
      Take-It-To-The-Street-Poetry  

            FORCE FED, VOLUME 4 

   “people getting words to people that don't get words” 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

"words are not so important 

as to be vaulted away, nor 

are they worthless enough 

to throw away, so we give 

them away"  

                 -DP- 



Family 
He is tired 
And tearful 
And three years old 
As he lays in my arms 
And cries, "I want you in my family!" 
Perhaps understanding more 
Than I, his father, do 
As I rock him and tell him 
I am going away. 
 

By: Christopher Cooke 

A Place for friends 
 
 
Each of us has a hidden place 
Somewhere deep within ourselves; 
A place where we go to get away, 
To think things through, 
To be alone, to be ourselves. 
This unique place, where we confront our deepest feelings, 
Becomes a storehouse of all our hopes, 
All our needs, all our dreams, 
And even our unspoken fears. 
It encompasses the essence of who we are and what we want to be. 
But now and then, whether by chance or design, 
Someone discovers a way into that place we thought was ours alone. 
And we allow that person to see, to feel and to share 
All the reason, all the uncertainty 
And all the emotion we've stored up there. 
That person adds new perspective to our hidden realm, 
Then quietly settles down in his own corner of our special place, 
Where a bit of himself will stay forever. 
And we call that person a friend. 
 
 By: Jody Pierson 

 



Canals 
I. 
Over and over I would study your face 
If only I bourned you 
Through my lovely canal 
I love you 
 
II. 
The ones that take you to places love reeks in 
The mind takes me to 
Reeking 
Tasting 
Pretty dank places 
To sip quietly in 
And wallow loudly wet 
So I can heal 
So I can heel 
 
III. 
And sleep quietly under pebbles 
And rotting leaves and die again 
Then die to be reborn 
Rebourne and won over the top of breezes 
Filled to the top 
with ember and coals 
Ash and water 
 
IV. 
I run through in the death march 
Soulskin and parched bones 
I am waiting 
to be pushed through 
the lovely candy sweat 
canal 
And experience the love of a suckled breast 
And sum warm lips 
A kiss of longing to be wrapped and winded 
And wiped clean 
Again and again 
 

VI.. 

1. 

Pushing against the warmth 

of your lips 

Against my walls 

I am 

 

V. 

Under the heap I live there smoldering 

Inside the decay of new life 

I live there 

I am food 

And I feed 

I suckle the wind from the trees 

The raindrops wheeze 

I rustle in the breeze of serenity 

I am here 

I taste deaths newness 

 

 

VI. 

Below the eyes 

India ink mimes 

 

 

By: Sherri Hendricks 



Dream, Poets, Dream 

 

Close your eyes fellow poets. 

Dare to dream. 

Dream of how things were, 

how things are, 

and how things shall be. 

Dream of how things never were. 

Listen to the whispers on the winds. 

Share their secrets in sepia tones. 

Wonder at the vastness of the heart within. 

Unlock the door to possibilities. 

Discover unfamiliar regions. 

Unleash chained souls and let them soar. 

Tear down mountains and look beyond.  

Row your boat across the crimson sky. 

Explore the world beyond the grave. 

Seek not true equality, for such is mundane. 

Breathe in snow and spit out fire. 

Peruse the meadows and forests at night. 

Surrender peace for the sake of knowledge. 

Kiss you enemies and take them by surprise. 

Open your mind to your heart’s message. 

Flow like water from the ocean to the sea.  

Float in the air on the gentlest breeze.  

Sing with the birds on the telephone wire. 

Sing of how the world needs to change.  

Take on dragons and monsters in closets. 

Turn the world on its side and spin it counter-clockwise.  

Reach beyond the planet to the vast universe. 

Search for other life and other realms.  

Nothing is sacred, nothing impossible to attain. 

Dare to break away from the norm. 

Close your eyes, open your mind. 

Dream, poets, dream! 

 

 

By: Russell E. Smith 



Diving For Pearls 

 

A moonless night, I dive for pearls. 

Dark water caresses my skin. 

Pushing deeper, shadows guide me. 

No bottom in sight, I must trust. 

 

Dark water caresses my skin. 

No bottom in sight, I must trust 

alien world, so familiar. 

Treasure rests on the ocean floor. 

 

Alien world, so familiar 

Will my breath sustain my soul’s quest? 

Treasure rests on the ocean floor. 

No light, no shadow now, just touch 

 

Will my breath sustain my soul’s quest? 

Pushing deeper, shadows guide me. 

No light, no shadow now, just touch 

A moonless night, I dive for pearls. 

 

 

By: Vickie Trancho 

Life 

You can medicate or meditate, 

hoping to find the way to Nirvana. 

