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Pretty dope, right? O yah – these scratches take me back, ‘man. This work here, this little 

Easter-egg piece’a somethin’ just f’r you is a project I’ve wanted to put together for a good 

solid while now. Contained throughout are the original rough cuts of the short stories that 

appear in The 2020 Event |The Sideshows|, along with some other stuff I wrote up during the early 

days. Stuff that either lived on to find its way into a book or died off in the pages of my old 

composition pads. The title, Unhinged, comes from one such defunct work. 

At one point I endeavored to release a small book, a novella if not a novelette to be titled 

Unhinged. It was meant to be made up of four of the drafts from Volume III contained 

herein. These drafts are Amazing, Sparks, Smell the Flowers, and The Final Line, in that 

order. I decided against that first version of Unhinged for whatever excuse I was riding at 

the time and went forward with something else… mayhap Over the River, though I 

cannot say I remember for sure. Either way, here it is now, plus all the other goodies I’ve 

laid down for the seekers to sleuth out. 

If you’re not into this sort’a thing then you didn’t pick up this book, but if you did then 

it means you’re probably something like me: an avid fan of the art of bookmaking. Human, I 

love this shit like no other, and the idea of a wholly hand-written novel has been with me for 

almost as long as Chuck Leary himself. While I do not consider this book to be a novel, it’s 

certainly a hand-written book, and it was certainly worth making. For me, at least. And for 

my brother, evidently, as he spelunked through my back-home closet and dug these things 

up, even shipped them out to me. Who knows? Mayhap you’ll find it worthwhile, too. 

And if you don’t, you are flat wrong. Here’s why, scrived in the Slæb of a deaded nutbar 

who called himself HOW: “Everything starts somewhere, so long as someone gets it started.” 
 

From this day on, we move forever forward~ 

Bookmaker Adam the Form of Being, 

Keeper of Lœr, Infinity Incarnate 
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What follows is a collection of fifteen poems, thirteen of which were meant to be published 

in the book which was going to go in the back of the book which was going to go in the back 

of Off His Own Supply, the conclusion of Epoch I of The Garden. If you’ve not ~yet~ read 

it, Off His Own Supply ends with the suicide of one Big Bookmaker Hunter A. Wallace, Totem 

of The Garden in Reality. He was the fictional author character behind the Schizophrenia 

books, he was meant to be a self-parodical version of myself who was legitimately batshit 

crazy. I named and sculpted this character after myself because I thought it would be 

absolutely hilarious. 

I was right. 

Off His Own Supply’s first BackBook was going to be titled Sewicyde: The Bookmaker’s 

Note Postseason. It was essentially a chronicling of the fictional Hunter’s final descent into 

the level of madness one does not come back from. I decided not to include it in the final 

release because, frankly, Off His Own Supply did not need the extra hammering-home. I 

thought the literal suicide journal was unnecessary. I thought the stories were enough. 

Again, I was right. Off His Own Supply is a tight book. That’s just what it is. 

Following the form of the The Bookmaker’s Note Preseason, Sewicyde was going to have 

a poetry collection in the back. This poetry collection was to be titled The Woods Does Not 

Feel Like The Woods Anymore. Heartbreaking. Devastating. I had seventeen poems lined up 

for The Woods, and I wound up putting four of them into the back of Scratches. These are 

hoem, HOW shit, memes, and Projection (Good Riddance) [and my pencil’s out of ink]. The rest 

of the surviving thirteen are waiting for you to finish this note.  

The additional two are more recent. I wrote them at some point or another, one in pencil 

and one in ink. The one done in pencil, HOW, comes before the thirteen, and the one done in 

pen, The Well, comes after. My book The Highest One Writing comes to mind, but that’s 

neither here nor there. That’s just a solid piece of work, if I do say so myself. 

Following the poetry is something of an art gallery. Being how this book is really more of 

an Easter egg than anything else, I thought the old scratches and sketches of lore would 

be a great way to finish it off, and while I cannot say for sure at the time of writing this, 

I do believe I’ll wind up being right again. 

Know what that means? Three in a row, wha’d’y’kno’ wha’d’y’kno’. 

Thank you for taking this dive with me. It’s been a long journey, making these books, 

remembering who I am, working my way through The Simulation the only way I know how, 

and I am very pleased to say that at 21 books… at twenty-one books… I’ve hardly even 

begun. I hope you enjoyed flipping through these pages as much as I enjoyed writing them 

out way back when, and I’m sure you’ll get a real kick out of what comes next. 
 

