
Tribute to Jim

Lizard King
was doin’ his thing.

Black clad leather demon
had a better meanin’.

Doors opened all around
so people could dig the sound.

Magical poet who took a stand
fell in love with a red-haired angel named Pam.

Consequences were quite dire
as idiots took the literal message from ‘Light My Fire.’

Silence in the studio as well as friendship torn
during the recording of ‘Riders on the Storm.’

Morrison, the rock god,
or a man who was quite odd.

However, we all knew him
as Jim.
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Ariana II 

Skin like a baby’s bottom,
hair like golden strands.

Scent like a rose,
she’s an angel when she stands.

Her kisses like wildfire,
her eyes dancing in the light.
If I don’t love her, I’m lying.
I know all along she’s right.
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Tribute to David

He plays guitar.
He’s a star.

Ziggy Stardust,
that’s a must.

Aladdin Sane,
he plays a game.

Halloween Jack,
we’ve got your back.

The Thin White Duke,
his act is was never a fluke.

Thank you for giving us something to believe in.
Thank you for giving us albums like Pin Ups & Heathen.

You are quite the hero.
Anyone who thinks not is a zero.

Mr. Bowie, we are all quite grateful,
for this century with you has been fateful.
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Tribute to Marc

Last name: Bolan.
We saw him rollin’.

The tragic car went crashing.
All his hits were smashing.

He didn’t know what came.
Without him, music is just not the same.

All the girls would dare
to touch his ‘corkscrew hair.’

We can all Ride a White Swan.
We can all Get it On.

Chirping like the morning lark, 
there’s no one else like Marc.
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Highway Fog

Fog near the highway,
shapes moving,

shadows in the dark.

Fog near the highway?
Such a curious sight.

Am I dreaming?

There could be a quivering beastie
or someone that died from blurred vision.

No one knows, now.

The heart beats
like a stampede.
What was that?!

Trick of the eye?
Grabbing zombie hand?
Nay to both odd choices.

STOP!
A bird dives down into the fog.

Good luck, my friend.
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Fiery Rage

I want to kill.
I want to stab and shoot.

Get the hell away from me.

Are you melancholy yet? 
Disturbed?

You have seen nothing yet.

I burn, I lie.
I cheat, I steal.

A sociopath, I am.

School burning miles away.
False sane mind functioning

differently than age five.

Society can 
do without me.
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Silence

So peaceful, so tranquil.
No sound at all.

Shy mouth behind a bashful face, 
she keeps silence within her word bag.

I can hear the wind
whistling a tune.

I can see her in the 
window, praying by her bed.

Taciturn God listens and answers
thanks to the amount of sincerity.

The silence cannot take away
all the chaos in the world.
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Sex

Warm and wet,
hard and long,

naked bodies pressed against each other.

So deep inside her,
pure pleasure and nothing more.

Kissing, thrusting,
sucking, licking,

This is the best part of the 
whole session.

Look into your lover’s face.
See the satisfaction.

The arousal just increases even more.
Grip the bed,

hold her hips and take her as your own.
Gently…never forceful.

Sudden moment of paradise light and
liquid burst into the entrance of love.
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