
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Creativity is abstract

And work is another outlet

For creative endeavors

 

 

 

 

 


 

 

 

Beauty is in the eye

But the glory remains,

As the face you show

Is one that I would gladly behold

Time and time again.

 

 


Graphite tools,

Charcoal hands

The energy of creation

Radiating within.

 

Deep emotion embed

In mediums from plain to divine,

Details given time to grow

Making better from the worst.

 

Art therapy for the heart and mind

Giving beauty time to form

From an ugly emotional beginning

To ease the artist to peace again.

 

 


 

She sat alone,

By choice perhaps

For she could not put

Into words her needs,

Her desire to exist

Stronger than anyone could

Understand.

 

People sat beside her,

And still alone she sat

With no way to take back

Her own reality.

 

She gathered teardrops

To build a sea,

Knowing that eventually

Sitting alone

Would set her free.

 


 

 

 

Inspiration

Not from the outside,

Stuck deep within...

Per the sweat on my pen,

I am succeeding

Roundly 

Against the darkness deep within.

Till I am not doubtful,

I will hesitate,

On knowing that in the end

Nothing is stronger than my will to win.

 


 

Promise to Yourself

 

Dreams are not too tangible to hold, 

reach for what you want, 

what you have needed all along. 

 

giving up on the dreams is not 

how you should let it be, 

promise me!

If you are going to dream, 

dream big!

 

 

 

 

 


 

when you push me,

don't expect me to remain silent.  

when you push at me, 

don't expect me to be pliant. 

 

today I bit my tongue 

because of all that you have been 

but if you continue to push 

I will not be so kind again. 

 

today I am not a doormat 

for you to walk across, 

for today I grow weary

of you breaking my heart. 

 

 


 

 

My voice is stolen,

again and again,

asking for help 

that I will never get,

shaking that tree 

full of anxiety.

 

I should not fear the need

to ask for someone to assist me,

I should not fear  the desire

to be loved just because I am me...

Don't you see how difficult

reaching out can be?

 

The tree in my soul

has stood for a lifetime,

shaking with the winds

fear and anxiety brings.

The tree in my soul

binds my vocal ability,

feeding on the fear that grows 

within me.

 

 


 

I Ruin Everything I Touch

 

Decay,  rot, ruin 

everything I touch 

comes undone.

 

my hands wreck 

that which I love, 

ruining all of what 

lays before,

Design is not necessary 

for the world falls apart 

at my basest touch. 

 

 


Frozen In Time

 

Locked metaphorically behind 

the freezer door, 

frozen in the moment, 

frozen in place,

frozen in my ability 

to do anything. 

 

I struggle with my own self, 

my ability to see, my ability to do, 

instead of just going on, 

just doing what needs done. 

 

Frozen in time, 

a cosmic joke, 

facing the moment 

and coming undone. 

 

Anxiety holding me 

sending out alarms, 

nothing like fighting 

one's own mind. 
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