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          1 DESCORT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I wonder what it’s like to be so sure.

        To look at the world without question

        And think

        “I am the master of my own mind and spirit.

        Who can challenge me?”

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 VOICES

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Voices,

        Sounding a dissonant chord.

        Noises,

        Drumming the ears of the horde.

        All of the messages

        Sounding out loud;

        How to listen to

        So overwhelming a crowd?

        All have a voice,

        That much is clear.

        But if everyone’s speaking,

        Who’s going to hear?

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          3 I AM…

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I am Unheard

        I am a voice that cries alone

        in a dark and icy void.

        I am Unknown

        I am a tear that falls unseen

        to a barren desert’s sand.

        I am Unloved

        I am a flower that wilts and fades

        in the shadow of empty dreams.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 CASCADE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        What I want to say

        Is trapped within roiling emotions.

        The words I’m so close to elude me.

      

        

      
        Heartburn and heartache catch

        In my throat, keeping me from

        What I want to say.

      

        

      
        My hands shake, and the floodgates

        Won’t open. The key

        Is trapped within roiling emotions.

      

        

      
        The words, my fair-weather,

        pretty, posing friends,

        the words I’m so close to elude me.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5 HEARD

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Though my lips move

        There is no voice.

        There’s silence here,

        But not by choice,

        Though ears are closed

        And hearts are locked,

        I will press on

        Though I am blocked.

        At my sorrow

        You stand and jeer.

        Cold countenances

        ‘Round me leer.

        This silent frame

        Must stand and fight

        As icy wind

        Attacks my light.

        Though thunder blocks

        My every word,

        My only wish

        Is to be heard.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          6 BLOOD BLACK

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        Blood black against the sterling tile.

        Another line in the little book.

        Blood black behind a lying smile.

        Another line in the little book.

        Blood black against the sticky ground.

        Another line in the little book.

        Blood black behind a secret found.

        Another line in the little book.

        Blood black beneath the scorching sun.

        Another line in the little book.

        Blood black before a smoking gun.

        Another line in the little book.

        Blood black against the driven snow.

        Another line in the little book.

        But no one really wants to know.

        Another line in the little book.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          7 HEARTSICK

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        I choke down bile

        at the back of my teeth.

        How much blood is enough?

        You suffocate me

        with your ransom of hate,

        and you ask me why

        I can’t breathe.

        When will you keep

        the promise you made?

        Or were those all lies

        as well?

        What you have done

        is a murder of faith,

        a gun at the back

        of my trust.

        Where didn’t you learn

        trust is not only earned,

        it is beating, breathing,

        Alive?

        I choke down blood

        from the wound in my heart.

        Whose last words are enough?
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