Do you know what it’s like?

                                                              By Giovanni Faust

Have you experienced a miracle,
the resurrection of something long dead?

I did.

I could see again for a minute and realized something.

Your family has always supported you financially.

But you don’t know what it’s like to be
alone in your own cold “apartment”
paid for by a simple cashier job at Fred Meyer.

No, you’ve been sitting in your warm west-hills house
with a phone in your room,
and constant access to any whim you ever may have.

But one day, that will change.

If you get your way, when your parents die

You will be sitting in your poor 
triple-refinanced and double-mortgaged house.

With three kids, and a dead-beat dad
somewhere in god-awful California.

Then you’ll look at me.

The guy you mistook for someone less meaningful,

Who you left sitting with nothing left but the dust of poems I gave you.

Maybe for some reason only God knows my band will sell out performances and records
CONSTANTLY.

Then the pauper-like programmer would look more appealing to you.

Raised from a Puerto-Rican Jehovah’s Witness family in Saint John’s,
with an appetite for love and nothing to eat.  Because he gave you his poet-heart, 
and you took it for a fool with your constant chatter.

Not knowing I hear, I ALWAYS heard.

Everything, every idea you ever had about me,
but I never was very sure of whom you were speaking.

I took myself for insane; I even went insane… 

Or the books, at least they say that.

All I know is that you WILL be in California,
with the money your parents give you
and what you will earn, if you ever get a job.

Probably whining about how cold it is,
when the heat is “only at 75F”.

And I’m all snuggled on my mattress,
inside my sleeping bag.  With the heat not much more than 20F from the outside temperature.

And I’m losing weight on my salary, while you’re complaining about getting fat.

I’m trying just to survive while; you’re trying to live.

But I’m living while you’re just alive.

I just hope my mother can survive long enough to care for my laid – off dad.

