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Frosted Leaves

Frosted leaves 

crunching as feet pass 

through forgotten paths 

untraveled.

That path not taken 

In poem that poet spoke of, 

made no difference 

Other than the crunch 

beneath the feet,

Colors edged with 

Ice squashed into mud

all so solid and crisp. 

The path clearly marked 

In leaf and memory.
Grace

Though I swore that I would 

Get more done, 

Time and energy ran out before

My work was close to done.

Excuses flow like water,

And guilt nearly drowns,

And I have to finally lock it down.

I must begin with forgiveness 

For the stuff left undone.

Forgiveness for the one

I hold to the highest standards,

Who often finds out

That is the impossible.

For today I will pack away

That overachiever mind,

And I will accept the fact 

That I can’t do it all sometimes.

Teen

Life in standstill

Caught in between,

Not yet an adult, 

Too old to a child still be seen.

Emotions run wild,

Changes happening so fast, 

And at this moment 

it seems that forever

it will last.

Wanting more,

Easily bored,

And not sure 

Quite how to fix it.
Excelsior

You were a hero, 

Quiet and bold. 

Always within reach 

So reason told.

The worlds you built

Still help so many,

Kids and adults wilt

As the news was given.

The world collectively shed a tear, 

For the loss of a light Just so dear.

For though there are

Disasters greater,

And lives lost more,

The loss of you 

Was affecting us all.

Trying to tiptoe

Through my home,

As awake I am alone.

No noise must I make

Or everyone else I will wake.

The world around

Makes it hard

To quietly move about 

And be unheard.
Craving that fire

That comes from your touch,

Hungry for the way

I feel when we are 

Together. 

Distance separates us, 

Starving my soul.

Filling me with frustration

As I pine for your time again.

Out in the cold,

Ravenous for your warmth,

And the ingredients for 

Happiness is out of my reach.
The lines of communication 

Are broken today.

It seems as though no one

Really understands what

I have been trying to say.

The line between the cups 

In the telephone game, 

Broke a long time ago, 

Or so it seems.

Though I articulate, 

Speak as clear as day, 

Confusion reigns

Misunderstanding it seems, 

Leaving us all feel frustrated.
Three in the morning,

My thoughts are so loud. 

Sleep impossible for 

The unending sounds.

Anxiety and depression, 

Battle deep within.

Leaving me the 

Loser in the end.
Like a ragdoll,

Covered with tears.

Tossed away

After so many years.

Though once loved

Quite desperately,

And so valued for so long,

Apparently, love’s limits 

Are not all that strong.

Laying there in memories well, 

Inside my own personal hell.

A forgotten ragdoll 

With no arms left to hold me.
The tree is still up

Though November

Has come again

I don’t have to wait

For the holidays

To begin!

The tree is in the corner,

Still decorated

Ready to go again.

Not sure if it is lazy

That the tree still stands,

Or joyful that I have been,

It is one less thing that I

Must fight with.

Can I pass on the toxic rub

Of the holidays?

Flush the poison

As family presses in,

Enjoy the day honestly

Instead of trying to pretend.

Con myself into believing

That happy holidays means

More than the oxymoron It has been.

Instead let us return 

To the point of childhood wonder,

When the magic was not tainted.

Our wonder was painted 

Across the heart and shining 

From the eyes for all to see.

Spilled Verse

Scanning the net

For bits to write,

I quickly find my heart

And dreams are but 

More spilled verse.

Dropped to the page

Quite haphazardly,

Making sense to those 

Hearts swimming in similar 

Pools of chaos and hope.
Grateful

As I sit before the table

Filled with such plenty, 

I cannot help but think of

Times that weren’t so nice. 

Times when instead of abundance, 

Life was all sacrifice.

Most of the time,

It’s give or take.

And then there are times

When you just can’t get a break. 

So today, as abundance is mine,

I feel grateful for the kind. 

Those who have held a hand up 

To a soul lost in the void. 

Those who have been angels

To a family devoid.

Though I have been told

That I should just move on,

That letting the past go

Will help me to be strong.

Holding on to the lessons 

So dearly won,

Not to claim they are fun.

Instead I have to hold on

To each brick building me,

So that I hold onto my 

Personality.

Changing my past,

My history,

Changes who I am

The possibilities.

As to the dawn time arrives,

Each of us stuck deep inside.

The first home we ever know

Our memories of that which was,

The place we build of hope and lies 

That stays with us all of our lives.

