2.11.17 a Saturday 
Planning is a story 
until you take the actions 
inspiration unpredictable 
my mind makes backbends 
so willful I won’t 
self discipline 
takes a break 
things still get done 
my divine eternal in me 
possessed we are 
invocation successful 
together We stir 
all the ether and matter 
stardust and sawdust 
I watch me before my very eyes 
 
2.12.17 a Sunday 
To know where to find information 
is not the same as 
possessing knowledge 
tho sufficient sometimes 
the anatomy of a flower 
word clouds of America 
how precipitation cycles work 
some things I know 
just thru the test 
others last a lifetime 
thoughts cherished 
those comfort 
and the ones I keep to last  
make me who I am 
 
2.13.17 a Monday 
Strangers fill my life 
just in time 
voices on the phone 
valentine chocolates at the mall 
in an ever shifting cast 
guest appearances 
guests, no regulars 
in The Heather Show 
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but for a season maybe 
a story line 
a joke of The Universe 
brief interlude 
one liner 
I pass thru their 
solo shows just as they mine 
 
2.14.17 a Tuesday 
She and him did that 
while I witnessed 
no complaints 
We’re conjoined twins these days 
Her and I 
and She has this ability 
to bring them out in them 
that under the skin eternal 
they don’t even notice 
but I do 
knowing there’s a difference 
differences in communication 
between spirits of different planes 
on our plane 
once I knew I couldn’t unknow 
 
2.15.17 a Wednesday 
A theme a prompt  
spontaneous problem solving 
With so many many ideas 
simple instigation 
conjurs results 
tell me what to do 
I’ll do it 
when choosing is up to me 
Well, there’s still quality 
but more second guessing 
more thought testing 
less focus and direction 
Not for always but for now 
I foresee preferring free choice 
in some future… 
 
2.16.17 a Thursday 
Letter writing once was 
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Thoughts and notes 
Placing us in time and space 
Collected and sent 
In real envelopes 
With other assorted momentos 
That’s what long distance lovers did 
When I was a kid 
Is there no such thing 
In this day and age 
For these generations? 
Glad it’s in my toolbox 
Rusty but I’m picking it up again 
Just the writing of the letter 
Not the sending… 
 
2.17.17 a Friday 
Self satisfaction is bittersweet 
Always raising fears 
over when I’ll feel it again 
Can never rest on my laurels 
So many more days ahead 
So uncomfortable 
With self satisfaction 
Like can’t it just end here 
on a high point 
a happy ending? 
I bring this up after 
finishing artwork  
but I feel the same way 
about sex 
when it’s not  
self satisfaction 
just satisfaction 
 
2.18.17 a Saturday 
I forgot Valentine’s Day has passed 
confusing it with Ash Wednesday,  
with Lent 
Lucid loosed too loose 
disconnecting from time in space. 
Belated Valentine, cconceived the  
Spring Ceremony for 2017. 
To build up to conscious contact, 
romancing my divine eternal self 
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for the whole season 
A crush started growing 
soon as I realized it could.. 
A deep love will emerge. 
The kind that makes me swoon, 
astonishment that she is me. 
 
2.19.17 a Sunday 
I used to believe Magik  
like fight club 
talking about it dangerous 
banishing, ostracizing you 
from the esoteric 
But now? 
Speak freely about process 
but not personal experience 
Fair enough? 
I didn’t give license to depart  
because I wasn’t done  
and hadn’t started  
but now departed  
I see my error 
(brief moment of terror) 
They’ll come back when I again call 
 
2.20.17 a Monday 
Completely depleted of energy 
drained to the core 
fragile and tender, sensitive and sore 
It’s come over me suddenly 
reasons presumptions 
assumptions, eh seasons 
and entities and energy 
its uses and direction 
not my intention to expend 
as much as so happened 
but once the cup was spilling 
sword and wand thrilling 
and all the coins, I saw stars 
none shooting, I shot 
and in receiving exchanged 
begun and begot 
 
2.21.17 a Tuesday 
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how much sleep do we need 
as much as we’re capable of 
or should limitations be instituted? 
sometimes the latter, sometimes the former 
the body knows itself better than my consciousness does 
so I’ll trust it to do what it must 
sometimes, yet most of the time  
make it obey me 
but sometimes it puts me in my place 
We take turns 
Our love mutual 
Our unity inseparable 
Our ultimate will shared 
 
