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this collection is dedicated to all the

puppets standing on the edge.

May the winds blow you back, to life.

"We are each of us with only one wing, and we can only

fly embracing each other" -Luciano de Creschenazon

"Between two evils, I always choose the one 

I've never tried before" -Mae West

I AM
I am a poet. I am silent. I am an enigma. I am in despair. I am shy. I am tall.
I am nameless. I am ageless. I am locationless. I am religionless. If those things matter, you shouldn't be here.
I am from the earth and for the earth.
I have a job. What do I do? It doesn't matter
I am introverted. I am intuitive. I am feeling. I am selfless. I am perceiving.
I know about matters of consequence.
I am not a grown-up
I am an original. I am not ordinary. I am too generous.
I am hurting in places your eyes can't penetrate
I am furthur than i thought i'd be. I am far from where I want to be
I am dreaming longer than i should be
I am wasting precious time. tick tick tick.
I am an optimistic pessimist
I am a listener. Hear me listen
I am everything you think i'm not
I am a freak in my spare time.
I am a lover of words put to music
I am a lover of words not put to music
I am a sponge thown into a sea of hope.
I am a sunset, waiting for her to sail past my light..and bask in me.
I am. 

NIGHT-LITES

I have sat through countless waning moons
Watching the falling stars fade.
and wondering..
am I one of them?

BROKEN GLASS
glass house
with holes
from stones
grown on the inside
with a purpose

the demolition team arrived
yesterday
with a spoonful of Ny-quil..
I laid down on the ground
and bathed in the refracted sun
until the moonlight coaxed me into
a symbolic, selfish
gesture
countless spoons diving into
illuminated water

waking, in only their memories

and re-occuring

at the sight of
baseballs through windows
broken mirrors
and distorted silverware reflections

OUT OF ORDER
The wind dropped by the other day for a visit
we're not in kansas anymore, toto
the flowers seemed to wave to it
on a chlorophyll high
going insane
maybe they should plead insanity
miss daisy, you're out of order!
like a broken parking meter in therapy
and the gumball machine that ate your quarter
now you're in therapy
a gumball machine and a parking meter walk into a bar..
i see you're out of order too, how much is she charging YOU?
the pay phone in the corner laughs to itself
(i'm SLEEPING with the therapist)
and i get my long distance for free

here's a quarter, call someone who cares
MIRROR, MIRROR

People I cannot face
People I cannot look in the eyes
The people of everyday life
and the one in the mirror.

AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

I just want to let go
and cut the cord holding me up
I just want to let go
and fall
to the bottom/to the top
without a scratch on me.
I just want to let go
and not be superglued
in place
by some unseeable thing
(because unseeable things are dangerous)
I just want to let go
without my body
spasming
like it's rejecting an organ i never had.
without my nose
dripping blood from my heart
without my eyes
dripping salt from my sea

sail away, dear love
this port is now closed
BONFIRES
their eyes
burn into me
to start little bonfires
with the kindling that resides (lives) there
polyester becomes my second skin
eventually reducing me to this
multi-colored borealis

GOD'S GRAY EARTH

I have lots of questions for you
and I want answers!
maybe you dont have all the answers
just give me an industry standard shrug
a breath and a hesitation
like the first time I touched your breast
stick a cigarette in your cunt
and smoke it down to the filter
those things will kill you
but do you know where my dick has been?
traffic jam
the girl in the volvo in front of you can't even
drive herself off the cliff if she wanted to!
traffic jam
all cars have unconscious suicide thoughts
their breath and your cigarette smoke mingle to a little horn music
joe camel in the desert
on a horse with no name
how many chimneys do YOU know?
with a conscience
and unconscious suicide thoughts
do you like fish, senator?
we flew these in from lake erie just for you!

SEASCAPES
I draw sand dunes
on the beach
to remind me of the
stars washed away by the tides

GRIEF-STRICKEN
I like it when you're suffering
either when I'm leasing out your body
as a trampoline for mine
turning into my primate ancestors
choking you into your
pleasure flatline
or
at the perplexed
and that
bottled-up grief on your face
I itch to scoop out your brain
with this spoon
and poke at it with a curious finger
imagining that the complication will speak to me
like the psychiatrist I am
need.
because friends work for free
in all weather conditions
I'll sip your thoughts
from the puddle born of the downpour
and keep them safe
until you get back
please hurry back
MIRAGE

the path that was once
so clear
took its leave of me
without an aftertaste
like it wasn't even there at all
TIME TRAVEL

today is just a day
linking yesterday to tomorrow

soon enough
tomorrow will be today
and the yesterdays will be forgotten

the future is just
tomorrows all strung in a row
they're not like each other
but they give us time to grow
IMPRINTS   (for Jenny)
your footprints that walk on my beach
and are not washed away by
the constant troubles of these travels
they imprint on my soul
with marks that
will remind me of something pure
un-tarnished
a wink from the sun
and a turned
smile
from the moon

MY REBECCA

Rebecca, rebecca, how does your life go?
Is it colorful?
Is it exciting?
Tell me, is it so?
Are you tired? Are you napping?
Are you happy? Are you dancing?
Can you sing this song for me?
Can you play it in a different key?

My rebecca, My rebecca, how does your life go?
You're always hungry, you always eat, so why dont you grow?
You're shorter than me..
You're thinner than me..
This you must know
Tell me rebecca, how does your life go?

You have two babies, slinky, but not slow
Simon is the leader, Felix, pure snow
And we're sure, yes we're sure, how their life goes
But rebecca, rebecca, how does YOUR life go?

