
Bound Together    

Nothing is what I am.  Helpless piece of flesh.
Held together by fragile bones and pulsating 
nerves.  Eyes made of dreams.  Arms, legs, and 
fingers bound together by a mysterious liquid 
substance known as blood.  Head put in place with 
a brain attached.  What do I have?  What am I?  
Can I change into something else?  But what will I 
change into other than a former reflection of my 
own-self.  So here it is.  The heart is still beating.  
Red and full of life.  Blood pouring in and out.  
The cigarette finds it’s way into my hand once 
again.  I light the cigarette.  Inhale the smoke in 
my lungs.  Exhale the smoke.  And so the end is 
near.  Nothing left to do, eyes still awake.  No need
for sleep, but must find a place to rest.  Can’t get to
sleep, but I must.  Tomorrow I have to work.  
Music send me to a dream-land.  In the morning I 
shall rise.  Coffee my friend wake me up.  I am not
ready to retire.  So tell me what am I?  A fool, a 
machine, a slave.  Wait!  Let me tell you what I 
am.  I am the same as before.  Nothing less.  
Nothing more.  I am the same as what 
I was before.  Nothing.  It is here that I stop.  
I shall say no more.  Nothing.   
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Lenny Bruce    

A new notebook is in my hands.
Microwave dinner is cooking.
Watching Lenny Bruce on T.V.
Black & white.
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To: M.M.    

Shining stars seem to burn out 
rather than fade way.
When a bright shining star
falls from the sky.
We all try to keep it up,
so it can never die.
Everybody can cry now.
Now, that you’re gone.
Some things never change.
So we sing you our song.
Just to keep the memory of your
life and the star shining on.
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Words Starting With The Letter M    

Music.
Making.
Me.
Move.
Movements.
Mastering.
Mystery.
Mistakes.
Misunderstood.
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If We Only Had More Time    

Ten seconds
until the world
Blows Up!
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Slipping On The Rocks    

Somewhere in the night we slip on
by.  One more drink takes us higher.
Slipping on the rocks beneath our
Feet.  Breaking the waves that crash
into our lives.  Some may walk.
Others may crawl. The rest of 
them run.  But for us, we do none of 
the above.  For us, we wait and let
the waves carry us out and gently 
pull us back in.  Back where we belong.
Closing our tired eyes to sleep. It is 
then when we awake.  Waking up to
a new world of altered states.  
Saving time to catch the old ways.  
Making them new and fresh.  Just
like it was before we knew what it
 was.  It seems like fun.  Fixing our 
broken hearts.  Riding the next 
wave into the shore.  Feeling the air 
move.  One drink into the world.
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Wind Instruments    

Music is on the show.
In between the lines.
Wind instruments.
Flutes and other sounds.
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Beatles Poster    

Everything around me is
a reflection of myself.

Beatles poster.
Dream catchers.
Pictures of the 
Beat Generation.

Endless hours in local bars.
Remembering the time as it is.
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Flying    

My life as a bird.
I love flying.
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Summer Lover    

So we scream.
Lovers dance again.
Another love.
Another day opens up to you.
The walls are breaking away.
Away again.
So loud.
Crashing down.

Breathe.
Breathe.

Summer Lover.
Let me touch your hand.
Let me see.
Let me breathe, again.
We can, we can.
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250 Stars    

I can’t believe we live on
the same planet.  Both of us
In our own little world.
In your world you have
two moons.  In mine I only 
have one.  You gave me one 
of your moons as a gift.
And in return I gave you 
all of my 250 stars.
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Static    

Static….static….
Fuzzy white noise.
Crackling….popping….
An unfiltered mess of something
that never is or never was.
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Where’s My Muse?    

I need a muse.
My words are running dry.
I need a drink of creative inspiration.  
I need a spark to start the fire.
I’m like a cow without milk....Moo?
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A Day At The Artful Dodger    

Everyone keeps walking in and out.
Inspiration follows every time the 
door opens up and the cold air
blows in.  This coffee is GREAT!
I wonder where everyone is going?
Do they even know?  Here I am just 
sitting here.  Watching everything
going on.  Writing and drinking
coffee.  Living the Kerouac dream.
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What Are You Doing    

If you’re not doing
what you love in life.
Then what are you doing?
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The Things She Does    

She’s a wall of sound.
But I can’t hear anything.
She plays the song.
But I can’t dance to it.
She makes the room spin.
But I stand still.
Then she turned me on.
Now I can hear everything.
She showed me the moves.
Now I dance everywhere.
She made the room stop spinning.
Now I’m dizzy every time I see her.
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Another Day At The Artful Dodger    

Cups of coffee.
Strange techno music.
A few cars drive by.
People sitting outside.
A few of them are inside.
Lost. Lost. Lost.
But some of them have character.
Some of them are real.
Well, maybe all of them are real.
I fit in yet I do not fit in.
I belong but I do not belong.
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The Mystery Of Me    

Look inside.
Pages of scribbled down 
poems & little notes in 
faded colored notebooks.
Look inside.
Everything that you ever
wanted to know about me is here.
Look inside.
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Once Again At The Artful Dodger    

Conversations of college students
are all around.  Amazing cute girls.
Just like the ones sitting on the
couch.  And the ones sitting on the 
round bar stools.  In here things are
happening.  In here things are real.
So much more real than before.
Once again I am sitting here writing.
In this town things might be 
worthwhile.  Yes, it’s hard to 
believe but I believe it is possible.
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Insomnia    

The nicotine habit is destroyed. 
And no fire is burning anymore. 
The days are coming and going.
The nights seem to last forever.
Nothing to do but watch TV. 
And time keeps on ticking away.
Getting closer and closer to another day.
The sunlight starts to creep in.
As the clock turns to 7:35 A.M. 
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If you enjoyed reading this free preview then don't 
stop there.  Receive your very own copy of the 
book signed by the author Charlie Clouse.  
Available now from the Hound Dog Bookstore.
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