
tonguepocket #1

cloud in my ankle
i blinked and the fork remembered me
a cat hummed the shape of a mountain

a shadow stood where my foot used to be
and the cloud said nothing,

not even “wait”

the tree wore my name like a loose sleeve
and someone walked away

in my direction
as if the blur had somewhere else to go

blink blink
where were you when the ankle bent?

cloud cloud
did you mean to forget the scent?

plate spins, fork stays
and still—i stood

in someone else’s day

my hand rested on a wooden line
the eye caught nothing,

so it kept catching

the cat faced the other way
not because it meant to
but because it was time

the paper peeled itself slowly
like skin that once held meaning

i stood beside the fork again
as if i’d been there all along

staring into the word
“stood”

until it starts to
hum back

cloud ankle
shadow blink
fork in time

cat won't think
plate's a mirror / hand’s a guess

i stood in it all
and left less
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tonguepocket #2

pine box truth
I was failing in the middle of the guinea 

rush
Trampled in sawdust and synth dust hush

Lightbulbs blinking, out of breath
A plate on the wall with a missing fork left

So I consume the wingless ride
Over desert veins, I’m spread too wide

And I pine for a hand I once drew
On the plastic skin of a lamb I knew

There’s a fence where the silence grew
It loops back ‘round like a faulty loop cue

I press keys with my future hand
While my shadow stands where I used to 

stand

Failing isn’t falling, it’s forgetting the 
climb

It's a synth with no power, it’s out of 
rhyme

Left in the corner, the color runs thin
A baby’s gesture where I once had skin

I consume the breathless drone
Of airplane thoughts carved into stone

And I pine, still pine for the ghost of 
youth

When every button hummed with truth

Failing
Consume

Pine
Left—

That’s all that’s left.
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tonguepocket #3

the chairs we leave
language clipped from

grandfather’s eyes
bound in brittle tape and dusk-light ties

cry from the dust — it whispers slow
through tangled limbs
where memories grow

poetry in the chairs we leave
folded flat behind belief
generation hums its tune

beneath a blood-orange ballroom moon

eternity hangs in a velvet knot
between a stag’s tongue

and a parking lot
he spoke in antler, she sang in fence

the chords were blurred,
the meaning tense

Phoebe, Hannah, stitched in lines
on cards with ghosts and crooked spines

hand on strings, foot on pine
paper gods in parent signs

poetry in the chairs we leave
folded flat behind belief
generation hums its tune

beneath a blood-orange ballroom moon

language cries from dust and bark
from a cry too faint to leave a mark
but still it hums in fields of green
a tonguepocket lullaby, unseen
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tonguepocket #4

hello?
The kitten knows

but won't say.
Railroad dreams

in grandma's day.
Secretly, the postman hums,

Apparently the neighborhood is mum.

Alone with the cows and the parking sign,
Knowing is optional — like news at break-

fast time.
Hello? Hello?

No one picks up while the operator 
mimes.

Plastic horse hooves echo through
that 3 a.m. July afternoon.

apparent — in all caps —

scratched into the bus stop glass
while someone paints a lemon process 

black.

secretly, she whispers
to a payphone full of birds.

alone, I confess
to a bucket filled with words.

knowing is a myth
sold cheap at corner marts.

Hello? is a spell
you cast to restart hearts.

Apparent.
Secretly.

No difference at all.
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tonguepocket #5

yesterday asking
a paw in the snow

proof that the ghost came through
coffee-stained lips

sipping yesterday's déjà vu
plastic cups and awkward grace

avoiding contact face to face

yesterday asking
four words ripped out of a magazine's 

fate
pasted on memories, scissored and torn

riding a trike through last night's 
fading storm

your hands were talking to someone else
a fork mid-air, mid-thought, mid-felt

the road curved left, so we went there
behind that yellow car, lost or unaware

and the guitar said nothing
but it knew every name
and the tricycle waited
like it wasn’t a game

