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  Editorial


   


  Commentary on the human condition,


  Scraping an opinion from an intelligent,


  And seeking mind.


   


  Speaking thoughts


  Not so popular,


  Not so kind.


  Speaking against


  Issues both small


  And grand.


   


  Shining a light on that


  Which society seeks to hide.


  Exposing those who behind whispers


  Do seek to hide.


  Unafraid to speak,


  Opinion my own form


  Of unwavering truth.


   


  Homeless


   


   


  There’s room at the inn,


  But I have no money to pay.


  The world is cold tonight,


  And I have no place to stay.


   


  No I am not lazy,


  Nor too awful crazy.


  Things just really have not


  Been going my way.


   


  My stomach is a growling,


  My head has been a spinning,


  Yet not a bite can I find


  For me to eat.


   


  No jobs available for me to find,


  Want a hand up?


  must be outta my mind.


   


  There’s room at the inn,


  But I’ve no money to pay.


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Humor


   


   


  My humor is perverse,


  Yet it keeps me sane.


  I mean no harm,


  In the things I say.


   


  Mostly I hide behind


  Sarcasm,    humor and wit.


  So no one will notice


  That I am broken a bit..


   


  The tears i hide,


  Behind jokes off color.


  To disguise a pain


  I cannot share with another.


   


  I survived you see,


  Yet what’s left of me


  Pushes away all hands,


  No matter how kind.


   


  Tis easier far,


  To laugh and crack


  Both smart and wise,


  Than to ever expose


  The wound inside.


   


  So pardon my humor,


  Tis really in fun.


  And leave alone


  What was already done.

 


   


  The wind whispers


  The worry i feel,


  The dark gathering


  Of fear within my heart


  Twisting at the ties


  That bind souls,


  Mine to another.


   


  To be unable to


  Do more than


  Reach these arms out


  To hold you as you suffer,


  Cuts deeply in


  A broken soul.


   


  How can i heal another


  And save you from woe,


  When my own heart laid bare


  Has never healed


  From even the most


  Minor blow?


   


  I rage at my


  Limbs hanging useless


  As I wish to take


  From you pain and sorrow,


  But in wisdom gained  from


  Life unyielding,


  I hang my head knowing


  That to release you


  From your pain,


  I deny you strength.


   


  Forgive me yet child,


  For wisdom fails


  In the heart’s relentless charge,


  And protect you from that which


  Graces all lives


  I may try again.


  Let us hope


  I only partially


  Succeed.


   

 


  Moving


   


  Such hesitation,


  Each horror possible


  Dancing through my mind.


  Such excitement,


  I am so ready to leave


  All this behind.


   


  Sick with worry,


  All concerns alight.


  Changes coming,


  Mind bogged with fright.


   


  Never easy,


  feeling queasy,


  Chaos upended,


  Time to start again.


   


  New place,


  New plan.


  Leaving behind


  Old trouble,


  So as to not borrow


  It anew.


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Pain


   


  How can i tell


  I am truly alive?


  void of emotion,


  Void of sensation,


  How is it possible


  That i am really here?


   


  Slide through life,


  Seeking that which


  To some comes easily.


   


  Knowing that i cannot see


  What others do


  When they look at me.


   


  Not wanting death,


  Nor a world of Fantasy.


  Wanting truth,


  Between you and me.


   


  Wanting just for once,


  To look and see


  What everyone else


  Sees in me.


   


   


  Not good enough,


  Plastic coated hope,


  Being forced down


  my throat.


   


   


  Nothing real here,


  No dream within,


  No reality without.


   


  Don’t you know


  The pain you would


  Steal from me,


  It is all that lets me know,


  It’s the only thing,


  That even feels real.


  It’s the pain,


  That’s how I know


  I exist.


   


   

 


   


   


   


  Vibrations


   


  A story whispered


  Told again.


  Heard by those


  Not meant to say,


  Growing monstrous,


  Expansion uncontrollable.


   


  Truth or fiction,


  Rumbling through society


  Becoming legend,


  Becoming real.


   


  Difference twixt legend


  and fantasy  shone


  In a harsh and


  an all too revealing light.


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   

 


   


   


  Self Doubt


   


  Struggling to find me,


  Unsure of what i seek.


  Insecurity pushing me,


  Making me nothing but weak.


   


  So much talent I have,


  Nothing right I can do.


  Self doubt cripples,


  Putting me inside a mental cage.


   


  Creating an image,


  Of myself so true.


  Yet knowing inside,


  The image maybe but a lie.


   


  What is truth,


  Which is the lie?


  How do I stop


  The uncertainty


  From eating me alive?


   


  Is hope too soon?


   


  Reality waiting to eat


  The gullible soul.


  Looking up at


  All of what possibly


  Could be.


   


  Holding onto positive,


  Wishing secretly,


  For one sliver


  Of luck to hold on to.


   


  Content to ignore


  The stress,


  Pretending to not see


  All the possibilities.
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