
TEN EXAMPLES OF SONGS OF PATHETIC MYSELF 

Here are ten examples of poems created with Songs of my pathetic self. To be honest, I did 

more than 10 runs to find these examples and I occasionally swapped out a stanza from one run 

and inserted into another run. Not every generated poem is going to be good in and of itself, of 

course, whatever that means. And I also occasionally tweaked the text a little “to clean it up.” 

But I’d guess that 90% of what you see is exactly the text the Songs of my pathetic self 

generated. 

What my tweaking in these examples shows is how I envision that Songs of my pathetic self 

can be used for poetry creation -- take what looks good from one or more runs, revise it as 

needed, and discard the rest. Or take an idea that Songs of my pathetic self suggests and run 

with it. And the hope is that Songs of my pathetic self contains enough good text or suggests 

enough good ideas to get you to write some really good stuff. 

If you are intrigued by these examples, and want to generate Songs of my pathetic self on your 

own, click download Songs of my pathetic self. 

Examples 

 
song of my pathetic self (1) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                                living was never crueler 
                than with limbs entwined 
                   with no time for the urgency of nothing 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                             to the sound of jack hammers pounding the pavement 
                     to be shaping a wicked failure 
                    remnants of the unthinkable 
        under uncertain clouds 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                            i know you're disappointment with me 
                    i'm going beyond the causes of the sky 
        mirrored in a cruder tale of this obscene jealousy 
      after all this 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                              an around-the-clock sun in a bitter sky 
            interrupts everyone 
                 as a train pulls into the seattle station 
                    it is sad to lose 
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                                                       v 
                                               
            it's only that it's no coincidence 
      it's only that it's so telling 
  that everything hangs in the balance 
   that this is the way to madness 
     the way to despair 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (2) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                                tea time gains and losses 
            the sunshine fading 
               waving a white flag 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                      i've interpreted 
             the same agony 
             the same darkness 
                  the architecture of these weak imperfections 
              in a fraction of time 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                        i've learned to live with this blank space 
                 i've learned to live with the friends i'll never see again 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                            nakedly 
      that afternoon 
            your thoughtlessness was 
        the frail november of aching 
        the because 
        of a miserable word 
                    with no one understanding 
 coming unhinged 
  
                                                       v 
                                                  
                as children are crying for their mother 
               and there's never an end to it 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (3) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i     
 
                                   today reality makes an appearance 
              oh my poor cassandra my poor cassandra 
            existence tells all 
             most of the time 



         revealing a faulty suffering 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                                   you and i 
              we're beyond hope 
                  forcing the love 
                  we're turning the other cheek to the sorrow of this silence 
                 adlibbing the lines 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                    it's all too cerebral 
 as at every house a wakeful dog barks a stern warning 
           it's all unreal 
                     as minutes pass 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
as the tangerines rot 
              in a yellow bowl in the kitchen 
                i don't know what to do with myself 
                     i am left at the table 
            with prophets of doom 
          raging against the world 
 
  
                                                       v 
                                                   
                      burgundy 
               and endless 
        agony is no small thing 
             all the time 
  asking to be forgiven 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (4) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                    how savage this anger is 
         how cruelly savage 
  as you're aging poorly 
                     i'm discounting more dangerous blunders 
       worn down by unresolved resentments 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                  who isn't awake to the cause of what will never come 
          who isn't confronted with the day after 
             you and i 
            we're still searching for love 
            we're going over to the other side 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                       it's all part of 



             this life spun out of 
              the misery of everything 
                  lost in an odd solitude 
                  at great cost 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                          you can come back to the pink of this fatal romance 
                                   and  
                  i will run away from the same things over and over 
        we will note a tale of what it all meant 
                across this horrid divide 
             by mythical rivers of babylon 
  
                                                       v 
                                                             
                               it's just  
            self-inflicted wounds 
        it begins all over again 
                a too late realization 
      of what mattered 
                hereabouts 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (5) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                                what were we thinking 
      i ask 
       as things turn indecent 
 what were we thinking 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
               this emptiness is pointless 
     fixated on endless negativity 
     these cosmic dilemmas 
      to say nothing of losing out 
                     with the moon staring in the window 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                          a cop car races down eighth boulevard 
 a fool is running out of hope 
        and caring little anymore 
            i'm taking in what i have to do 
      these unreal losses 
                  a diabolical attachment to those urges that come around for more 
                   for the occasion 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                                  you ask 
                    why did we throw it all away 
                    i just keep still 
                    it means nothing 



             you're waiting at the gate 
                   you're going insane 
                 as the moon looks on 
  
