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Author Foreword

I got asked from one of my readers to make omnibus versions of my poetry volumes. Before the request I must admit it had not crossed my mind. I had been told by multiple people that my catalog of books was daunting. This volume, and all of the ones like it, have six volumes combined in one. I have tried to say something about each of the cover arts. I sincerely hope you enjoy these six. They are not combined by subject...only by the titles in the order I remembered them. 
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Though this is not the first iteration, The idea was the same throughout. I was going for a faded asylum. I wanted to focus on the Half-Mad part and take the imagery from there.

 


Half Mad Meanderings

 

 

Patricia Harris

 

 

 


 

 

 

 

I remember walking

and wishing to hold

a recorder in my hands,

to keep my thoughts,

to keep my poetry.

 

My steps inspired,

and nothing to do,

my dreams on fire,

how quickly the words flew.

 

Solitude and nature

wrapped around me

like a cloak,

with the words swimming

Like sharks in my brain.

 


 

 

 

Existence expends energy

even exercise effects the energy 

eventually envy escapes.

 

Even extinction exists

exponentially,

 Excusing errant eroticism

 evermore eliciting eagerness.

 

Earliness eliciting erstwhile Eds

endearments ending Edna's 

eternal earache.

 

 


The Mirror Lies

 

The lighting is bad,

I can't see,

The beautiful you

claim to see.

 

Lines deeply trail

my face,

Blemishes just

are every place.

 

The vision of me

that you see

the mirror does not show,

I struggle with the ability

To understand what I know.

 

The mirror lies

When I look into it,

This I know,

Because I have seen

My reflection on your face.


Parody the response

to a lifetime of

feeling lost.

No control of my life,

so I laugh at strife.

 

Comedy timing,

changing the song,

life is crazy,

why not sing along?

 

No harm done,

not hurting anyone.

Just creating a smile

and doing it with style!

 

 


A world of

broken children,

abuse a norm,

the mother cries.

 

More children in pain,

than those who are not.

trauma common,

the children cry.

 

Broken adults

from children become.

empathy created

the hardest way.

 

 

 


How hard to

hold the pen,

when excitement

has kicked in.

 

The mind wandering,

the hand shakes,

the words refuse

to come.

 

Though I might have

so much to say,

and my mind races

to meet the day,

the pen refuses

to be a part

of it in any way.

 

 


I'm the last kind of beautiful

 

My eyes don't see

the beautiful in me.

There's warmth,

kindness for sure,

but beautiful?

 

I think that is not

the word that fits,

I'm the last kind of beautiful,

the kind that is the most fun.

 

I am a soul made

of beauty stuck in

Some basic bones

and average skin.

 

 

 


The Texture of Hope

 

Hope is gritty,

as it is made 

from the salt of tears.

Hope is painful,

built from the sweat 

and dreams.

 

Hope is a gift

given to ourselves

to make us strong,

hope is the string 

we lead life along.

 

the texture is different 

for each soul,

but hope is needed

to make us whole.

 

 


Where did you go

I turned away,

just a second,

no more.

I turned back,

and you were gone.

 

Where did you go,

so quickly as the wind?

Where did you go,

before I turned round again?

 

 

 


Grave Being Dug

 

Each word a piece

of dirt pulled out,

a grave being dug,

with the body still alive.

 

No ability to stop,

nothing is left unsaid,

burying me alive

with the words I must say.

 

 

 


Monster She Wrote

 

She picked up her pen,

the ink dripped red.

 

She had him in her head,

the monster she wrote.

 

How many bodies

laid in his wake?

How many souls

did he take?

 

Her horror at the words

burned deeply her soul,

but the monster demanded

to be known.

 

 

 


 

we oft believe

we must go

through hell

to get to heaven,

to be perfect,

to have happiness,

so we keep marching.

 

We cannot give up,

we cannot stop,

for if we do,

hell will consume us.

 

There is a weight

to the demand,

a pain incurred,

by the forced march

for lifetimes bound.

 

 


Who am I?

I am darkness that 

absorbs the Light,

I am the survivor

with a clear mind.

 

Who am I?

I am poetry, 

written with

tears in my eyes. 

I am that reoccurring dream

that sticks in your head.

 

Who am I? 

I am me,

singular, 

Individual,

strange. 

 

Who am I?

Every moment,

all of the pain,

the joy and hope

that I have ever seen.


 

Though that hill

looks so big...

You were made

To make the climb.

 

Don't let the voices lie,

you can make the climb.

 

Up the hill that seems to high,

large as a mountainside,

Take each step with certain pride.

 

For though the road feels

long, impossible, and hard,

trust in you, and realize,

you were made for this climb!

 

 

 


 

You look at the words

and all that you see

is a misplaced place

for misogyny.

 

Not everyone has

genitals on the brain,

gender identity and

a fan to flame,

some of us write

about love and loss,

emotional freedom

and the cost.

 

There are truly

some you see

that don't think

of sexuality.

 

 

 


 

These are the things

I no longer want 

to understand,

life and emotion, 

and thoughts beside.

 

I sought in youth to learn,

to know to grow.

So much to understand 

so much to know. 

 

Age has brought wisdom,

time brought pain,

and so I withdrew from it all,

learning to be me 

and turn towards the wisdom

of just let it be.

 

 


The Poet’s Blade

 

Held in the hand,

tis small and round.

the tip at the end

brings many a man down.