yesterday asking
they spun in the air like a word 

lost its way
stuck on the snowprint

of something that stayed
under our shoes, like a plan we betrayed

odd / like the silence in tongues
asking / like the bend in the road

create / from the blur of the photograph
yesterday / where the footprints go

heart / where the blood drops and stays
my heart / where the blood drops 

and stays
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tonguepocket #6

silver icebox marionette
the medic’s arm was folded back

beneath the icebox, torment cracked
a dog in plaid was doodled down

unspoken truths that crawled beneath 
the town

a paper boy with marble eyes
asked if his dreams could plagiarize

a woman spun inside a flash
her elbow blocking out the fragmented 

past

and the temple spires tilt and groan
while flowers bloom in dial tone

silver icebox marionette
she's not unraveled yet

beneath the photo flashed regret
a drive-by school bus silhouette

a crayon kissed the waiver form
said: “end in death” — the paper mourned

the church was made of lips and teeth
they bit my prayers and spit beneath

and somewhere past the static wall
a child watched me almost fall

but caught me with a sideways glance
his breath a sort of circumstance

icebox breathing heavy frost
a sliver from the crucifix she lost
marionette tugs from my sleeve

don’t blink, don’t sigh, don’t ever leave

silver icebox marionette
she's not unraveled yet

beneath the photo flashed regret
a drive-by school bus silhouette

unraveled, yes
but wound in slight
beneath the lamp,
beneath the night

Ahhhhh…
(unravelling…)

Ahhhhh…
(unravelling…)

Ahhhhh…
(unravelling…)

Ahhhhh…
(unravelling…)

unraveled, yes
found flying kites
licking stalactites 
(or stalagmites? )

beneath the lamp,
beneath the night
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tonguepocket #7

lower case panic
plastic lips embroidered tight
spoken plugs and neon white

a glass half full of barcode static
in a room where everything’s erratic

fingerprints on steel and grin
a sticker smudged, to flirt with sin

guitar strings stretched like warning tape
can’t find the note, can’t tolerate

this is a face I forgot
drawn in a circle, pressed to a spot

every object whispers back
in lowercase panic my plastic heart 

attacks

tile cracks through linen screams
patterns carved in a vapor dream

the power cord wants to speak
but only hums in its blips and squeaks

zoom in—
too close and it disappears

zoom out—
and all you see is fear
or maybe just a socket

without plugs or a market
where jazz used to be

wild and free

this is a face I forgot
drawn in a circle, pressed to a spot

every object whispers back
in lowercase panic my plastic heart 

attacks

nine pieces of a puzzle halfway made
objects staged in mock parade

was this a memory, a mess, or a muse?
my tongue-tied pocket always forgets to 

choose
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tonguepocket #8

i used to whistle
the city used to crackle

with wheels on dust and wire
now the vintage synth-a-sizers
and apples in the caramel  fire

a crow came down beside me
in a puddle of hemlock and prose

the astronauts were laughing
through a helmet topped with thorns

I used to whistle, now I beep
my dreams play chords I couldn’t keep

I walked with you in painted lines
through comic strips and rocket signs

the postcard turned to grayscale
but the moonlight stayed in bloom

the apple didn’t notice
the snow would melt by noon

two lovers drawn in halftone
found color on the path

while somewhere on the lunar side
a teapot sings and laughs

the machines are learning polyrhythms
and robots fall in love

a yellow fruit fell mysticism
while silence sits above

I used to whistle, now I beep
my vinyl thoughts are buried deep

I watched the shadows turn to thread
while satellites mark the dead

in the corner of the comic
where the kettle speaks its truth

a crow lands on a wooden penny
and whistles back my youth
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tonguepocket #9

green
the gears don’t grind like

they used to grind
the spider knows but won’t remind
eight eyes blink on a fingertip stage

tickled by voltage, twitching with rage

and the man in the striped shirt 
turns the dial

spins a tone that vibrates the file
someone screams and leaps from time

hands raised like guilt in guillotine mime

green eyes in the machine
blur and brass and stage collapse
watching where I’ve never been

static whispers in the gaps

reflection in a dome of gold
shows a version not yet told

camera lens like fish-eye faith
capturing our synthetic wraith

green eyes in the machine
blur and brass and stage collapse
watching where I’ve never been

static whispers in the gaps

your memory tastes like oil and wires
smells like stage sweat and amplifier fires

