In Need of Fresh Air

By: Neo

Legs spread, knees bent in

the chair's back never close enough

sitting with no support, no room

to stretch my stiffening muscles.

I've sprained my brain

trying to fixate on what I believe

is a clever and higher concept

worthy of being immortalized

on digital paper and ink.

The coffee I drank hours ago,

or the American diet I'm on,

something is rotting my core tonight.

The venom of fear

spreads through the veins

of the people around me who haven't

figured out life.

2012 the world ends

according to a graveyard.

Money is happiness

according to more graves.

How are their 401ks now?

The blood pulsing through my skull

would better be used in my cock

if there was flesh warm and willing enough

to take me away.

Someday I may spill seed in the chalice

that produces life.

In the future I will spill blood

back into the earth that we call home.

Right now I spill more digital ink.