 

The mightiest of weapons,

the blade short and stout,

tipped to paper

blood pours out.

 

Though most a weapon

do not consider it to be,

the pen is the mightiest

of blades I have ever seen.

 

It cuts the wielder 

just as deeply 

as the victim,

leaving both to bleed

in swipes planned 

carefully.

 


Engaging With Ghosts

 

Today you haunt me,

traveling through my memories.

I reach out to touch you

hands falling empty again.

 

A lost mind engaging 

with those long gone.

ghosts speaking of 

the saddest of songs.

 

Still, when all is said and done,

I would rather be 

Engaging with ghosts 

than for you to be completely gone.

 

 

 


Locked In a Jar

 

I thought I had escaped,

Since I had such room to move.

Instead I find that I have shrunk

With hope an illusion too.

 

Locked in a jar,

my thoughts keeping 

me contained,

no possible escape

from the cage within 

my own brain.

 

 


Judgment given

inducing rage...

Judgment arbitrary

No reason to explain

 

No ties to undo

No one living my life,

Take the judgment

And stuff it where the sun

Cannot shine.

 

For when you judge

Blindly me,

You end up exposed

For the fool you

Truly seem to be.

 

 

 


A broken heart speaks it's own,

A language for all to hear.

I turn away with no regret

For you are dead to me my dear.

 

I dream of another,

Who is far better

than you can ever be,

So, I turn away with no regret

Never tears left to see.

 

The one you loved died today

Withered heart blew away,

And the wind has taken such a hold

That to return is impossibility.

 

I turn away with no regret,

For you to walk away.

The time has come

And both know that

We are done.

 

I said that my love was eternal

And that I swear is true,

But hell has frozen over

And left my heart blue.

 

 

 


 

Basket Case

 

They call me a basket case,

Loony as I can be.

When I am just not stuck

In their reality.

 

I see myself as I really am,

No doubts or insecurity.

And for this I am often

Labeled as quite crazy.

 

Well if nuts is what I am

And it bothers you so,

Just for once you should know

I am happy just as I am,

Don't like it then you should go.

 

 

 


Circus Performers

 

As the lights come on

In the big top tonight,

The performers all

take their spots.

 

The clowns and the tumblers,

The tamers and the animals.

No humans left to take the stage,

All the humanity drifted away.

 

All that remains are the freaks,

And the performers,

With the crowd leering on.

 

 


Fodder

 

The words were fodder

for my pen.

Spoken over and over

again and again.

 

Thinking that you were smarter

than me,  you spoke with surety

that you could be.

 

You gave the hang man the rope

That was used, the very one that

Formed your own noose.

 

And without a drop of regret,

you continued to believe

that you would succeed yet.

 

 


 

 

In the moment

misunderstood,

Trying not to cry

but what are words.

 

My tongue today

does not work,

the feeling that I

can't think absurd.

 

For in the grand scheme

speaking a low priority,

as communication is

barely a need...

Who wants to speak anyway?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


 

 

Those lies you tell yourself

about how bad you are,

they only drag you down.

 

The creative streak that

you crave,

Is not what makes

you brave…

 

Putting dreams to page

Is how you end 

your rage.

 

 


Packet of Memories

 

Memories

kept a lifetime

Moments recorded

Quietly in time,

Given freely

Bring a happy grin.

 

An envelope filled

to the brim,

With moments

Captured by love.

 

 

 


 

Freedom isn't the same

Each person has a claim,

How the government has stolen

Their freedom away.

 

Facing the consequences

Of actions taken,

The cry of oppression

Rallies for the cause

Before too awful long.

 

Freedom isn't free

For those whose ancestors

were brought here

Against their wills.

 

For the people whose lands

And lives were stolen,

Freedom is an illusion,

A promise forgotten,

A dream twice sold.

 


The New Dawn

 

The morning rose on the year anew

And survival guaranteed that 

loss was felt anew.

 

For in the dawn of the year

we found how much we still 

had yet to fear.

 

No change in things 

had occurred,

The new year felt like 

hope to burn. 

 

still there was people dying,

still loved ones crying.

still hate existed,

and still tears misted.

 

 

 


The Poem Sliced

 

The words dripped

carelessly from the pen,

scrawled on the page

heedless of the reader's heart.

Slicing flesh clean from soul,

leaving such a hole...

 

The poet knew the power

the pen contained,

only the words could remain.

 

For the poem sliced

into the holder of the pen,

just as easily, if not more than,

those who laid eyes on the poem

in later days.

 

 

 


 

 

The poet stared

at the page,

that dam broken.

Emotion exploded,

filling volume after volume

of broken heart and verse.

 

Though the dam held

the pain deep within,

the poet accepted

the consequences

of spilled verse.

 

 

 


You ask who

You should believe...

And don't see how

The tears leak from me.

 

You did not ask for truth,

You looked for an excuse.

A reason to smack me

For the way that I am not,

That you expect me to be.

 

So, that pain you added

When I was fighting just

To somehow survive.

 

Instead of wanting

My life to be better,

You added pain to

My already stormy

weather.

 

 


 

 

Picking up the splinters,

trying to make

a heart complete.

 

Each word a tear

a thousand if there

Is but one,

no glue that strong

For the litany of tears

You have caused.

 

The waters flowed

to the river of regret

and brought me

home again.
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