A palace fashioned after

Hotel California, deep inside,

Check out anytime you like, 

But you can’t ever leave.

Walls of thought surrounding,

Locking up the unwary

Until the lifetime’s end.
Thought that as an adult 

Things would be different 

Somehow.

No bedtimes, 

No forced to do 

Anything.

This adult thing

Is for the birds,

And I want just to 

Complain!

Stage a protest!

A sit-in on the bed!

Or just pretend to be dead!

Yeah, sounded good anyway.

Here I go off to work,

For I have still bills 

That regardless must be paid.

When sutures just won’t do,

For the wound is internal too.

How do you close the wound 

That goes unseen?

Doctor heal yourself,

For truthfully, I’m clueless 

As to what you need.

And with age often,

The wound deepens farther in,

And how can I care for it,

Without opening it again.
Rising from the ashes

The firebird within sleeps,

As the tired child weeps.

As the ashes fall,

So I shall rise.

Coming up from

What I was before,

Dropping off the slag.

As I rise, 

I am becoming 

So much more than I have

Ever been before.

As I rise, 

I am leaving

The ashes of what I was 

As someone far more.
My creativity was stolen away

Depression has made it that way.

I don’t dare speak of what I feel, 

Or else I will be causing in others 

That feeling so unreal.

It was here yesterday,

The need for art,

That desire to share 

All of my heart.

Though naught has physically

Changed in my world today,

The urge to art just went away.

Though I know it will return, 

Its absence has left me forlorn.
Promise me that you will forget

For though 

Immortality

Is to live in memory,

That is not where I 

Really want to be.

If you love me,

Promise me,

That you will forget.

Do not hold my errors

Or my fears into eternity.

If you must remember me,

Place the rose colored

Glasses on to see 

The best of my history.
A circle round

To start again,

I should know better 

Cause I never win.

Up and down,

Repeat the game,

So sad that I just don’t change.

Can’t I see through my life

The mirror shows

The pain and strife.

Still I don’t want to see,

The one causing it all

Is me.
Addiction

I loved that addict, 

Even though he failed

To see the truth of me.

I loved an addict

Who saw in me

Another fix sadly.

For my sanity,

I walked away from my love,

Before I became the addict 

That didn’t understand reality.
I don’t blame you

For the failings of the moon,

I think perhaps our love

Happened way too soon.

I don’t blame you

For the darkness of my sky,

I believe that I have

Something in my eye.

I don’t blame you

For my broken heart.

I knew the possibility 

From the start.
Thunderstorm

The sky is crying,

Loud in displeasure.

The clouds are shaking

With grief and pain,

Ready to drop it loose again.

Rumbling through my bones

The sound makes me 

Feel so alone, 

Though I stand crowded in.

Warm tears from the sky fall

Making you seem so small,

Washing away strength 

Before the sound begins.
Every word I write,

Hemorrhages upon the page. 

No bandage seems to staunch 

The emotional flow.

Bleeding from my pen,

With no idea how to stop

The arterial spray,

I continue to do 

What will kill me someday.
How can you not see

The blood-stained hands 

You are attached to?

Turning away from

Others misery,

How you do it so easily.

Your soul drips with the

Blood of the forgotten souls

Who saw that turned up nose.

Who said that you

Are so much better

Than those you have 

Judged so quickly.
I have never wanted anything more 

Than a hug and a wow!

You are so much to be proud of.

I feel like the sheep 

Dying her wool

To hide the rainbow 

She was born with.

My family doesn’t see

The toll that takes on me. 

To feel the pressure of my

Individuality.
Though it slices deep

For me to say,

I cannot deal with you today.

You ignore what I need, 

And blindly just proceed.

Injuring me more than I can say.

So, though reticence drags,

And my soul is all lagged, 

For today, I must back away.
You stood by me

As winter fell,

Giving me all 

The warmth that

You could spare.

And then when

Summer comes to call,

I will stand at your side. 

Offering you the cooling

Nature of my pride.

So in the seasons

In betwixt,

Our house will be 

An easy mix.
Poison

To the last I drank, 

Every single drop.

I knew you were poison

When to you my lips touched,

Though I found that I did not care.

Gladly, I drank deeply,

My own death in deep swallows.

For you were bliss I had found,

Though my end you brought, 

I was unable to do naught.

So, as I pass this phase of life,

In your arms I cling,

The poison doesn’t mean anything. 

For it put a smile on a broken heart

That faded out long ago.

Prompts

A collection have I hoarded,

Ideas for later
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