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Dedicated to every creative soul,  

may you always light this dark world 

with the brightness of your eternal light. 
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Time drifts away from us, 

Torturing the mind into believing That all hope is lost. 

Taking from us the illusion 

Of eternity.

Age bring wisdom,

Robbing us of dignity, 

Illusions and dreams.

Leaving pride and faith

Behind to guide us into 

That desperation and fear 

That lingers upon the aged.

Forever is but a myth

That the heart plays

Tricking us into believing 

All the time plays...
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In contemplation of what once was,

I cry...beating my fists and knowing that it does naught.

the sands flow drowning me in so much regret and misery.

good intentions create

A broken road,

for the weary soul to crawl along. 

trying to piece together 

a semblance of pride a self surety.

each day a reminder of strength and misery that is carried in a fragile heart too oft broken. 

In the icy grip of pain on a hopelessly fragile heart, 

leaves the feeling of being 

torn in twain.
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Serendipity
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The moment realized

When it all falls into place.

No longer wondering

Distantly desiring unknown peace.

All fear and confusion flee

Draining away the need in me,

To stand, 

To fight, 

Standing alone

Till naught but fatigue go on.

Knowledge being a personal epiphany

Pushing the soul to improve, Whether the body and mind

Are ready or not.

Knowing the way

Does not make the path 

At all an easy route.
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Pride Unconditional
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The pride in me I hear in your voice, Boosts me.

Reaching towards a goal

I am not sure I can reach, 

Knowledge that you have no doubt Stretches me closer.

Making the impossible

Seem just within arms grasp,

And nary a word of doubt 

Will you hear.

Every dark and dismal doubt

You answer easily,

Knowing that i need

Every boost that you have to give.
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Growth

[image: ]


Distant views

Changing With time, 

Growing away from who i was.

Maturing through consequence. Gaining through conscience 

The will to carry on.

Not a maiden, so filled with Innocence and awe.

Not a crone, 

Bent near to breaking with experience and regret.

Somewhere in between,

Still learning, 

Still dreaming, 

Am I.

The words I write

Change as time flows.

Observations made 

No longer suiting

Who I have become.
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Dr Jekyll Mr. Hide
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Sitting here 

Watching you change.

Shifting from lover

So tender and true,

To someone so scary 

As to drive me insane.

You speak in rage

Words so hateful and mean, Becoming destructive

Deeply frightening me.

Yet ever if try to see 

The gentle affection 

You carry normally.

Soft touches that excite,

Random rages that cause fright, Which is truth baffles me. 

How do I help, 

Soothe the chaos that i see 

In your wounded soul? 

In you I know

Wages a war.

A war for a control 

That no one else seems to ever see. A control that for everyone else 

just comes so very easily.

––––––––
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Just a note to pass the line, 

to let you know to keep in mind though sometimes not spoken, 

Our respect and gratitude  

is always true.

So, we take this 

moment to say 

an oft forgotten

Thanks

For all you do!
Lost & Afraid of

Self and Shame. 

The change terrible

leaving the heart bruised. 

Knowing that truth can destroy 

a home, 

yet wondering if there 

is yet even a home to destroy?

Living in fear, 

crying in shame. 

Wanting desperately someone

Else i can blame. 

Has the love that lived between us turned to hate that binds?

Is all we have a fantasy 

in a long-broken mind?

Tenderness a memory, 

anger the only reality. 

Hanging low my head,

in hopes that no one will see the shell that is all you have left of me.
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Creative Juices
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Dripping loosely the juices flowing, the muses kiss sending random ideas to a creative brain.

Stories & Poems,

Lyrics and verse. 

Flowing free the words

both dark and light. 

Wringing out the heart,

pouring loose the soul,

putting pen to paper 

trying to fill that hole.

Nothing blocking the drain,

naught to hide the pain. 

Beauty and joy,

hope and sadness, 

Intermingling loosely 

as ink wets the page.

Disappointment

Weighing heavy, 

Drowning

My already fragile heart.

Knowing better to hope, 

Hope blooms time and again.

Dancing towards the unknown 

One step in four steps back, Knowing the steps will never end.

Drifting onward trying

To find,

Some semblance of what resembles Peace of mind. 

Feeling the urge 

For the torrent to flow, 

Flooding my mind, 

wanting to cry. 

No release to cease 

the pressure on my heart,

soul and mind. 

Not allowing tears to overwhelm, Fighting the grief for yet another dream that held to brief a life.

Indifference

The pain upending, 

Leaving the soul twisting 

Dancing on long forgotten wind.

Unseen by a clouded and distant heart.

So easily blinded,

the heart turns a 

stiffened eye away 

from the truth, 

away from pain. 

Knowledge being both,

Power and Pain,

Angst to carry the heart forward.

Uncaring what the future might lead a fragile heart 

Towards.
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