From this day on, we move forever forward~ 

Bookmaker Adam the Form of Being, 

Keeper of Lœr, Infinity Incarnate



 



 
 
 
three’thirty, forty’five, four’o’five, fourteen 
awake every morning sure as olives are green 
i close my eyes tight and hope for a dream 
try to sleep through the night 
life is not what it seems 
‘cause it can’t be 
it just can’t be 
it seems like i’m going to hell 
like i’m already there 
by this poem, can’t you tell? 
are you there? are you reading? will my books ever sell? 
i feel as though it’s not my concern 
keep writing and live life well 
and i’m trying 
god i’m trying 
but all around me are bugs 
air pulled out of my lungs 
buzzing wings in my ears 
can hardly even think straight 
the path ahead so unclear 
but i cannot stop trying 
i cannot stop trying 
i cannot stop trying… 
sometimes i feel like crying and 
screaming and running and leaping off a cliff 
nosediving off a bridge with a bolt in my head 
i can never stop fighting for my right to live my life 
but lately i feel like that’s no longer what this is 
like, look at where i’m at 
a twenty-six-year-old kid 
who refuses to get a job because 
“i have one” 
oh yeah 
oh yes 
sitting alone in my room all day 



wishing i could smoke the cannabis 
like i used to 
with my friends who really could have been my friends 
had i let them 
i regret so fucking much 
and now that the end seems near 
i finally see 
all the wrong things i did 
two steps off from being committed 
mental hospital, no shit 
all i have to do 
is grab my knife 
and cut myself again 
go downstairs and start raving 
about the voices in my head 
i’m crazy… 
but i don’t want to be mentally insane 
i just want to be a writer 
not an existential bane 
to everyone around me 
i feel all sorts of drained 
so i can only imagine how they feel 
what a shame indeed a shame 
how i turned out 
a disappointment since the young age of three 
if you truly feel like that than you’re sort of just like me… 
poor bastard 
hey, at least you… 
whatever… 
nevermind 
can I turn this poem around? 
after so much shit and turmoil and living like a clown? 
should i just go get a job 
get out the house 
be part of town 
until the day 
eventually 
when i might strike out on my own? 



four’thirty-five, the clock says 
i should delete this so-called “poem” 
i should never have been a writer 
but i am now, so what the fuck 



 
 
 
what a shitshow of a life 
feeling low i squat on Hi Point 
the high point of my day 
a buzzard circles below the moon 
… 
i’ve had this vision 
inside my head 
for the longest of 
this exact location 
this precise time of year 
bare trees and the rocks 
outcrops of yellow grass 
a gust of wind putting sway to them 
but now i ask how… 
how did it come to this? 
… 
all the work i’ve done 
and it was all so wrong 
thought i was the stone but 
really i was the lichen 
a simple fungus 
bug mistake… made probably 
because i was stoned 
all the time 
not thinking 
just acting 
like a dickhead 
all ego 
and none 
none of it good 
… 
even this poem 
every poem i’ve written lately 
reads and comes off 
feels like a suicide note 



but thus far i have been 
too much of a bitch 
to go through with it 
to do the world my favor 
to finally make right 
all the shit i’ve spewed 
all the worry and misery i’ve spawned 
… 
what’s the fucking point 
in the past i was quick to answer 
to build The Library 
give Earth The Hillside Commons 
but now 
sitting up here 
warm sun on the cool winds 
i don’t know 
… 
i really don’t know 
anymore 
… 



 

 

 

my last poem 
perhaps 
could have been a 
few lines longer 
i filled a page 
both sides 
typed it up 
saved it 
folded the sheet now 
it’s a goner 
just like me 
writing to fill lines 
to fill this gap i’ve 
deep inside 
blackest strokes unto empty space 
saying nothing 
implying everything 
with cold feet and 
blurry contact lenses 
another poem 
another poem 
won’t write the story, so 
another poem 
better than sitting 
doing nothing 
dick in my hand 
metaphorically 
…or not 
if it floats your goat 
… 
nothing lately has 
floated my own 
except 
on occasion 
going into the woods and 



stacking rocks 
in a balanced or 
teetering 
little pile 
and 
when i build them 
close together 
i like to make bridges 
out of more rocks 
between them… 
it seems this 
is where i’m at 
these days 
dark days 
a few cold weeks 
off from winter 
and i’ve slipped into hibernation 
i go to bed before ten 
nine 
eight 
at about seven 
the other night 
why don’t i just write? 
bank my fictions? 
grow The Garden? 
live out Bookmaker? 
i… 
don’t know 
genuinely 
but right now 
i’m sitting here 
sweaty 
overhot but yet so cold 
letting addiction 
get the best of me 
this isn’t good 
it’s fucking great 
the bestest poem i’ve 