                                                       v 
                                                    
                        it's all just because 
        it was never the beginning 
             it's all just because 
        nothing ever worked 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (6) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                              gloom is just 
              gloom 
                it's being troubled by questions begging for answers 
              at this inopportune moment 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                           you remind me 
                 it's not lost on anyone 
                a chanson of this blacker aching 
              the sum of what remains 
       play-acting 
                without a prescription 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                            a dreadful life makes an appearance 
           it's watching the giraffes play hide-and-seek 
            these assembly line escapades 
             defenseless against an insane unhappiness that arrives on schedule 
                    surrounded by the sea and these mountains 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                               who shall we say is calling 
         i ask 
      as promises are broken 
               who shall we say is calling 
  
                                                       v 
                                                          
                            it should've been obvious 
       as i speak of the old morality 
     the drinking will resume 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (7) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         



 
                                       here we are you and i 
      serving no purpose 
                  here we are you and i 
      making final arrangements 
                surveying the damage of this perpetual melancholy 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                                     today i was the academician 
       in freefall 
                and you the timekeeper 
            trying to square things 
                    through mindless digressions 
                  you were wrong about the others 
            they never came back to this ceaseless drama 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                                       because there's no looking back 
               because it's gonna be something 
            i'll size up a sick dissonance 
           and you can point out a violent resentment 
            because that's how it is 
   because it's quite a stretch 
               with the daylight just about gone 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                                     these never-ending encounters 
            safe to say 
  things unintended 
      here or not 
           it's 5:48 p.m 
  and anguish is making the rounds 
  
                                                       v 
                                                     
                      the fearful me 
     the overbearing you 
          pressing ahead 
            puzzling over these unendurable stars 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (8) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                       it is i confessing all 
             here where lost souls 
        are splitting apart 
                    is it i trying to avoid reality 
                  warning of the rehashed sorrow of heartbreak 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                                      life is washed up you say 



                it's true of all of us 
      this is how it is for now 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                            there will always be someone 
            starring in a view from the bridge 
      and there will always be someone 
      asking for the sorrow to stop 
                  getting so depressed 
               gathering dust 
     from up close 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                  i'm tired of always fearing the worst 
        i’m tired of always adding up to nothing 
        
                                                       v 
                                                             
                               yes you remind me of 
                   those goodbyes that speak 
       of ever more emptiness 
        mindless fear 
             haunted by utterances 
          of a stone-cold silence 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (9) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                              who knows 
       how i imagined it 
            who knows 
            what a child might know 
           this is the truth 
                     life approaches 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                                      never shallower 
               than with the worst yet to come 
            causing disasters 
          trying to break free 
              the absence of dimensions 
            scarred by all the misery 
                   on the way to the grave 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                   near the police station 
     the unmannerly heroin addicts have made their departure 
         and now 
                  the tasteless book lover is drifting off course 
           warning of the recycling of unhappiness 
                   in the middle of breaking down 



 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                                   in the end 
                it will be the little that's left of us 
               at an unexpected place and time 
                  in the end 
        it will be the lonely nonsense 
                in all seriousness 
  
                                                       v 
                                                            
                             you've destroyed everything 
          what's left of our fantasy 
             do you know 
                                                      ... 
 
song of my pathetic self (10) 
______ 
 
 
                                                       i                                         
 
                             the pinpricks of an obscene existence 
             in the lost and found 
             the futility of everything 
        coming home to roost 
 
                                                       ii                                         
 
                                   if i were to say 
          this is how it always goes 
   would you say 
               it's a personal thing 
             everybody loses 
          it's decreed 
                  the writing's on the wall 
 
 
                                                       iii                                         
 
                        it's all been done 
       it's a dead giveaway 
               creation doesn't heal anything 
 
                                                       iv                                         
 
                     what do i to do with 
                  the curse of decay 
            the quiet of this pathetic insanity 
             it will not be all right 
      it is evil that always shows up 
  
                                                       v 
 
                                   ever more 
                it's 
                these cosmic arguments 
              about pain and loneliness 



 ever more 
       it's 
                the dailiness of this dumb solitude 
              in view of the sky erupting 
          waiting for something that never comes 
                                                      ... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