You can pray or kneel, 

begging to find Heaven. 

You can fast and make deals 

with the Gods that you choose. 

You can walk upright or crawl 

but there is only one truth. 

 

By: Mark D. Stewart 



Rest in the lyric 
 
Coffin heaped in red roses. 
There was no talk of heaven or hell just the feel of velveteen 
scarlet petals tumbling from the coffin lid. 
 
We all said his name at the same time as if to call him back 
from the edge as if his heart had not stopped 
as love stops sometimes. 
* 
Love never stops. Passion morphs. In the play 
our choices are redeemable. We remember 
the names we forget at the crucial moment 
 
we remember. There are no bears in the woodland 
climbing the tree for our honey: 
there may be bears in the very house. 
* 
A girl is dragged from her home by a stranger 
into the forest. A boy receives a text message from an ex 
& is lured & is beaten & shot to death. 
 
Horror. 
Pronounced the sun returns each day filled with red 
& orange & shadows. Filled with portent of shadow. 
* 
A tiger's instinct is to protect her young. 
What would happen I ask if something happened. 
We don't go there. We shut the bedroom door 
 
countering the clock's noise we shut the bedroom door 
unplugging the alarm 
we rest awhile in the lyric we rest awhile 
* 
& move in cadence saxophone blues  
the oceanic dolphin song 

 

By: Carolyn Srygley-Moore 



christian science  
 
 homeless man 
barefoot 
passed out 
in front of the 5th  
church of christ 
no one there hands out 
god loves you 
or spiritual healing  
no baby jesus 
 found on this end 
of o’farrell 
no church bells ring 
for the broken 
as he lay  
like a fallen 
snow angel 
eyes closed 
staring  
at a black sky 

 

By: Scot Young 



rue-end 

 

Casually past- on a cobblestone rue is my quaint, crowded, outdoor café 

mind- full  

 

rustling… with lovers lingering over tea, sharing freshly baked secrets 

dipped in cream whispered through patisseries after the moon turned their 

fingertips to buttery frosting. 

 

I [A]wait tables, taking orders- serving the passion of my chaos, bussing 

the chaos of my passion, offering you a refill. 

 

I envy your coffee for the steam you blow off it, the hot ceramic of the cup 

against your palm, and the way your thumb appreciates the curve of han-

dle. 

 

I pretend to be a grasshopper. 

 

 

 

By: Barbara W. McGrory 

departures 
 
saying goodbye was easy. 
 
removing shards  
of your words  
from  
my mind, 
 
would require the hand 
of a finely trained 
surgeon. 
 
By: Lynne Hayes 



(The moon phases) 
 
In waxing phases  
I wear softness of youth  
cream smooth to skin.  
 
My eyes flash anarchy.  
 
Maternal moon places  
my belly full into view  
breasts full ripples  
that spill milk into earth.  
 
At dark, I wear  
the veil of secrecy  
dancing worn masks  
painted in blood  
 
of archetypes carved  
from ancient covenants.  
 
And when the moon wanes  
 
my breath is silenced,  
in silva trees that wave  
hands, that speak to me  
of myth and mystery. 

 

By: Maria Gornell 

         By: PD Leitz 



Young Spider: 
 
Young spider.  
Shaded red. 
Building her web slowly. 
 
An alluring web it is 
So intricate, 
So delicate, 
Man admires, then turns away. 
The sting would be too great. 
 
Young spider, 
Shaded red. 
Looking to the next mate. 
Does not understand it can not last 
Only that she must relate. 
 
One can’t resist 
As she reels him in 
Sucks him dry 
Leaves the shell 
And wonders why it is there 
 

By: Christopher H. Mitchell 

By the Way 
 
No use standing in the bleeding 
streetlights of fact. I prefer keeping 
things androgynous or somewhat  
lobster bisque. I prefer mystagogue 
 
liquid dancing with the Queen 
 
of Bathsheba. Playing the Spanishing 
handorgan or a human 
heart. I don't wanna know about 
 
watchchains or aluminum siding, 
the disordering principles of your 
princeless imbroglios. I wanna love 
you in parables and/or string 
 
theory. It's your thighs 
miles to which I aspire. 
 
The brightening mind of baklava. 
 

By: M.p. Powers 



Curbside 
A Poem by Nautili 
 
 
Sat up suddenly on a friend’s hard couch, 
 
My father’s finger pointing, “ Don’t be a slouch!” 
 
Stirred my coffee as that dream swirled 'round my head.. 
 
rubbing my stiff neck and missing my bed. 
 
Walked the tired streets looking for a reason, 
 
found them all out of stock, out of season. 
 
So here am I, all messed up, 
 
here am I, all dressed up, 
 
My few belongings in my knapsack. 
 