ever scrawl’d 
then typed 
and folded up 
stored away… 
suddenly i feel 
distracted 
done 
finished 
i don’t want to 
write this 
any longer 
growing soft as i ferment 
drowning in this 
highest water 
the glasses on my hat 
still staring 
unimpressed and 
bored, quite frankly 
He probably wonders 
as i often do 
how much longer 
i can last 
through the willful ignorance 
the ambivalence 
the isolation 
lack of income 
car always low on gas 
student loan and 
credit card and 
the bills my parents pay for me 
through the daily urge 
to stay in bed 
‘til there’s no longer a day 
before me? 
indefinitely 
i would imagine 
what’ll i do instead 
shoot myself? 



did it once 
tried it twice 
didn’t work, so 
on the shelf 
… 
it’s a way out 
i guess 
that crossbow in my closet 
if things get 
really bad 
and nobody takes it away 
for me 
… 
i wonder now what i may have written 
had i worked on the story instead? 
not this 
that’s for damn sure 
and i’ve nothing else 
to say 
on the matter 



 

 

 

He is always there 
every time i look 
get distracted 
become unanchored 
swept up by agita 
he is there 
The Bookmaker 
Adam the Form’ 
Novelwriter Tungstok not in the flesh 
but 
in the metal 
the canvas 
the plastic and 
sunglass lenses 
… 
he’s on the table now 
one of those old folders 
a khaki wood 
off the rack for 
now and evermore 
and he sits there 
my identity 
my angelic dæmon 
my Astral God of All 
staring at me 
reflecting 
waiting for me to die… 
…or better yet, to just write 
to do something 
          anything 
          everything but 
          nothing 
but sitting here 
feet to wall 
mindless in my watching 



of videos about any 
goddamned thing 
magnet fishing 
th’Call of Duty 
conspiracy theories/ 
philosophy/ 
psychedelic mysticism not so much 
anymore 
but still Rick and Morty 
still the same old bullshit 
very little is new 
todays 
… 
but yet 
He expects more 
more 
more more more 
never enough for 
The Bookmaker 
with His rim 
all bent and dinged 
ruffled and worn 
old and tired and 
so, so inspired 
to question why i am not 
… 
for it is not 
that i’m not, or… 
maybe it is 
when a soda’s pop’d open 
all it does is fizz 
but left to sit it 
goes flat 
the little bubbles all 
burst and shatter 
but that’s only that 
it hardly matters 
that’s a soft drink and 



i am a ‘man 
who heard a voice 
which said 
it’s too late to go back 
so… 
why not, then, 
simply move forever forward? 
the more i do 
the more there is to do 
but must i do it all 
right now? 
right this instant? 
well i’m working on a book 
now 
aren’t i? 
Shitty Poetry Volume II 
cat piss to a rabid dog’s eye 
but still it’s 
not enough 
not for me 
not for High God Rattlesnake Thompson 
not for the Lord youieA 
one The Garden Incarnate 
not for Big Bookmaker Hunter A. 
nor for the ‘man who made him 
… 
will this poem be enough? 
could it be? 
should anything? 
will i ever be satisfied 
with the face 
looking back 
from those lenses 
always there 
always watching 
demanding 
chowing away on my sanity? 
will i ever 



ever ever 
be good enough 
for me? 
i doubt it 
all of it 
sometimes 
these books i’ve made are 
not real 
just… 
hallucinations of profanity 
for 
what’s a book that is not read? 
a soda can 
sold empty 



 

 

 

i am having trouble 
writing 
i always have 
trouble writing 
the day 
cloud’ and leafless 
when i decide 
to stop 
smoking pot 
… 
it used to be 
the one thing 
my rock 
my sleeping agent 
my creation agent 
my existing agent 
but now with each puff 
i only get stressed out 
sucked into the 
black hole 
my mind has become 
once a thriving tree 
now a dead branch 
a twig 
fallen 
brittle 
splinters on the ground 
so dull 
they crumble 
if picked up 
if 
… 
there is a ringing 
a dullness 
a blockage 



over my mind’s eye 
an eyepatch of shit 
the stench 
of my own stinking breath 
rotten teeth 
rotten soul 
hair falling out of my head 
i am thoroughly decomposed inside 
blood and guts all turned to mush 
my brain is a smoothie 
except chunky 
littered with blocks of chalk 
… 
that doesn’t make 
a lick of sense 
none of it does, ‘man 
i feel as though 
my own creation hates me 
America ate its young 
and my brainchild 
is biting me now 
well 
that’s how it feels 
no 
thinks 
thoughts 
seems from this box 
in which i sit 
trapped 
inside my mind 
at the bottom of the oldest 
well 
the only 
well 
all day i sit 
in my drained and icy bedroom 
writing 
or at least trying 



