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Cycle of the Hoff 

Human Fighter jet
Seconds after 

pressing play on 

"The very best of David Hasselhoff" CD

i turned into a human fighter jet and flew

into the sun. 

God knows what a soul needs
As I was hitch hiking 

my way along highway 10, a black Comaro whizzed by 

and out the window came 

the "best of..." 

The real King of Rock
Screw Elvis, 

The Hoff is 

da King! 

We dont even need a jesus anymore

Searching for meaning - and finding it
I just typed "Hasselhoff"

into an online 

German-English translator, 

and you know what came up? 

"Hasselhoff".

This is an emotional, psychological experience
The experience and emotions 

tied to listening to David Hasselhoff

are like witnessing the stillborn birth 

of a child while simultaneously 

having the opportunity to see 

her play in the afterlife on Imax. 
I'm glad you're back in my life David!
I once stupidly thought 

that David Hasselhoff

`only' saved lives 

in the choppy yet warm waters 

of California. 

A modern Orpheus
Hasselhoff, 

the word of the gods 

rains down from 

your lips. 

Who's all musicy?
When I listened to this CD 

my pants flew 

around the room and 

promptly landed in a position 

resembling that of either 

and aardvark or 

an oscelot

 I'm not sure which 

since I 

am not 

a zoologist. 
Perfectly Perfect
Holly. Presley. Lennon. 

Bolan. Hendrix. Morrison. Cobain.

Hasselhoff.

Why do the good die young? 

Man or Superman?
When Nietzche posited this question, 

David Hasselhof wasn't even 

a zygote in his 

mother's ovaries. 

Tao of Swayze

Dirty Dancing 

He’s not like anything.  
He is the sky, the double breasted mullet suit,  
A shadowy corner savior, who tolerates no 
exiled babies. 
He is the oak tree of my heart, the strawberry  
shortcake of success.  
He is the wind, gently blowing  
his own perfect locks. 
Swayze
Point Break 

There’s a place where points  
break and lightning, laden with crystal bullets,  
crash to the earth. Where Reagan’s rubber neck and  
diamond eyes pierce my flakjacket soul.  
Where Gary Busey dies and it’s a  
tragedy beyond death,  
beyond sandy-beach toxins.  
Beyond Swayze

Ghost 

Ghosts of today and of tomorrow;  
ghosts of perfection,  
of marmalade and naked Sundays.  
We all could be ghosts of steamy clay melodies,  
chained or otherwise.  
Only a few, the lucky, the beautiful,  
can be ghosts of Swayze.  
Donnie Darko  
Rabbits, terrible gruesome victims of God’s  
cruel double-bluff.  
Monstrous, torn asunder leavings and offal of  
death rabbits. Demonic visages,  
stretched like carnival glass.  
Rabbits… motivational speakers of sin and 
Swayze. 
Roadhouse 

I am not famous 
not a Nietszie-spouting bouncer removing throat-holes 
with the flash of perfect palms 
I am not 
a mulleted delight 
living in Spartan carriage houses 
of mustachioed dignity  
There is only one 
Swayze.

Red Dawn 

Mountain brothers, kalishnakovs in sweaty blistered palms,  
afraid of nothing, not even thunderheaded clouds  
or invading Red swarms. Thwart those bonds of blood,  
the cry of wolverines at your  
own peril. Damn the conquering hordes  
of 80s greed; stand tall, chin jutting like death knives. 
Swayze

Underrated

Blackface
Your role model

wasn’t no maid

though she wore short skirts,

tight round black thighs


When you were a woman -

a star -

you gave homage

with overwrought, muffin headwear 
and ludicrous backstory

The Nexus?
Please.

But even so
you remembered where

you came from
I barely

remember where I am


Squares
Born Caryn Johnson

you gave yourself

a Semitic patronym

because adversity didn’t

scare you, Goldberg. 

and because passing

wind is peaceful

like the grave.

At least

that’s my interpretation, Whoopi.

Purple
When snark is gone

what is left? Only

A glitterstorm

windmill of orange paint

and admiration

metaphors better

than sunburnt giants
and worse than anything
you did
with Oprah


EGOT
You’re in rare company
On your mantel
you have the megaphone and the angel
the twin faces of drama
the serious man

You, Whoopi
You are the EGOT. But

That’s nothing to my hero-worship of you

I would build a bronze bust 

of your grin

your locks 
and house it 
on my front lawn
among the magnolia

View
I hate talk shows:
running yaps 
and power suits
pancake makeup
But if I watched daytime
television, or if you played
in the twilight hours, when I can’t sleep
I would watch yours. It must have
merit if you’re involved
Maybe you’ve lost all the shits
you had to give,
like dropping weight
or divorcing toxic friends
to cleanse your tired soul

Better than you
Fuck imagery.

