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Dedicated to the ones who are still seeking, Wayward dreams are just the mind’s way of reminding us that we are far from done.

Into the darkness of 

Midnight release, 

Deeply held sobs

As the nightmare goes.

Balls of embedded fear, 

Rolling through

The heart and soul. 

Taking sanity as it’s 

Hefty price,

Taking sleep,

All part of the toll.

Too much to handle, 

Lest the mind will break. 

Emotionally stranded,

In the lands of heartbreak.
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Trucking
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(co written by  Joe Ellison)

The chicken’s in the coop, 

Eating all my bread

While I am looking for

Place to lay my weary head.

Rolling down the road, 

Looking for a bed.

That gator got too close, 

It nearly got my head.

Road work ahead,

It’s what I dread the most, 

If I don’t get there soon, 

This paycheck is toast.

The bears in the blind, 

Waiting for me to pass,

If I am not paying attention, 

He will be up on my ass.

High beams in my face, 

I do truly dread,

But worse yet in my mirrors, 

The horrible blue and red.

Now I am on the shoulder, 

Here comes Barney Fife, 

Checking out my papers 

Adding delay to my life.

Against the wall 

My head will fall, 

Rhythmically beating 

My creativity in.

Till all that’s left 

Has me bereft, 

And crying with 

All I have lost.

Once the king 

Of dogs I was, 

Now just a lump 

Of frustration,

Of misery.

Left exploring 

What life has 

Remaining for me.

In my darkness, 

I pull away.

I fight the past,

And lack the sleep 

To create the ability 

to interact,

to show

That I care.

To prevent spilling

The bile across those

I love, need, and care 

Deeply for, 

I pull away. 

I warn the ones who 

may mean something,

I tell them

How bad I am

At being a friend.

Still to explain, 

I know not 

Where to even 

Begin.

How to say

that though I care, 

I sometimes am

To lost to see

The carelessness 

As the pain returns 

to hold me tight.
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That the struggle

Just to be able 

to hold my life

adding even

A hello will send me

Into overload.

Friends are intimacy, 

A knowing, understanding, 

Cutting to the bone

When the heart turns cold.

Knowing someone doesn’t

Intimacy breed,

Only conversation leads. 

Home with the heart, 

Tearing lives apart.

So few ties to a broken heart, 

For fear of straining

The soul and mind

Causes pain left behind.

Done crying, 

Dripping tears

In blood, and sweat. 

Done trying, 

Reaching out,

With wary arms. 

Wearily hoping

for once you could 

See within. 

Reaching with parts 

of exposed soul,

To face your cruel

Battery of my advance.

Sinking in to reality, 

Holding tightly

To the hope,

That someone else

Will reach in and save me.

Stranded on a ledge, 

Waiting for hands

To aid, to reach out, 

And bring me back. 

Knowing no one else sees,

The struggle deep within me.

Truth flows,

No way to hold

It back.

Honesty shows,

Even in what

We lack.

My voice shakes,

As i speak what

Once was.

Doubt crowds,

The minds view,

Telling me to hide

All that is true.

For no one wants

To hear about

The truth.

Or to have you

Speak what your eyes

Have seen,

For fear of what

It all must mean.

Words flow free, 

Finding me with

No tool to use.

Ink dried,

Pencils broken.

All else needed

Too far to reach.

So as I drift

In dream,

Awake or sleep,

The words tumble

Unending stream

Towards forever forgotten.

Tethered by emotions

Limited by the past, 

Each moment a farce

In becoming who they say.

Follow along,

Do as you are told, 

Forget not child

How to be bold.

Hide the truth,

Watch what you say. 

For uniqueness will

Get you no where.

Follow the rest,

No opinion is best. 

For society knows 

Just how it should go.

Rage surges, 

Breaking fast

As the die is cast. 

Inability to stop

The heart’s struggle, 

How do I carry on?

Frustration batters, 

The heart and mind, 

Causing minutae to

Drag confusion behind.

Pain lances insanity

Into an already

Befuddled mind.

Rhythm beating, 

Keeping the time 

To a long forgotten

And dusty old tune.

Each memory a chorus

Another note in line,

In the song drifting

In a whimsy of the mind.

Sing with me today,

Keep rhythm in time,

Mingle freely your song 

As you sing it with mine.

In doubt,

In dire need

To be free.

Walking away

From a moment,

Hurting, alone,

Heartsick, And sore.

Wondering if I can

Survive another day of war. 

War within,

Fought without

Any possible hope

Of a win.

Sanity,

The casualty.

No chance of

Peace remain.

Twisted strands entertwined

Copper the shade of a penny tarnished,

Bronze of a pot left too long in the sun,

Silver of the clouds in the afternoon sky.

Age settles well on you,

Lines of laughter hugging your eyes,

Dancing mirth and wisdom

Echoing through the dragon green

Of those intelligent wells.

Strong arms curl around,

Holding the heartache and misery

To heavy for me deep within.

Shoulders wide,

soft and strong,

Really made to 

welcome me home.

Bittersweet thy name is home,

Changes come and gone.

Time heavy as I return

Finding naught I was looking for.

Faces of the familiar

No longer to be seen

The once unaging paradise

I guess is only a dream.

Semi polished nostalgia

Of childhood’s remembered,

Torn asunder as nothing remains.

Time to say farewell,

To the arms that held so tight.

Sweet rest to the heart

That kept me safe,

To the first home

The heart has ever known.
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Brave Heart
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I want to wrap you

In a safe and secure place.

To hear you laugh, carefree,  

Never needing a barrier in place. 

Never needing the facade

of strength to carry the fear.

I want to protect the sweetness

Inside of you,

to aid in it’s growth.

The fear overwhelms

As I see the road ahead,

I have traveled the path before. 

All I can do is be a shoulder

Waiting at your side,´

An ear to listen to all

That crosses your mind. 

Still in a world ahead,´

As panic, and struggle  

and heartache settle in,

Dearest little one,

Be brave enough to be

The shining light

I already see.
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S.E.L.F.I.E
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Surely sexy

Even though the eye 

Least desires knowledge

For the doubting heart.

I am aware of my beauty,

Even if I hesitate.

Nobody

Nobody loves me,

Nobody cares,

Nobody wants me,

No, not anywhere.

The words whispered,

From one heart beating

In the darkness nearby,

If that is the truth,

Then I will say hello,

Nice to meet you,

I am Nobody.
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Divorce
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Turn away,

Don’t see me.

It is long past time

For you to set me free.

We are not what

I had imagined,

Never what I had dreamed.

Tense argument stretches

Across the bedroom,

Turned friendship romances

To stranger quiet times.

Coldness of the marriage bed,

Freezing me to the bone.

If this is how love works,

Then I would rather be alone.

Hands out to aid,

Only to be slapped away.

Wishing to help,

Helpless remains.

Speaking to the wall,

Till I learn to walk away. 

Drama surrounds,

Eating at self.

Misery a bounding,

Creating the cage.

Escape now,

Whispers common sense.

Enclosed in the fog

Of doubt and unsurety,

Realizing far too late

The sour taste of reality.

I believe in you.

I trust you.

I will defend you.

All I ask is that you

Respect yourself,

Believe in yourself,

And don’t let anyone

convince you

That you are anything

Other than amazing.

The road unchanging

Past the same buildings,

All cozy small town

Cardboard set ups.

The individual notes unseen

From the weary traveler.

Tourist sucking the dreams

From the small town,

Quickly dance around

Failing to appreciate

The heart and soul

Making each home unique.

Another minute more

Then dash away,

Gladly visited.

Not willing to stay.
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