not nearly hard enough 
much too hard 
everything is a paradox 
i want to shoot myself… 
… 
i wrote this on looseleaf 
and that line was the bottom 
so i flip the page 
i’m burning here 
though my feet 
are a frozen lake 
i only wrote that 
‘cause it rhymed 
i stare out at a pine tree 
the only pine 
in my front yard 
there’s nowhere else 
for me to go 
library’s closed 
just as well 
when i go i’m not seen as 
T/the B/bookmaker 
i am seen only 
as a piece of ass or an 
about to snap schiz’ or a 
joke 
maybe that’s all i am 
a joke 
to you, to myself 
The Highest One Writing 
lowest of the fucking low 
… 
well 
at least there is this: 
all the folks who choose to hate me 
hate me less 
than i do myself 
nobody 



not a single putrid soul 
could possibly 
feel think or say 
worse 
about Mister Hunter Owens Wallace 
or is it Adam 
or Adom 
or Asshole 
yeah 
Asshole Flatts 
… 
oh, Thaddeus 
all I really have to do 
is allow myself 
to type 
but instead I sit on my lower back 
feet pressed against the wall 
worrying as i write 
this worrisome wall of words 
which i’ve the nerve to call 
poetry 
line after shitting line 
conjuring my piteous misery 
… 
i have no friends left 
probably made some enemies 
did it all to myself 
so i could choke 
on my fucking weed 
that isn’t even mine 
that i buy 
with a credit card 
no plans to pay it back 
like 
i would if i could 
if my life was on track 
if i didn’t ruin everything 
this year of twenty’twenty-one 



i scribed the shittiest shit I could manage 
made all the doubters run 
for now it is certain 
not a doubt in any mind 
that i am crazy 
psychopathic 
schizophrenic 
whose work is fucking trash 
not worth reading a single sentence 
… 
i’m at the end of the page now 
that’s what this poem’s about 
… 
bet i’d have an extra line 
if i didn’t cross one out 
… 
bet i’d think and feel a lot better 
had I went out for a run instead 



 

 

 

i’m talking to them again 
these… 
voices 
in my head 
as they chatter and plot against me 
i’m just like, “goodness, 
i am shot ” 
… 
see, i heard something earlier 
just a few minutes passed 
it was walking across my ceiling 
had a weight to it 
took individual steps 
and it sounded 
sounded 
like it was chewing cud 
it looked 
like nothing was there 
and so 
i turned my phone’s flashlight on 
shined it at the ceiling 
confirmed nothing was there 
and felt better 
but yet 
the flashlight 
is still on 
now 
… 
piano plays over snare drum taps 
with a bit of saxophone in the back 
or maybe a horn of 
some sort 
as the silvery bells ring high 
unceasingly in my ears 
the baseboard heating ticks 



and my head ticks in return 
and my heart thumps in return 
and at 26 
i’m scared of the dark 
once more 
… 
welp 
full circle, then 
mental regression is complete 
the ‘rona didn’t kill me 
so it did its work instead 
i’m fucking crazy 
these days 
like 
really and awful truly 
i hardly know what’s real 
i’m Gill Milligan with the dreaming 
i spent 
all day today 
in bed 
telling myself over and over 
these awful stories of dread 
all starring me 
in which I end up 
living out 
one hell or another 
and then 
my mom came upstairs 
knocked on my door 
“dinner’s ready” 
so i got up 
slugged downstairs 
ate with the family 
tried not to be uncomfortable 
didn’t do well 
and after all was chewed and swallowed 
i sat there 
lingered there 



staring at my empty glass 
reminding myself steadily 
how this shall never last 
that this is over 
that i am over 
that i lost the race 
finished dead last 
because i’m broke 
out of my mind 
afraid of the dark 
and smoking pinecones 
… 
what happened to me? 
a few months ago i was chilling 
and then 
bam 
just like that 
crazy has 
entered the building 
i’m shaken up 
constantly 
shook, 
as it were 
‘man i’m hanging on 
by a kite string 
i don’t know who’s flying it 
i don’t know when i’m landing 
if i’m landing 
these days i don’t know a goddamned thing 
but watch this: 
everything is gonna be 
fine and just 
fucking dandy 
… 
i occasionally space out 
lose all awareness 
then 
when i come to 



