Break

One day I found that I'd wasted all

the terrible things in my mind

So I looked around and replaced it all

with whatever else I could find

I started trying to taste it all,

the love and the food and the drink

But nothing could nourish the place that all

the guilt filled right up to the brink

But it felt like enough

I began to feel tough

Until the break

Free to no longer be chaste at all

I tried to run all amok

Shocked that I didn't get maced at all

I only managed a fa-fa-fafa-fa...

I thought I'd only debase it all

-- like cold eyes had lectured me once,

as if I had used no toothpaste at all --

at hedonism, I'm a dunce.

Why can't it be enough

to fall headlong in love

and take a break?

break out

break in

break glass

break wind

break fast

break up

break down

break

Pointlessly pumped up the pace, did all

the things that they told me to do,

And still I could never have braced it all

enough that it wouldn't fall through

As much as I thought I'd erased it all,

the pencil smudge won't disappear

So I guess it's time that I faced it all

to lose my illusion of fear

Self-hate's long past its shelf

date, so I'll give myself

a fucking break.

-- Dolph L. Chaney, 12th Sept 2009, 8:30am (music for the verse arrived in a dream); 13th Sept 2009, 6:06pm; 14th Sept 2009, 7:05pm