I kissed a switch, it bit me back
and now I hum on every track

green eyes in the machine
blur and brass and stage collapse
watching where I’ve never been

static whispers in the gaps

crawl on me, little code-borne thing
record the static of everything
tongue in socket, light unspun

the song began, but never done
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tonguepocket #10

where noise begins
robot head with laminated skin

watches cartoons dancing in
a sketchbook full of midnight frogs

a sidewalk queen in striped applause

paper shoes on concrete sleep
shadows walk while colors weep

a daughter thumbs a peace sign slow
through Sunday’s sleepy VHS glow

magenta thumbs and yellow monsters
pencil teeth and pocket sponsors
moles in yarn and girls who grin

memory starts where noise begins

the robot’s name is Mr. Fink
the family framed in kitchen sink

a mole appears like it was planned
to interrupt the ballpoint band

baby in a pot, who stirred the soup?
a sidewalk waits beneath the stoop

a tangle drawn in fury’s grace
a sketch that screams but hides its face

this page was folded once before
and in the crease, a lion roared

a list of inks, a tooth, a claw
a girl who learned to flaunt her awe

magenta thumbs and yellow monsters
flicker ghosts in photocopied sponsors

teeth on paper, dust on light
draw it wrong, then draw it right

tongue in pocket, truth in blur
we are what the doodles were
page one ten, we disappear
but only just enough to hear
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tonguepocket #11

david baker carved his name
David Baker carved his name

on the back of a desk in a firelit frame
with a ballpoint pen and a borrowed past

he spelled it wrong and spelled it fast

the girl turned her face away
while the sailor boy asked her to stay

but the water in the fountain knew
that ink fades slow but love does too 

(sometimes)

play me a chord that doesn't exist
B-add-9/with a D-sharp  twist

names in ledgers, names in chalk
names that never learned to talk

a bow on a fiddle, held with pride
the kind of song that won’t abide

a child sits with twins in arms
her face all hush, her heart unharmed

a saint’s stare, wide and wild
a census ledger’s quiet child

a boarded church and power lines
stuffed pockets full of valentines

we were all just names
on things we left behind

on benches, in books, in photographs
half-loved, half-lined

play me a chord that won’t resolve
something old but soft to hold

David Baker, scratched and stained
he'd come to know the pain of age

so if you find your name again
scrawled beneath the ink of kin

just hum the note and turn the page
of another tonguepocket memory, 
lost in the remains of yesterdays

by briyan frederick | share it | tonguepocket.com

https://archive.org/download/tonguepocket1/Cloud%20in%20My%20Ankle%20%28Remastered%20Master%29.mp3


tonguepocket #12

there’s a speaker in the drum room
and a dog’s behind in shades

someone’s uncle pressed the sampler
like this beat will never fade

and scratch has got a stare like
he knows what happens next

but all the stitched-up storylines
are tangled and perplexed

tape me back together
my smile has got away

wedding gowns and plastic towns
in analog decay

and the dog’s behind in shades
just wagged the truth away

the bride kissed light in super 8
the groom was mostly hat

the kids just blinked and stared ahead
like, “when did we become that?”

a face behind the gauze roll
a jar beneath the shelf

a car reversed into the reel

and spooled back on itself

every frame’s a broken answer
to a question we forget

every laugh a looped disaster
every hug a barely-met

tape me back together
on a page with no refrain
grandpa with the fiddle

and old scratch with ketchup stains
and the dog’s behind in shades
still pretending it’s not strange

snap the shot and paste the label
everyone you love is fable

sing it backwards if you must—
my tonguepocket’s filled with dust

tape me back together
my smile has got away

Scratch's frown turned upside down
smiled away per se

and the dog’s behind in shades
could wag the truth away
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