What do I really lack, 
 
but a person who understands 
 
the power of a chance, 
 
And a briefcase in my hand? 
 
If opportunity knocks upon my door, 
 
“He don't live here anymore!” 
 
My landlord will be sure to say, 
 
Since he threw my stuff curbside  
 
yesterday. 
 

Offered by: Joann Lydia Pfohl 



Trinity 
 
machines 
moving through the hearts of men 
grinding like tillers in fleshy soil 
eyes scraped clean of sight 
in the slaughter houses 
of academic disinfection  
where soul lobotomists 
etch psalms 
onto blackboards 
long creeds of short thinking 
deadening heads for market value 
til tassels and robes 
drape over slaves 
uni-Formed  
graduated 
common denominators 
to pits 
of 
Debt 
or 
Dog Tags 
or 
Poverty 
 
machines 
moving through the hearts of men 
dragging their own skeletal remains  
from holes of production 
to holes of consumption 
producing to consume 
consuming to produce 
the purgatory of the capitalistic ether 
the trading of sacred moments 
for paper 
for product 
for the flaw of prestige 
wills thrown  
to systemic vultures 
testicles on the alter  
of domestication deity  
lions  
of the castration generation 
foraging for advantage 
in the weak moments 
of brothers 



machines 
moving through the hearts of men 
honing in rifle-scopic s(kill) 
-for love of country- 
-kill or be killed- 
-semper fi mother fucker- 
thousand mile cadence indoctrination 
spliced torsos of the enlisted 
cavities scooped clean of mother 
filled with gritted teeth and duty bound triggers 
breath of un-breath 
blood bathed boots  
wrapping the feet 
that move toward graves 
 
--deceased-- 
 
even  
if  
they  
make  
it  
home 
 
machines 
moving through the hearts of men 
who move against the machines  
cogs sheared by the blasts of mutiny  
of disobedient tribes 
belly's full of fever 
pockets gorged with the decent liberties of freedom 
slinging truths like buckets of nails 
into the great shining social centrifuge 
marring myths 
spawned from the mouths of bigots 
the Dream 
preserved by the hungry 
who refuse to die 
before puncturing  
the sight 
of  
this  
world 
 

By: Cornelius Bent 



Forever 
 
Your tears sting my heart, 
Cold-burn heat, 
And your words hurt 
Even more. 
 
Words of love, 
As I fight back 
Tears of my own, 
As I lose. 
 
Your questions are weights, 
Anchoring my soul 
In misery: 
Why? Why? 
 
I want to tell you 
But my voice is too unsteady: 
Love kills, makes us mortal. 
Without you, 
 
I am invincible. 

 

By: Ray Weeks 

I will not wave your sailing ship goodbye" 

 
I will not wave your  

sailing ship goodbye 
only water the plastic 

flowers outside 

that abandoned stead 
where first your 

battered skin I felt 
brush stroke upon 

aimless stroke on 
a structure which 

cannot stand 

 

By: Robert Louis Henry 



Artwork By: Vanz 

 

Poem By: Jason Hardung 



expiration date pending 
 
 
it’s been a long week - 
one of those weeks - 
one of those weeks where details 
remain abstract and out of focus - 
easily forgotten – 
often remembered when you don’t expect it – 
in the middle of other activities – 
drinking, fucking, dancing – 
waiting in a lobby for someone you don’t want to see – 
doing a job you don’t really enjoy – 
but it’s a job in a time, 
an era, 
where any job can be a good job – 
when you live check to check – 
as many do – 
as we get pushed down by those with claims 
of having our best interests – 
Republicans and Democrats make these claims – 
in Washington or a state capital – 
our best interests, 
for a future – 
a future filled with change – 
 
a change no longer highlighted in hope – 
but change nonetheless – 
a downward spiral expedited by those 
that claim to have our best interests – 
it’s been a long year – 
one-third through – 
hope that 2011 would be better than 2010 
would be better than 2009 – 
you know how it goes – 
maybe next year – 
it’s been a long year –  
2012 next -  
some claim an ending, 
some say a beginning 
but there will be change 
and it may be up to us, 
those of us that have long weeks 
and long years, 
those of us that still curl our hands 
into fists, 
those of us standing ready 
to reclaim a country that 
may already be lost – 

 

By: Jack Henry 



I want to thank Cornelius, Vanz and all  who participated in 
making this booklet possible. I see many barriers amongst 
ourselves and know words have the ability to dissolve those 
walls. 
 
Words make things possible, allow us to believe, transform 
our thoughts and enrich our soul. 
 
                             Words are necessary. 
 
       Share these words with others and start an evolution. 
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