i’m conversating 
with human beings 
who aren’t fucking there 
speaking in tongues 
laying Wyrd in Language like it was Slæb 
that is to say 
bit by bit 
i’m fucking drowning 
… 
i’ve watched it happen 
tracked it 
chronicled this madness 
via my books 
that’s how it feels sometimes 
but most times 
i like to think 
i’m not some rotten dirty kook 
some planning and conspiring 
ties the knot to make the noose 
because that’s not me 
it’s just not who i am 
i’m just a dude, see 
with an affinity 
for… 
i am presently 
afraid to continue 
as 
i feel like 
the spirits 
are watching me 
… 
i like stories 
okay 
why is it so bad 
for me 
to like stories 
i like sitting and reading books 
what’s more 



i enjoy making them 
too 
despite the sudden migraine 
that occurred 
below my left temple 
as i wrote that 
as i called them out 
… 
the very migraine 
which fled away 
as soon as i mentioned it 
… 
oooh… 
now it’s coming back 
… 
so 
am i gone 
or here to stay? 



 

 

 

like water in fluid motion 
the river of 
what is real 
flows 
children climbing in the mountains 
passengers jetting overhead 
leaves from the trees sprout green 
the fade 
yello’range to red 
then they snap 
flutter ‘round 
dandelion seed in the wind 
until they inevitably fall 
come to rest once again 
 
when the snow and ice 
of winter 
when all the faux door-wreathes 
come down 
when the sun stays up for hours 
do the new leaves know 
they’ll brown? 
or is it just 
a change of plans? 
are the leaves one day leafing 
just dangling from their branch 
anticipating forever 
knowing not how long it lasts 
do they unanimously decide 
or is it last fall lands last? 
i like to think 
it’s not a terribly big deal 
one day you’re leafing well 
the next, you’re going brown 
your edges begin to crack 



you go spotty 
as it were 
and you decide to snap 
free to the wind 
let it carry you, my dear 
may the cold ground be not 
muddy 
may your stagnant puddle clear 
… 
it’s a cloudy day 
the young holler in the mountains 
the busy jetplane overhead 
the lazy do whatever 
the old wouldn’t do instead 
and me? 
well he sits there 
scribbled pad on a park bench 
made of sturdy old treated wood 
across from me 
is a solid 
stick-and-nail-made 
park fence 
woodchips as ground coverage 
criss-crossing of many trails 
the entire town of Ringwood 
seen from an old wooden park bench 
… 
see 
i didn’t have plans to change 
when i started this poem 
then i changed to having plans 
now i’m change to 
never known 
weather or knot 
i had plan even 
maed first to change 
but… 
what if the plan is to change? 



what if leaves all sprout 
without a concept of day and age? 
what if they do not plan 
but just change 
and fall and land? 



 

 

 

the woods does not 
feel like 
the woods 
anymore. 
the trails are not 
walkways, 
merely stripped earth. 
i can walk 
anywhere 
‘pon leaves or on dirt 
and i’ll never be lost 
i know the lay of the land 
and that’s all it is 
land 
i walk up the road 
and past the pond and 
there it isn’t. 
no wall of trees 
stands before me, 
no mouth of a cavern 
bored deep into the 
foresty bowels. 
there is simply a pond 
on one side is grass 
one is concrete, the “dam” 
one is swamp, the “feeder” 
and the other has trees 
one just threatens to wet you 
and its often muddy amongst the trees 
i take the concrete 
anyway, every single time 
the swamp would prepare me, 
but i dodge muck amongst the trees. 
why hurl myself into the 
throes of a feeder swamp 



when i can just cross the bridge 
and continue walking upon the land? 
that’s all the woods is 
the country is 
the planet is 
land. 
sure, it “belongs” to some 
but does it really? 
or is it just here? 
or are we just here? 
or is this ridiculous 
society 
we all entertain 
literally a simulation 
a delusion 
a game we all play 
a cult we’re born into 
an idea considered THE idea 
not inherently good nor bad 
just a strange idea 
we all propagate 
because nobody else can 
come up with 
a better way for us to live? 
are we humaning so bad 
that we’ve 
as a species 
become people? 
 
perhaps the woods 
isn’t meant 
to feel like 
“the woods” 
like 
this extraneous place 
this alternate dimension 
maybe our houses and towns 
and towersome urban cityscapes 



urban, ur ban’d, got ‘em 
are meant to be the 
strange and the other 
put your opinion away 
now 
and ask 
what if we’re so wrong 
we no longer recognize what’s right? 
what would we do? 
what could we do? 
go back? 
keep forward? 
maybe the idea of WE 
is part of the illusion 
there is only i 
and the others 
and the land we walk 
every other is an i 
every i is an other 
WE don’t make decisions 
WE doesn’t exist 
there is i 
there is everyone else 
and 
everyone else 
is the same: 
here. 
we’re all just kind of  
here 
every last one of us 
‘man and animal 
we’re all just 
here 
doing what we do 
 
a dog meets a kit 
a kit meets its end 
a kit died today. 



