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The House I Dwelled In 
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I called it home

Unbeknownst to me

It was a house and I a guest.

The people whom it belonged

I loved them , family

Little did I know blood

Ties are never enough.

I believed it was mine 

The House

The people also

Thought they would

Love unconditionally

Die for me 

As I would for them.

Sacrificed friends, 

Life and love to make 

Them proud.

Now I am a burden too

Heavy to carry.

A burden, me?

Let me laugh a little

For once a friend

Cautioned me not even family 

Can be trusted.

I laughed out loud

Not mine but yours,

Not mine but yours, said I 

Irony of it all.
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Well Deserved 
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...So I fell hard on ground

Cracked my skull open 

Bleeding to death.

I felt the pain

I knew the hurt

And loved the torture.

Well deserved.

Well deserved

I am my own tormentor

I played the fool

And like one

I lay ashamed of my own folly.

Fools rush in 

I was warned

Yet I loved with all that I am

What a joke I am.

...So here I am dying where l fell

People pass by me

Staring at an injured madwoman

Imbecile , they laugh.

If only they knew how much

It kills to love.

Others feel pity for a serious clown.

A serious clown?

Who would have thought?

The rest wish to help me love again

They promise love I have heard before.

Promises , promises , empty promises.

It's how I got here

And I refuse to return.

So I bleed it out till I breathe my last 

Well deserved.
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Morning 


[image: image]


In foggy morning's mist

I walk barefoot

On God's green earth.

I feel the dewy cold 

Pierce the skin of my feet.

I feel no sorrow

Just peace and contentment

As dawn's frost kiss my cheeks.

These moments I live for

That remind me life

Is greater than I 

The world is bigger than imaginable

I feel the love rushing in my bones.

As if trees have souls

I am certain I saw their branches 

And leaves swaying to the song

Whistled by the blowing wind.

I hear a cockerel sound the alarm.

Tis morning and day has begun.

Moments as these are 

Worth living for.
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Love
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I feel the silent rush

Passing through my mind

It leaves a trail of peace

My lips relax with the

Taste of happiness.

Happiness?

This is what it means to belong.

To know you are worthy

That the nightmares have

Not turned you into a monster

Battle scars you wear

Are not deformation but 

Reminders of how far you have come

To understand you are

More than a champion

A warrior's dream

You are known and loved.

Loved.

You feel the word touch 

Your heart softly caressing it

To peace.

So you lay down in peaceful silence

You hear nothing in your head

It screams not

It stops making you cry.

This is what we all crave for

This is what we all need,

The rich try to buy it

The poor hang on to it for comfort

The wise will never understand

It's depth

The foolish will cannot grasp it.

We all dream it 

And now I feel it
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Truth 
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We searched for it

Since time began ticking

Archeologist digging out the pas

Forsaking the present

Hoping to teach the future

Of what was in truth.

In truth we pray to flourish in it

To our neighbour all we ask

Is sincerity

Yet honesty in our face

Is too much to handle.

We block it out

Flattering ourselves with lies.

––––––––
[image: image]


A portrait painted with colours

Of deception

For in our cunning falsies

Beauty is in all its glory

But the truth is hideous honesty

Of the world , of time , of you and I.

So I fall for a lie just as you do

Envision it real till it becomes a truth.
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My Own Prince 
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He gave me roses

Built me castles

I watched him slay dragons

To show how much he loved

My heart lept with joy

Yet my mind argued 

To take caution,

' No such thing !' it cried.

It was my heart I listened to

Till my own prince galloped away.

He was handsome

Kind in all he did

Gallant and perfect

Or so I thought.

For as time moved on and so did he

Then I saw him at last

As he is when  not playing a prince.

Indifferent to my existence

Eternal love I was sworn by

Lasted eternity counted in months

The world was never delivered to

My feet.

Where is the moon I was promised?

My very own prince

He said he was different

My mind knew instantly

In Spite of my moveable heart 

They are all the same.

My own prince

A fantasy in thought bring forth a smile

In action brings tears.
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