Some things pass. 

I wanted to wear white bucks once

But it never happened. 

Tripping on mushrooms 

I tried to gouge my eyes out with broken glass

But someone held my arms. 

Later that night I pissed myself

To galvanize my nerves.

I gnashed my teeth 

And obsverved the suburb. 

“All of this used to be a forest!”

A cheap revelation sounded from the wreckage;

Something still stirred that I didn’t hate enough. 

