
 

LK Shaw vs LK Showbiz 
I saw all the words I had to write laid out ahead of me 

and they looked like the great wall of china 



 



it was snowing and i was driving us around and i kept lying 
to everybody so we could get gin from somewhere 

i had a dream 

that jordan castro 

visited my family 

at christmas 

he wouldn’t stop crying  

 

 



 

 

People say that being in love  

is a ‘new kind of happy’ 

Something ‘deeper’, perhaps 

than simply listening to jazz music  

or laughing at something with your friends 

I don’t know, it could be something, maybe 

Those things are just distractions, I think 

Is love a distraction? 

Are you a distraction? 

What about those people who say, ‘How’s your love 
life?’ 

How I despair 



‘How’s your poetry life?’ I think 

Poetry is a distraction 

I’m in love with poetry. Oh god.  

My alarm just went off 

I woke up before my alarm and started writing this 

I don’t want to impress anyone 

I don’t want to affect anything 

I get satisfaction from standing near water falls 

and writing long emails 

and walking home late at night 

singing rap songs into oblivion 

 

 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Depression Circle 

If you have a lot of things to do, you will have less time to think and if you 
have less time to think, you will have less time to think about being sad and 
if you have less time to think about being sad, you will not be so depressed, 
and if you are not so depressed, your friends will find you fun to be around, 
and if your friends find you fun to be around, they will invite you to more 
places to hang out with them, and if they invite you to more places to hang 
out with them, you will have a lot of things to do, if you have a lot of things 
to do…you will have less time to think and if you have less time to think, 
you will have less time to think about being sad and if you have less time to 
think about being sad, you will not be so depressed, and if you are not so 
depressed, your friends will find you fun to be around, and if your friends 
find you fun to be around, they will invite you to more places to hang out 
with them, and if they invite you to more places to hang out with them, you 
will have a lot of things to do, if you have a lot of things to do…you will have 
less time to think and if you have less time to think, you will have less time 
to think about being sad and if you have less time to think about being sad, 
you will not be so depressed, and if you are not so depressed, your friends 
will find you fun to be around, and if your friends find you fun to be around, 
they will invite you to more places to hang out with them, and if they invite 
you to more places to hang out with them, you will have a lot of things to 
do, if you have a lot of things to do…etc 

(I’m not a doctor but this sometimes works) 



 

this piece should be read with an optimistic state of mind. 
i.e, nobody cares about what i'm doing therefore i will do 
whatever i want to and i will know that i am doing whatever 
i do for the right reasons. 

nobody cares about your poetry. nobody cares about your music. nobody cares about the songs you 

write. nobody cares about your party. nobody cares about your audition or your job interview or your 

epiphany or your inconsequential conversation with a celebrity. nobody cares about your phd. 

nobody cares about your job, come on now. nobody cares about the account balance in your 

checking account and nobody cares about your savings. nobody cares about your debt. nobody 

cares if you forget to return a library book. nobody cares if you trip up and fall in a cafeteria. nobody 

cares if you stop eating or exercising or taking your medication. nobody cares if you wake up in the 

night time with your heart racing and your forehead sweating profusely. wow, nobody cares if you 

don’t know what post-modernism is. nobody cares if you don’t ‘get’ what i’m talking about. there’s 

nothing to get. there’s nowhere to go. this is it. this is all there is and nobody cares about it. 

nobody cares if perform for a million people. nobody cares if you’re on tv every single week. nobody 

cares if you’ve got a new watch. nobody cares if you go to a certain club for a certain occasion. 

nobody cares what city you live in. nobody cares what shoe size you wear. nobody cares who your 

parents are. nobody cares why you quit. nobody cares how you’re going to pay your rent. nobody 

cares if you write the greatest novel of the century. nobody cares if you sit in front of your computer 

screen for 18 hours a day or 20 hours a day or 30 hours a day or if you actually somehow get 

swallowed by your computer. nobody cares what you do with your life. nobody is interested in who 

you are.  

nobody is listening. nobody is looking. nobody cares about anything. 

nobody wants to know you when you’re down and out and on the internet, 

which is good (please see the title).  



Poem written on a liquor 
store bag, at the street car 
stop 
 

There will always be money for wine 

and we will always be existentially fucked 

the key is not to waste time thinking about it 

and to travel around following spring time 

and show business 

until you get old  

and don’t care anymore. 

- 

We forget we’re alive 

too often 

- 

and then the street car appeared.  
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