2.22.17 a Wednesday 
The blood is flowing 
the pain so familiar 
it’s comfortable 
this tenderness, fragility feeling 
something I relax into 
forced submission to womanhood 
strength in my weakness 
barren womb crying 
but energy rebuilding rebounding 
I was worse off before the blood 
when the body wanted a seed 
now the physical is more manageable 
than the subconscious 
ticking clocks and craving cocks 
turns to appreciating independence 
til the cycle builds again 
 
2.23.17 a Thursday 
Each night I raise my eyes 
Some stars twinkle  
Clouds disguise 
Planes move swiftly 
Breezes pass 
My smoke rises 
So many nights now 
in this same place 
Not one shooting star 
No shooting stars 
No wishes bestowed 
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Universe plays withholding 
keeping me from what I want 
I’ll keep watching, waiting, looking 
Anticipation is a rush.  
 
2.24.17 a Friday 
With all things reawakening 
I visit the cemetery 
I appreciate the silent company 
With all the noise building 
morning birds nighttime peepers 
something in me stirring, singing 
still below the surface 
not yet fully emerged 
vision unclear 
anticipation is a rush 
I pick a bouquet of sprigs of trees 
barren of buds 
they’ll blossom alongside me 
slowly but surely 
something will break the surface 
of their thick skins, and mine 
 
2.25.17 a Saturday 
maintaining visibility practice 
is not useless 
even if no one’s watching 
a record made is a reference kept 
invincibility practice 
rehearsal for life 
readiness to be seen 
willingness to show where I’ve been 
forging ahead toward future will 
abundant in materials, pentacle driven 
despite faulty sword, cup and wand 
no readiness to speak of 
how dare I? 
some current power of pentacles, no more 
I don’t know what I’m doing 
I feel a fraud 
and confused, no clear vision, just materials… 
 
2.26.17 a Sunday 
I can be with you and you with me 
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see thru each others eyes 
live vicariously 
at a distance in an instant 
with the new technologies 
nothing need be spoken 
nothing planned 
spontaneously broadcasting 
I watch, you watch 
you ‘live’, I live 
you give, I give 
and this can be romance 
or delusional closeness 
it’s all out in public 
anyone could be watching 
 
2.27.17 a Monday 
End of a month 
End of a night 
Start of a week 
End of a moon 
Start of a mono 
The sky is black 
Darkness darker 
A sixth of the year 
Now has passed 
All this and I still feel 
like I’m standing still 
No progress monetarily 
But practice exponentially 
And a spiritual footprint 
Deep with stomping 
 
2.28.17 a Tuesday 
I’m building a pyramid 
out in the open 
meant for tourists 
no one knows 
referencing maslow and pharaoh 
risqué and biblical 
unashamed and submissive 
spectrums of self delusion 
eventually I have to 
start the campaign 
first the brand, then recognition 
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cognition comes in flashes 
electricity surges and sparks 
nothing lights up yet 
I don’t see it but I will 
 

MARCH 2017 
 
3.1.17 an Ash Wednesday 
Thank you heavenly creator 
For creating thru me with me 
Art emerging before my very eyes 
Miraculous surprise 
To share 
So meaningful so in love 
I am with you  
My Lord 
While at work 
Our intimacy is electric 
I move with you 
I lose myself 
Did I do that 
Or did you… 
What is We? 
 
3.2.17 a Thursday 
Acceptance feels good 
Thank you sincerely 
Heavens and hosts 
All invited to share 
My human experience 
Feel this 
This is called overwhelmed 
living a miracle 
realizing a dream 
accomplishment 
I don’t know my way 
Save me from myself 
I alone cannot go forth 
Only with the force of your fullness 
All of you 
 
3.3.17 a Friday 
In emptiness we open 
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awareness of our state  
mindfulness of energy 
gives cause to wonder 
at the incredulousness 
of silent functions 
appreciate a foundation in God 
In fullness we expand 
building towards a fate 
accumulation of experience 
reception receptors understanding 
in the unconsciousness 
of prudent intuitions 
appreciate a foundation in God 
 
3.4.17 a Saturday 
I’m not going to die today 
and probably not tomorrow 
Unless unforeseen circumstances arise 
I’ve got about six more decades in me 
All that time 
So much to see 
I’m dying every day 
Closer to that death moving 
I’m living every day 
Learning, growing with every breath proving 
life is a miracle and I a miracle 
such chance the happenstance 
hosting me here 
A life for me? Preposterous 
May I be found worthy 
 