Whenever you're lonely, or just feeling low
Go tell your tony
He wants to know.
ALL THAT, AND THEN SOME   (for Elisa)
Best friends
more than meets the eye
she's small
she's short
gravity issues
lots of chips on her shoulders?
really neatly packed
contents settled during shipping?
i like her that way though
she's got a toughness to her
like she could kick a big bouncer's ass
follow the bow bow bouncing ball
she's da reason yo asses are pointing out all the moo cows to the kiddies
"look at all the cows kids!"
she's da reason the hens can hit their snooze buttons in the A.M.
she's straight from/for the earth baby!
she's da reason the soybeans are up with the roosters
she's got stock in potatoes
but not in razors
BIGFOOT DOES EXIST!
she's the hippie chick, the clove girl, the one yo only get to dream about
the protest girl
standing up for
sitting down for
more things
you knew
people
stood up for
existed
the only one that can use obsceneties to get me excited
AWW YEAH BABY! SHAKE THAT VOCABULARY!
bet you didn't know she was all this
all that
just a little of this and that
with a cream filling
how'd they get that in there??
ooze it all out baby
MISSED YOU

i missed you, i missed you
i didn't know what to do
i missed you, i missed you
at four o'clock and two
i missed you, i missed you
i'll say it again
i missed you, i missed you
at eight o'clock and ten
and now that you're here, and I am too
there's no more reason for missin you
THE ROAD WELL TRAVELED

I am depression
I am lonlieness
I am everything that is not motivated
I have the biggest heart
Surrounded by the blackest coals
Everything you see
Is everything you dont see
For only I know the road to my soul
It's well hidden
And well laid by fear
If they only knew
No
My thoughts and feelings will not be relieved by their pity
I have a saviour
and it is me
ODE TO THE NABISCO GIRL   (for Traci's birthday)
This is the present of presents
lingering in the wake of
an empty combo bag.
for the annual event that
seems more than annual as the
years go by.
before you know it you'll
be driving your 300-horse
seville
to the social security office
in your 1-horse town.
sittin' on your porch
all day
starin'
at the earth
NATURE
that you JUST NOW realized was
around you.
but
until then
sip the wine of life
drive fast
walk s l o w
don't think
just
feel
and maybe that old woman
will come to
her realization
while there's still time
to admire
to admire
to admire
REAL

i'm not pining
i'm living
ok
maybe i'm not living
but i'm trying to live
and i'm loving trying to live
but it's not really living
and it's not living real
and is this real?
my heart is still collecting dust on the
floor and it's up on the shelf
and probably will be indefinately
and i can hear the dust falling on it
and are stars the only true light to write by?
i have enough light to write this
so you may have enough light to read it
i'm just making this up as i go along
so it's real
and i'm really living
and really writing
look, it's right here, under the starlight
made with the best stuff from the soul
and it doesn't mean anything, just everything
and it really hurts..and it's hurting..really it is.
can you see it, look, it's right there
and this person is real
and has real things
and feels real things
and these feelings are real.
and the real things really mean something
you can't see them, but they're real
so is this real?
but i really wrote it!
where'd that reality go, it was just here a minute ago
it's always around when you dont need it.
tell me all your fantasies
this is getting too real.
INDIVIDUALITY
Why do I always see that picture of two people kissing at that fountain in
france? ?
Everybody must be
having the same dream

how's that for individuality? 

so why aren't there dozens of couples in that picture?
I have my own
dream
my own
place
my own
moment

how's that for individuality? 
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it gets cold outside this time of year
oh!
wait!
I need my lover!

..or just a friend 

we're CLOSE like that 

still our
selves

so much
for black



and white

so much
for



individuality

ANGEL
I need to sleep next to an angel
and know that she's safe
I need to caress her skin
and know that she feels me
I need to listen to her
and know that I make a difference
I need to kiss her lips
and know that she wants me
I need to love her
and know that I'm loved
I need to sleep next to an angel
for I am her and she is me
DRUNK
drunk man
in his stuper
comes tumbling down the street

this old man came rolling home 

home, home,
in his refrigerator
where the beer and the cantelope play

CHILDHOOD
I was small
I was happy
I was safe from the world
I had friends
I had fun
I was a kid.
How can I get back
to
where I want to be

..where I need to be


ABOUT HER

I'm bored at my desk,
my life is a mess.
The care that I need,
will never take heed.

A mind, filled, but empty,
nothingness has imprisoned me.
Those thoughts that have plauged me,
cold, lively, and free.

A love that I want,
won't settle for me.
What can I give her,
that is different from he.

A care all my own?
Affection that overflows?
Good conversation?
Lots of X and O's?

Let me describe her,
in every detail.
It is everything,
that makes my heart sail

She's a light to my dark,
horizon over the sea.
Calm after the storm,
magical..pure beauty.

No love was given,
no love to take.
It's sad and it's happy,
would make a heart ache.

Life goes on,
sad, but true.
I just wish I'd said,
I love you.
SHE RAINS A SHOWER OF GOLD

She rains a shower of gold happiness
While the sun is still shining a few rays
But lo, it will halt behind the cloud's breath
Dimming to false night, darkening the day

Northern voices whisper through the valley
Uplifting sap-filled arms of rooted life
Spreading the life blood of nature lovely
Holding close thy droplets of love and strife

Soaking puddles echo out their replies
Dips, waves, rings of their stillness disappear
Her mirrored face clones the gold butterflies
Perched on the poppies, to listen and peer

Painting cloud linings, every crease and fold
Preparing to rain her shower of gold
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Anthony J. Biacco is a poet known for unique expressions in his unspoken


word, and imagery that's to the point. The flair and splash in his verse is something


he prides himself on. His work led him to be named a Poet of the year (2000).


Anthony currently resides in Lafayette, CO.


He can be contacted by emailing thelittleprince@asteroid-b612.org 


or at his webpage, http://www.asteroid-b612.org