baby fox of few weeks 
i buried it 
dug a hole 
two or three or so feet deep 
laid it to rest 
happened as i was writing this 
and i cannot help but wonder 
if ‘twas coincidence 
or convenient incident? 
either way 
i buried the kit 
covered it with leaves 
dirt rocks 
more dirt 
proceeded to build 
a rockstack grave marker 
it was instinctual 
it was the only idea 
and i tucked a piece of 
white quartz 
between its grayish paws 
and gave it a proper send-off 
 
rest in peace, Kit 
i hoped then 
and know now that 
you 
were just a fox 



 

 

 

at the Library 
Public 
oasis of ol’ Ringwood 
a kid’s corner 
Young Adult lounge 
and a wide-open space 
in the middle 
computers 
tables 
chairs, outlets 
some comfy-ish, eh 
chairs 
‘round a small circular table 
‘cross from the piano 
on Saturdays someone comes and plays 
Piano Music to Read By 
i showed up for it 
last week 
the poor player got harrass’d 
by some lady 
who couldn’t stay too long 
‘cause she had food in the car 
no, couldn’t stay too long 
she explain’d 
en detail 
stood a foot away 
from the player 
as she tried 
oh did she ever try 
to play 
the piano music 
she composed herself 
 
i was mortified 
and i was in the comfy-ish 



over yon’ 
by the magazine rack 
then she left 
brought all that food home 
thankless 
at least 
outside of my head 
 
out back 
right behind me now 
is a wall of glass 
windows 
four of ‘em 
six, if you count the doors 
i do 
but only after the fact 
anywaht 
on the other side 
is the rEADING gARDEN 
maintained 
and upkept 
by the 
Ringwood Library gARDEN Club 
or, uh 
something like that 
what’s a name? 
dead leaves crinkle ‘neath my heel 
no matter what you call ‘em 
 
i am a member 
of no gARDEN Club 
i’ve grown The Garden, and that’s enough 
for me, that’s plenty enough 
but 
today 
i was out there 
reading in their rEADING gARDEN 
and all those dead leaves 



all a’clutter in the pots 
behind the benches 
all those dead leaves, ‘man… 
i had a rake in the car 
i asked for permission 
i cleaned up their gARDEN 
and went back to reading 
thankless… 

…outside of my head… 
…just as i intended 



 

 

 

shitty poetry 
y’know 
i call it that just for the fuck of it 
insecurity, not 
quite likely it’s just the opposite 
a nice ring to it 
like bling on the finger 
of a post-grad student 
who left high school 
action, 
but just the counterfeit 
 
kind’a like me, 
‘man, 
in a peeved-off sort of way 
can’t really up and go 
yet i refuse to say i’ll stay 
there’s nothing in my hometown 
at least, not that i can see 
young children, old adults, 
and in between ‘em lives the misery i mean 
for fuck’s sake, 
an eighteen-year-old jumped off the fucking 
bridge 
down the road from my house 
chose to end it all 
because she didn’t want to stay 
and live here 
all day 
steady rotting away 
well… i don’t know that 
i don’t know why 
life is so fucking dull 
someone would rather die 
than stick around and work 



maybe write some shitty poetry 
force a smile on your face 
and don’t cry, “WHY ME?!” 
 
why not you? 
what, are you too good to sit and write? 
are you too good to suffer 
too good to shine your light? 
the world, 
as it turns 
out, gets pretty fucking bleak 
when you piss your life away 
bemoaning all the freaks 
out there 
in here 
living a life 
doing what it takes to do 
doing whatever the fuck, 
seeing the light of the moon 
being seen as a buffoon 
a dirty blue-ass’d baboon 
for Christ’s sake, save your breath, 
inflate a damn balloon! 
literally 
just mind it 
let the feelings 
angst 
build up 
bottle all that shit down 
‘til it cannot be plugged up 
and then write your bullshit out 
or sing it 
record it on your phone 
do something 
anything 
but lie on your back and moan 
shitty poetry 
shitty poetry 



