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​In the Beginning
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This I open my eyes, as if for the first time, and then

Panic!

Where am I? I can hardly move.

All I can see is murky water and I can feel only its sticky warmth

surrounding me.

I’m drowning!!

I try to break free, but there is a rope securing me to the depths

and it’s wrapped around my neck.

I kick. I struggle. Finally, I free myself from my confines

but how much longer can I hold my breath?

My lungs are filled with water and my chest is about to explode.

I kick harder and push with every ounce of energy I have left.

I see a bright light!

A pinpoint of hope cutting through the dark water.

I feel exhilaration and relief as I escape certain death.

I break the surface into the welcoming sunlight,

a pair of hands grabs me around the neck and....

I am born.
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The Mist
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I sit in the mist and stare straight ahead.

My eyes are open but they may as well be closed.

I can feel the mist closing in around me,

pushing from the outside and pulling from within simultaneously.

I try to scream but the mist fills my throat and chokes off all sound.

I try to rise but the mist pushes down on me with all its weight

forcing me to remain seated.

I want to kick, to swing my fists, but I cannot move.

The mist holds me paralyzed.

My lungs labor to force out the mist that has penetrated them

but they only take in more mist.

To the world, I am a normal human being,

but within, I am only an object

lost in the mist.
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As I walked down the dark, lonely road

I smelled your perfume in the air

I heard your voice on the wind and

I felt your touch in its cool caress

Even though I try to bury you

In the deep grave of time,

You still reach out to haunt me

In the everlasting hell of memory
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The Hand That Feeds
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As the window pane loses its glazing, another day is written on the hands of time

Time will stand as long as no one drives in the wrong direction

I look at my empty glass and I decide;

it isn’t so much the color of things as it is the sense of timing.

Still. Outside the cat howls, waiting for some passerby to pour it some milk,

give it a scratch on the head, or

even take it home for the night.

But I know...

It can’t grin and hide its dirty little lies from me

I know it killed the butcher

The blood on my hands tells a different story, but I know

it only wanted to get its grubby little paws on the day’s stock of fresh liver

But who will feed it now?

Not me. Not the way it looks at me. So accusingly.

The butcher’s dead. The maid’s gone.

She’s been gone for over twenty years. Twenty-one next fall.

Will she ever come back? She swore she would

Still, we wait.

My guilt overwhelms me.

Who will feed the cat if I’m not here?

Tell me.

Who?
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All the Happy People
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All the happy people, where did they go?

All the happy people have seen the show

All the happy people, have went and gone away.

All the happy people died today.

And if you ask them if they really care, they won’t say.

All the lonely people are living by themselves

All the lonely people are on the shelf

All the lonely people sit and wonder why

all the happy people had to die.

And if you ask them if they really care, they don’t know.
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A Picture of Her


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]



The portrait hangs askew

Beauty is painted in broad strokes

Slowly fading as the eye draws near

The loveliness from afar

Is but smears of pigment

On an often reworked canvas

And the truth is but an illusion
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You’ve been gone so long

but I can still see your smile and the glint in your eye.

I can still feel your strong hands on my shoulder

and the pat on my back when things get tough.

I have fallen so many times

but the strength you instilled in me

has always made me get up and carry on.

You sacrificed so much for me

that somehow took me years to see.

For showing me how to give,

how to be strong,

how to love,

and what it really means to be a man.

Thanks Dad
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I Must Confess



[image: ]



I’m paid to smile and I do it well.

I can cover up and no one can tell.

When the music stops and the lights are out

In the dead of night, a voice inside me shouts

I’m living a lie and my life’s a mess

And I can’t deny, so I must confess.



It’s all an act, it’s all a play

A curtain call on life’s grand stage.

Each line’s rehearsed to pass the test

But the truth’s a lie

I must confess.
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When I Mattered
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I remember when I mattered

I remember when you cared

I remember every day and night

How you swore you would be there

Now I’m sitting all alone

My hopes and dreams are shattered

Still...

My mind goes back to a time...

I remember when I mattered



Nothing lasts forever

But I believed in you

Though all the things you said were lies

I believed that they were true

I loved you more than words can say

You left me torn and tattered

StilI...

I can’t erase the memories,

I remember when I mattered.
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