I say this plain

and leave out the front door

You are better

than the suits

responsible

for Sister Act 2 
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It’s Deafening 

by BuffySummers01

You were the first

But you weren’t for real

I used to be one of the sunny people

Now the night is inside

With you, soulless 

Taking all I had to give

My lips quiet

Inside, sobs deafening

Thunder, over the water

Won’t you come back?

Or will I stand alone?

Counterpoint: I’m Going to Murder You Tomorrow On Your Way Home from School

by Angelus_Not_Angel

Passion rules us

Rules you, anyway

Don’t ask me why.

The palm tree doesn’t seek answers

From the sun

Street rats simply die

Their bellies exposed to bone-Moon

Passion is where our hearts

Beating or not

Lie

I know where you sleep

I know where you’ve buried your secret valve chamber

Behind the porch

Beneath the flower bed

Down in the rich dirt

Where no one can hear you

Counter-Counterpoint: It’s all about the blood, baby 

by William the Bloody

Passion is not the only renown

Beauty comes dressed in crimson-dark clothes

Along the stars, tinged in dread

The bubbling beauty of newborn dead

And lo! A pool of briny life

Vanishing from two pinpoint knifes

Into the streets, the asphalt dark

Your belly sated, mind dimly sparked

Slivery lust in your darkest soul

Blood is the bounteous, effulgent goal

Technology and Witchcraft: A Binding *Poem* 

by JewTree and Techn0Pagan

Missing and vanished

Still unclean, still unburied

Spirts in-between, hark my words

Hecate, cast shackles of leaf and vine

Minerva, let the moon’s blood rain upon empty eyes

Humanity’s pain, through demon soul

Hear my words

Read my voice

Channel azure sky through my palms

Animal begone, humanity set free

My hands upon the globe of crystal

My will be done.

Prague 

By ~DrusillaLikesDolls~

Pretty spells

Sparks lie in fingernails

Unignited like daisies on the mantle

Coiling spiders of rivets and pus

Everything loved dies

Baby birds make for dollops of ivy ice cream

Frozen head the cherry in my shoulder

The Fool has not yet spoken

His lips are bound with wire and lace

Don’t you know it’s not my birthday?

Don’t you know it’s not my birthday?

Who Let the Crazies into This Party? or, Don’t Worry, We Got Your Back
By XHarris377

Ignore them

I see you’re special,

Something extraordinary.

You’re the chosen, the spotlight.

I live so near it, but I can’t step inside.

But you need me, you need us, we’re all stronger

Together. I see you because no one needs to watch me.

But we watch you. We know you. We all know you. These creeps

Won’t come near you. I have a backpack full of Scooby snacks, to share.

This Chatroom Should Be Monitored

By REDACTED

Someone should tell the police

Tell the Mayor, himself

Chins waggle, eyes distant

Our future is made of so much garbage

Odorous and vile

Even the librarian is suspect

I miss order, the lash

Dog days gone

Not every principal gets eaten 

by hyenas

Unplug! Unplug!

By WatchermanRIP

There once was a man from Nantucket

Who told you to sign off, you 

daft children.

I Am David Attenborough and these are My Nature Poems

Fall, Little Ducklings 
for Lil’ Bow Wow
The ducklings, they’re falling
from their hidden, rough-grown home
within the jungle tree
What is in the depths?
Piles of egg shells, duck shit,
tweety love for brothers and sister ducks.
But the ducklings, they jump
hesitation gone like rotary phones
and everyone’s innocence
Their downy feathers ruffle
the still breeze
not the other way around.
Wind can’t fuck with ducklings.

Me, I’m behind the camera
behind the guy, behind the guy
and I watch the ducklings
tumble to the leafy ground
One day, there will be no forest left
if we continue down this concrete highway

But for now, I watch the duckling bounce
bounce, bounce with me
Attenborough style
Bounce with me bounce with me
Bounce with me bounce with me

I Don’t Care If You're Six, Seven Feet, A Mile High, I’m David Attenborough
for Bushwick Bill
I stand, on Halloween,
beneath a craggy masterpiece
looming through the clouds,
a soft nimbus of rain round its peak.

I am dwarfed.

The crane, a distant eye mystery,
buffeted by warm wind.
It is so small, dwarfed itself
a halloween mockery.

The crane, it knows theft.
It knows terror
I do too. I remember last year
Halloween fell on a weekend.
Robbing little kids for bags.
Robbing the night of heaven.

I am reminded of this mountain.
The snow topped corridor of heaven
where only goats and lichen dwell
and God, and Gaea
they stand above the mountain
above oxygen-starved stone crevices
that defy me.