i’m broke 
alone 
up late, feet to wall 
the middle of the night 
… 
i did not know that girl 
will never understand her plight 
but if she wrote some shitty 
poetry 
who knows, ‘man… 
mayhap she’d be all right 
instead of 
dead in the dirt 
leap’d off the Monksville Dam 
far from the first 
… 
eighteen years old, ‘man 
and her life is fucking over 
it disturbs the shit out of me, 
but… 
fucking Hell, 
suicide’s the wrong kind of closure 
but nothing, 
SUICIDE IS THE WRONG KIND OF CLOSURE 
and it’s too late now 
for me 
for anyone to help her out 
she helped herself 
fuck me, 
she showed the world that it’s a fucking coward 
don’t give effort 
just stagnate 
nobody has the power 
to change things 
make ‘em better 
don’t stop and smell the flowers 
don’t write some shitty poetry 
staying up alone all hours 



just… jump 
and know 
it won’t be better after a shower 
 
she could’ve been me, ‘man 
my ass could have been her 
the difference being 
she chose 
to give suicide 
the power 
 
shitty poetry 
written by 
a stinking piece of shit 
that is, 
the product of a human being 
being what it is 
 
i feel shitty for writing this 
i hope she’s in a better place 
whoever you were… rest in peace 
and may your fate be not one chased 



 

 

 

one must admit 
right here in the now 
that it feels 
great 
to be off of Fakebook 
or 
whatever it's called 
in this Reality 
... 
'man, 
do you ever feel 
like 
you're the only one 
who's contributing to society 
trying 
to make it a better place 
? 
no, i suppose you don't 
else, 
why would I? 
but... it's strange 
being me 
being The Bookmaker 
not saying it's torture, 
not saying it's heaven, 
only 
saying it's different, 'man 
i long for the day when 
there are more like me, 
at least, 
for the day The Hillside Commons 
swings open its doors wide 
and it doesn’t feel 
like a magical, new day 
i long for the day i can look at my work 



and feel satisfaction in more 
than only having created it 
i love the feeling 
of finishing a piece of writing 
i finished a short story today 
Drakken the Priest is seal'd away 
and yet 
here i sit 
by the pond, in my car, 
tapping this out 'fore i finish 
the three four five hits 
left of this marojuannis 
cigarette 
joint 
cannabis 
instead of continuing on 
with my next book 
Arbiter Theory 
... 
instead of writing a legitimate delusion away, 
i am poeming in the dark 
writing so many words 
and saying nothing 
well 
i suppose i am saying 
i feel little gratitude 
for my current 
reader/financial situation 
mostly the financial 
to be honest... 
 
...having readers is important to me 
that's all 
i don’t have nearly as many as i'd like and for that reason i act like i do not care, 
but the fact of the matter is 
... 
sometimes, i want to plant my feet 
and throw a strike 



no more writing 
no more creating 
no more eating 
no more anything 
until 
i get 
the goddamn respect 
i deserve 
. 
so many folks choose to kill themselves 
instead of bucking up and doing their work 
i didn't, 
and for that reason, 
i get a hard time from just about everybody 
 
i cannot remember 
the last real conversation 
i have had 
with a single human being 
it's been so long... 
god... it's been so long... 
always a subtext... 
always a pretense... 
always a motive, 
an internal game, 
prove he's this, 
get him to say that... 
it started before the books, 
truth be told, 
but The Commons made it worse 
on them, 
i mean, 
because it's not me with the problem 
i gave it all up, 
'man, 
i devoted myself to The Hillside Commons 
to the hull, as i mistyped 
 



accurate 
enough, at least 
... 
i gave up the falsehood 
you so desperately cling to 
you so desperately begrudge me 
i gave up the guilt 



 
 
 
i often wonder… 
it’s not often 
actually 
that i wonder 
what all this looks like 
in the eyes 
of those 
who only look 
who do not see 
those on the 
outside 
peering in 
smelling the potsmoke and fume’ 
seeing that long-hair 
walkin’ up the street barefoot 
first thing in the morning 
at a minute to go 
‘til tomorrow 
even now 
to see this guy 
sitting by the pond 
in that chair that he carries 
in that chair that isn’t normally there 
in that chair that’s the color brown 
same color as shit 
 
how does it look? 
 
i post pictures of ashtrays on Instagram 
sections of stories on Facebook 
got rid of Snapchat 
because I felt 
the ones watching me 
via Snapchat 
well… 



i’d rather have followers than watchers, 
i’m afraid, 
and it’s not personal 
‘less it’s made that way 
 
how does it look 
from the perspective of a 
weak ‘man 
one who was asked to contribute to 
The Hillside Commons 
one who denied 
The Hillside Commons 
one who assumes 
The Hillside Commons 
is not the right way 
in fact is the wrong way 
solely 
because 
i 
do 
not 
have 
money 
a bitch 
a place of my own 
… 
but i do have time 
peace 
happiness 
contentedness 
i could die right now, 
y’understan’, 
and i’d do it a happy ‘man. 
would you? 
or would you come down 
lay it all out for me 
show me how wrong i am 
by projecting 