3.5.17 a Sunday 
I see my mind planning 
fantasies expanding 
what a useless hobby 
tsk, mind get back to body 
appreciate present 
current event 
futures imaginary til it’s here 
sure even then reaction’ll vary 
from what I thought’d appear 
unpredictable predictions 
I can control not myself 
when it comes to you 
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yet plan I do 
and alter it in every breath 
and will til only breath is between us 
 
3.6.17 a Monday 
Sore yet restored 
Aching and worn 
we labor daily 
assailed by experience 
near death and far 
war within one skin 
give me breath and sense 
relent violent life thru rest 
some greys are gold 
and some days unfold 
bearing blessing in their 
confessions of an end 
awake again do it again 
sleep again there my undoing undone 
 
3.7.17 a Tuesday 
Ebbs and flows 
Ages and grows 
Nourished and cleansed 
then dirtied again 
Exhausted then rested 
Taught then tested 
Expands and diminishes 
Starts fits and finishes 
Achievements and losses 
Prizes and costs us 
Emptiness and fullness 
Denial and willingness 
Hedonism, masochism 
Deprivation, Patience 
Ebbs and flows 
Endless unknowns 
 
3.8.17 a Wednesday 
Not exactly what I want 
Works in progress 
Expose myself 
Radical Transparency 
Stakes are high 
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Projects and hobbies 
Evolve into a lifestyle 
Kindling for the kindred 
If I can get the fire stoked 
Smoke signals rising 
We need more flames 
It never goes out 
but sure dies down 
I’d rather go out burning than drowned  
Immolation needs more  
Work to burn, burn to see 
 
3.9.17 a Thursday 
She was a big lady 
stature, not height, 
a grand dame 
my grandmother 
Properly womanesque in public 
I lived behind the scenes 
With home perms and tweezers 
Chin hairs and mu-mus 
Slippers and slips 
She’d rather sleep with me 
Than her husband 
She always prayed bedside 
on her knees 
And peed in a pisspot there  
every night if awoken 
 
3.10.17 a Friday 
alone in body 
never in mind 
with you in mind 
tho separate beds 
one union 
inseparable are we 
thru experience and company 
historically we reunite 
again and again 
and again in some distant future 
this solitary present 
will suspend again 
some future present 
will find us embracing again 
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again again 
 
3.11.17 a Saturday 
We can forgive ourselves 
Anything, everything 
Unconditional self love demands 
a radical acceptance stance 
to soothe the frustration 
of lethargy, lack of patience 
We must give time and space 
for what’s next to emerge 
We’re not behind it’s not a race 
nor have we been left in lurch 
rather learning tho slowly 
sometimes unaware 
there on go we keep breathing 
with ourselves, we’ll always be there 
forgive, selectively forget 
to live in anticipation of what’s next 
 
3.12.17 a Sunday 
Sometimes I’m delicate 
gluttonous, slothful 
still and escapist 
isolating in exhaustion 
sleep provides avoidance 
makes the time pass 
When stress is time based 
Events loo close 
Almost upon me 
Situations I’d rather not deal with 
Yet do 
I’m grateful the stress 
Keeps quiet and small 
My triggers pulled 
Acting out isn’t quite as  
Self harmful as it once was 
 
3.15.17 a Wednesday 
Ides of March 
et tu Brute 
we lost an hour 
gained longer days 
We’ve been apart 
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what do You say 
You lost some power 
gained stronger ways 
Exchanges are the strangest 
nothing less nothing more 
unfamiliar for familiar 
expands capacity to store 
experience and memory 
delirious with thoughts of We 
how do You remember Me 
I knew You’d learn to see 
 
3.16.17 a Thursday 
Invocation of self 
Declaring who I am 
Objective, Subjective, Projected 
A body of senses 
Vehicle of defenses 
Point of connections 
God made perfection 
I am and I am and I am 
Til the end’s completion of began 
Strength to do and discern 
Reflect, question and learn 
To plan seems impossible 
Always unknown obstacles 
Arise and pass and never last 
Thriving and suffering 
Stay alive and keep loving 
 
