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Side-A 
As Good As It Gets 

 
 
In the past two years  
I've learned  
that just because  
you're loyal 
honest and devoted  
does not mean  
it will be reciprocated  
that sometimes, sadly,  
no good deed goes unpunished  
and most movies  
do not resemble real life  
especially the ones  
with big budgets  
and what my grandmothers  
told me about men is true. 
  
I've also learned  
that no matter how much you know  
and love somebody  
they can still have secrets  
that could break your heart  
and possibly kill you. 
  
Don't rely on fortune cookies  
but never let a good wishbone  
go to waste  
and that nothing is personal  
and everything is personal  
no one is perfect  
especially me  
and the more mistakes I make  
the more human and nice  
I am towards you  
and the more powerful  
I think I am  
the more danger  
I am in. 
 
I've learned  
that everyone dies  
some quickly  



some slowly  
so it's best  
to live the life  
you really want  
it's taken me forever  
to realize  
that I still haven't  
grown-up  
and that somehow  
I still have the fantasy  
that as long as I am  
a good person  
life will get better.  
 
But what I've really learned  
is that the clock  
is tick, tick, ticking  
and maybe  
I should do my best  
to leave this place  
with a smile on my face  
and love in my heart  
for you  
and for me  
and maybe  
that's as good as it gets  
and if that's the case  
I will consider  
myself  
lucky... 
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Side-B 
Shooting for the Stars in Kevlar 

 
We run 
from hot summer days 
and broken air conditioners  
we run 
to chilled movie theatres  
make out like teenagers  
who’ve never had sex  
never been kissed 
by tender mouths 
and never cradled in the arms 
of an unconditional love.  
 
We make 
our own movies 
back in the back 
of the theatre 
 
laughing like there’s no yesterday  
yesterdays that begged us to stay  
and tried to kill us  
in our sleep 
then chased us 
in our waking hours  
begging for salvation  
and a hall pass.  
 
We are the bright spots  
in the road found in dark alleys.  
 
A pair of lives 
lived hard 
treated hard 
and discarded harder  
and as we  
hit the pavement skipping we forgot 
that we were only playing hopscotch  
to the tune of songs 
lead by a symphony 
of sirens and howling dogs.  
 
Can we believe 
that we can believe in love?  



After we have let so many  
put their unloving hands  
around our hearts 
souls and throats 
x-friends 
x-loves 
x-drug habits 
x-drug dealers 
still trying 
to strike a better deal 
with empty promises  
empty pockets 
and empty souls. 
 
Leaving open wounds  
like bullets holes  
as the winds blow through them  
hollow and scarred  
and that sometimes  
most often are unhealable.  
 
A catalog 
of catastrophic events 
shaped our lives 
and sculpted us 
into who we are. 
 
It doesn’t always mean 
that who we are 
can carry us 
into who we want to be... 
but that doesn’t mean we’ll stop trying.  
 
As we dry our eyes 
while no one’s looking  
in dark theaters  
waiting for the next  
movie to start.  

 
  



Iris Berry 
As Good As It Gets 
The Lost, Long Gone, Forgotten 
Singles Club #43 
Lost, Long Gone, Forgotten 
Records #43 
All site contents © Lost, Long Gone, 
Forgotten Records 2022 
Poem copyright © Iris Berry 
Sound/Audio © Lost, Long Gone, 
Forgotten Records 
Album/Sleeve Art & Layout © Lost, 
Long Gone, Forgotten Records 

 