PITY 

all your shit 
all your idiocracy 
all your delusions 
all your regrets and fears 
all your insecurities 
all your negativities 
all of you 
… 
how does it look 
from the perspective of a ‘man 
who puts so much of themselves on me 
that they forget 
that they 
are not me 
and never have been 
and most importantly, 
you never will be. 
… 
how do my SIXTEEN books look 
to the guy who had a habit 
of goading me 
into admitting that i 
maybe 
have some sort of autism 
some sort of schizophrenia 
so he could tell all of our 
                                        his friends 
so they’ll “like” him 
and “tolerate” me 
and just generally play pretend 
but not the pretend 
that i 
like 
to 
play. 
in truth, 
regarding my own mental illness, 
i am neither autistic nor schizophrenic 



CHUCK 

see, 
i am simply The Bookmaker 
just a psychephrenic individual 
just a ‘man 
who has to make up new words 
in order to accurately describe himself 
just a ‘man 
who unlocked the secrets of Reality 
by trypping through Existence 
tending to The Garden 
and putting the pen’ to page 
… 
 
how does it look 
to you, 
brother? 
to you, 
the one i called brother 
to you 
who is so psychically broke 
who is so physically gross 
who is so mentally unbalanced 
that you really think 
that you’re not the crazy one 
that… 
manipulative son of a very kind woman. 
I simply cannot understand ! 
 
how does The Hillside Commons look, 
this honest place of bookmaking, 
this genuine house of art, 
this guild raised for the creation of the highest 
sort… 
how does this look 
to the ‘man 
who could only fuck a girl 
if he was doing it 
to spite, 



or otherwise get one over, 
on me 
? 
 
… 
 
.. 
 
. 
 
it is not often 
but i do sometimes wonder 
how my reality is perceived 
by those 
whose only chance to experience it 
is to read about it in my books 
books 
which they choose 
not to read 
because of the ‘man 
who took the time 
went through the struggle 
to make them 
want not for 
me 
. 
what i do often wonder 
though 
is whether these fuc- 
king thoughts come from 
because i know 
for a fact 
they’re not me 



 

 

 

it's always easier to fall asleep 
immediately 
after waking up 
in the morning 
 
mayhap that’s why everyone says 
good morning 
nowadays 
mayhap, 
just mayhap, 
that is the only reason 
what others are there? 
waking to the ceiling 
to the wall 
to the back 
             face of another human 
breathing on you 
breathing you in 
 
they know how you smell 
they could pick you out of a crowd 
your clothing from a communal hamper 
off smell alone 
by only using their nose 
and that little bulb in the brain 
its nostrils lead to 
and yet you sleep there 
night after night 
smelling them 
them smelling you 
all the farts and the sweat and the spit and the… 
fluids 
all the bitching and moaning 
and weeping and shouting 
and shrieking in that old hall of lull… 



you smell 
hear 
taste 
see 
know it all 
and that other you wake up to 
the partner 
the wifeband 
the very friendly roommate 
the cold sheetrock wall 
the cat ‘sleep between your legs 
the cat stepping on your face 
the dog, on or off the bed 
the dust mites 
the conditioned air 
the spirits afloat above  
behind 
leagues beyond us all 
they all smell you 
they all know whoatenerey you are 
whethernot you know yourself 
� 
today i woke up 
have long been awake 
and still i lie in this bed. 
the walls, the ceiling, 
the disembodied arbiters, 
the speaker blasting that old music i made 
for myself, by myself, many lives ago 
many lives ago 
so many lives… 
…and every one shines brighter than the last 
but 
the question is 
then 
did i smell the same all those lives ago? 
or does each new THOW curl the nose 
-hairs to a novel curvature their own? 



 
does anybody ever know a writer? 
can a writer ever know thyself? 
 
uh… yeah 
i mean 
maybe not all of 
usthem 
but I know 
isome 
certainly domust 
 
i am lobbed asleep at night 
and sometimes in the morn’ 
but i will often fall 
back to sleep 
when caught 
by myself 
lying in bed 
wondering what the hell 
not anyhell in specific, just… 
just what the hell? 
 
i wanted to write a poem 
but i didn’t feel like getting out of bed 
and though it would have been… 
and though was easiest 
to fall back to sleep, 
now I am more awake than ever 
 
light’s down 
sun’s on 
that long curtain is drawn 
over one 
of your three 
bedroom windows 
••• 
make your fucking bed, Hunter 



 

 



 



































 



 



 





 



 

 





 





 



 



 





 





 





 





 





 





 





 



 





 

































 







 