3.17.17 a Friday 
my sarcophagus, dungeon resting place 
has been threatened 
an order to vacate placed on my door 
a decade of life lived there 
dreams and action 
can I persevere thru this 
return there to live once more 
I’ve dropped to my knees 
with prayer and supplication 
only time will tell my fate 
so much at stake, a livelihood, my home 
I’m powerless but to wait 
take the right measures 
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do what I must 
the pressure and anxiety, may they not distract 
Lord in you I trust, Lord by your grace I act 
 
3.18.17 a Saturday 
I cannot fathom the end but can fantasize  
Beyond this world beyond these eyes 
Perhaps a union of all potentials 
The path I took and all forsook 
Versions of lives I could have lived 
Seen on common ground one page as this 
If I’d taken a left instead of a right 
Gone out at bright day instead of dark night 
Stayed when I left or left when I stayed 
Multiverse of lives I could have made 
Only this one do I know presently 
Only sensory experience I’ve allowed within me 
One path on a map that for sure had many 
Options and detours, sights aplenty 
To see the full map at my path’s conclusion 
I pray stirs no regret, lack of faith or confusion 
 
3.19.17 a Sunday 
We know our value 
But know not how to redeem 
The toolbox is full 
But structure shoddy 
Fear and shame too familiar 
self enforced barriers to freedom 
Instability of will 
No discipline in body 
Mental baggage weighs us down 
Unpreventable thoughts 
Pits of despair try to drown 
Triggers are traps 
Resounding echoes paralyzing 
How long must we endure 
Our own stories of sorrow 
 
3.20.17 a Monday 
I can never remember all the memories 
Never tell all the stories 
Stored in that closing era 
What will distance do 
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Allow embellishment and exaggeration 
Make it less real or more 
How will I mourn 
Can I write the testament it’s due 
Honor that time aptly 
Bondage to each other, 
between myself and the space 
My name signed away on the line (lease) 
It lasted over a decade 
Now breaking my heart 
We must depart each other 
 
3.21.17 a Tuesday 
hiatus mode comes and goes 
as I’m inhabited by different energies 
still small measurable actions 
mark my path daily 
cooking family meals, prepping my vitamins, cleaning my room- 
those are significant accomplishments 
when I feel like checking out of the world 
when I hold my ground, stay in the game 
despite feelings of failure 
yearning to quit or turn off 
I stay sober and participate 
So powerless over my energy 
Some higher power getting me thru 
I pray I have a necessary paradigm shift 
sometime soon, from striving to thriving 
 
3.22.17 a Wednesday 
Visible again just like that 
No I mustn’t explain the disappearance 
Nor re-emergence in fact 
Hindrances, anxieties, fears and 
All the typical human baggage 
attached to living and being 
We’ve all the same story 
catched you giving in and fleeing 
From self and other, it’s not just me 
But I desire to make my struggle 
radically transparent and shared 
despite no one caring presently 
for they will inevitably 
just as soon as innovators discover 
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lead to early adopters then others 
until event eh skeptics will too know 
 
3.23.17 a Thursday 
If we’ve got it all wrong, all wrong 
It’d be no surprise at all 
that we’d compromised our thrall 
ignorant to the most lasting here 
space is constrained not expandable 
limited quantities of area 
set number of coordinates 
wonderfully divided, nations and states 
we’ve no memory of our before 
can’t predict accurately after 
but the dimension and plane 
its history is accessible 
eternal for human history 
immortal as it can get 
its consciousness far beyond ours 
living invisible we’re oblivious yet 
 
3.24.17 a Friday 
Tonight I left a voicemail for Daniel 
and I’m not ashamed 
My heart filled my chest, overflowed up 
into my head, endorphins surging 
as I hit ‘call’. 
9:30pm on a Friday, he could have picked up. 
Does he experience the same involuntary 
visceral physical sensations 
How could he not with our history 
He once filled me he’ll forever fill me 
No room for any other man in this heart 
And I’ve come to terms with that 
And am coming to terms with maybe 
not getting my perpetuation of our situation 
by not going back to where I was convenient 
but I long to be in touch 
 
3.25.17 a Saturday 
I want a tall skinny man 
all arms and legs and dick 
not too much bodily hair 
bot on his head I want it thick 
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warm and intellectual 
lucid and respectful 
open and accepting of me 
independent and receptive he’d be 
had I my way and him no say 
for I know him already 
tho we’ve maybe never been ready 
perhaps never will 
but it’s my will still 
to unconditionally and eternally love 
the man I’ve known so long 
this is enough 
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