I am David Attenborough.
I fear no mountain.
I fear no crane.
I fear no plastic bag.

I approach the mountain and drop those motherfucking Bs on em.
The more I swung
the more blood flew

But then it disappeared and my boys disappeared too.
It wasn’t even close to Halloween.
And I, David Attenborough,
am so tired

of the crumbling peaks.

There’s A Boat
for Nelly
Do you want to take a ride with me?
See the denizens of the deep flitting imperceptible to our fleeting eye?
Slow motion capture,
capture I command, those  drops of water as they erupt skyward, burst from placid surface
when shallow sea behemoths rise to feed among the weak and unfit.
Beneath the waves, orca is king, wears a seaweed crown.
The giant squid, suckers a thousand leagues long
draws marrow from the ocean’s deep
The great white is gnashing rage, skin rough and pocked, the moon’s turned face.
You can’t see it, unless you skate upon it, a shell beneath your feet.
If you wanna take a ride with me, there’s a boat, my name writ upon its jib, 
writ thereby on water

If you want to take a ride with me, you can.
It must be the money that I’ve brought to the mother country 
to earn a warship, on these rising tides of salinity

Hey. It must be the money.

Run, Motherfucker, or that Cheetah will eat your entrail
for DMX
There, in the distance, the speck, the enigma, the hidden X 
moves through the plains of Kenya.
Through high grass, behind trees,
stalking, stalking, stalking.
Gazelle! I implore you! Channel me.
Break bread with the enemy.
But no matter how many cats I break bread with.
I’ll break who you sending me.

It is clear now, when we zoom in,
our eyes the window to nature’s world.
Gazelle! I implore you as the cheetah approaches, channel me.
First we gonna rock.
Then we gonna roll.
Then we let it pop, go let it go!

Run, gazelle,
cheetah’s breath upon your tail. The X marks it.
Feel it draw near, your tender underbelly
its hearth roast.
I put in work, and it’s all for the kids
but these cats done forgot what work is.
You can sprint away, you can outlast the cheetah.
Stay with the herd, it protects you!

But heed me you have not
and as its claws dig your flank, hot mouth hunting your hidden loins realize this:
X gon give it to ya. He’s gon give it to ya.

Xenomorphs Ain’t Got Shit on Birds of Paradise
for 2pac
I attended this party
not long ago.
We were in the hills surrounding the city of angels.
Beverly D’Angelo’s house--
she was once an actress.

She owns ocelots,
and in her sitting room, beside the divan
perches a bird of paradise.
I sat beside this bird.
At the party,
in the hills surrounding the city of angels
Because California, it does know how to party.

At this party, outside a city.
Not Compton. Another one.
This bird of paradise
danced for me.
It danced for the world.
It danced, showed its tail feathers.
It danced to burn the world to the ground.
Hoping, hoping beyond hope,
that those that let it ride,
would arrive.

There are no mates for you, I told this bird of paradise.
This poor, widowed bird of paradise.
And I heard a voice
at this party, in the hills surrounding the city of angels, 
at Bevery D’Angelo’s house.


It was Sigourney Weaver
(she was in Alien Resurrection)
(she dubbed Planet Earth for the Americans)
(why did the American replace me?)
(Didn't they see Alien Resurrection?)
And I said,
"picture me rolling."

My body tucked in on itself.
Torso, a ball of velocity and prickly quills
propelled by indignation.

Within the Humble Earth Stand I, David Attenborough, Vampire Lord
for Missy Elliott
Deep dankness hides
shadowy spelunking treasure;
concealed from naked eye
lie glistening diamond troves.

Stalactites drip drip drip.
I can’t stand the rain
I’m a supa dupa fly.

Accumulation of molochian deths,
touches my shoulder.
I scream.
David Attenborough doesn’t do the deep.


Startled, come the squeaking hordes of Zarathustra;
of the Impaler;
of Cthulu.
Guano-infested denizens of dark dungeons
they twirl around me, an inky halo.
Nip nip nip!
They draw blood
and strength courses 
even as I crumble to my knees.

Camera-man and boom operator scream their death throes:
death of a thousand bat cuts.
And I sleep
when the rain hits my windowed soul.
I take and inhale, cough me some endo.
Sway on dosie-do like you loco,
my devil power surges
and I crave the night unspoilt
fangs' growth uninhibited
by earth’s crust above me, below me.

Blood, I will drink.
When I tred upon dewy grasses again,
curled in my toes
I will find casual weekend warriors
and I will knock on the windows of their vehicles. 
Beep beep, who got the keys to the jeep?

Vroom. 

