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This book is a work of Poetry.

Any similarity between the characters and situations within its pages and places or persons, living or dead, is unintentional and co-incidental.

Holidays 

AROUND THE TABLE 
Family gathers, 
Seeking sustenance 
And emotional reminders
Of where the origins of 
Personality began. 
Gratitude a theme, 
Gluttony, a race
To see which person 
Can eat the most plates. 
Hostilities on hold, 
Awkward moments 
Our guest, 
As holiday gatherings 
Bring on the stress.     

Sealing internally 

Temptations to scream! 

Raging against 

External forces that

Strip control from the civilized

Soul struggling to exert

Even a minor control 

Dubiously over it all. 

Overall wishing 

Under the 

Guise of sanity

That life would 

just once be easy.

Cold

In the embrace 
Of frost's affections, 
Feeling the shivers deeply. 
Nose glowing crimson, 
Furnace not cutting the empty
Open dreary of the day. 
Sunshine bright 
With no warm in the light, 
Grass crackling each step 
With ice and wet decay. 
Slowly moving, 
Secretly wishing that winter
Were over for the year. 
Depression heavy, 
Quilted with pain. 
Pressing on, 
Trying to remain sane.

Away 

Grant me a dream, 
Where you and I 
Are nestled today, 
Cuddling our lives away, 
Under the delusion 
That eternity is 
Under our sway. 
Forever just an illusion 
For lover's secret embraces, 
Leading hearts open discourse
To comfort and to drive loneliness 
Away 
Away from responsibility 
Away from despair 
Away from everything 
Except our pair
Accepting the dream 
Is not reality, 
Causes more than anxiety.

Inspiration,
A fickle beast. 
Today a river flowing, 
Tomorrow a dry gulch again. 
The muse delighted 
Ideas a plenty, 
While art completed 
Few indeed. 
Feast, young poet, 
Writer, or artist. 
While the muse is generous, 
Lest your time of 
Creativity become too lean.

Apples in the bowl, 
Bruises starting to show. 
Farmers do their best, 
Growing, planting, never at rest. 
Political programs,  
Chemical expectations, 
All bring about culinary fail. 
Society searching 
For cheaper ways to eat. 
Leaving the farmer
Without shoes for his feet. 
Then produce without 
Plastic coating 
Is nowhere to be found. 
And in debt most farmers 
Are left to drown.

Links to share, 
Content too. 
Pushing self, 
Trying not to be rude. 
Advertise Deeds, 
Words too, 
Swallow shame, 
Begin to learn. 
Self-promote, 
Watch it grow. 
Ego and public image, 
Still a way to go.

Preaching to the 
Random art snobs
On the use of 
Life and love
In using words to 
Find self in line and verse. 
Inquiring deeper into the 
Casual nature of the soul. 
Pondering a moment, 
Opening the soul
Entering the Hell 
That is personal and whole. 
Riding the angst torn from 
Your heart,  
turning it into straight art.

Most forgotten 
After the clock strikes true 
Denied, Hidden, 
Never coming through. 
Eating the insects
Scratching at my brain, 
Sanity merely a pretending game. 
Tearing loosely at
Entropies gate, 
Aware of truths, 
Rarest of states. 
Safe from doubt 
in the madness's embrace

Time to put the tools away! 
The pen, the ink, 
The paper is all gone. 
Every letter so carefully drawn. 
The poet is tired, 
Energy drained. 
Answering the muse's 
Fevered call. 
As the candle's flame. 
Flickers the night's last call, 
The poet's words 
Intoxicate us all.

Another day 
When agony wins. 
In too much pain 
Before the day begins. 
To the couch I go, 
Softly whimpering. 
Too much to do, 
And the pain 
Says that I cannot even. 
Tomorrow is soon enough 
To do the stuff, 
That today should have been.

Subculture rising 
Horror becoming 
So very beloved. 
Freak flags are a flying, 
New people are trying 
That which was always known 
For us to do. 
Stretching away 
From your comfort zone, 
Oh my, 
Look at how far you 
Have grown.

Words strung together, 
Reading just right! 
Internal editor squashed 
Till the proper time, 
Even though I wanted 
Really to use it all the time. 
Pretty verses
On my mind, 
Emotions running 
Through my words. 
All my dreams 
Revealed through imagery 
To let the world see like me. 
Is this really 
Sanity's path? 
Truth be told, I doubt it! 

Is today enough? 
Can the dream carry
Through a broken heart, 
To see you to the other side 
Of the soul’s darkest night? 
When can satisfaction 
Truly be achieved? 
Is it based off of truth? 
Or just self-doubt and need? 
In the quiet of a distracted mind, 
I sit and search for any truth 
I can possibly find, 
And realization hits, 
Knocking me blind. 
For me, 
At least, 
There is no truth, 
Nothing to give answers
To a fevered and often 
Restless mind.

Not everyone sees
Immortality as a blessing, 
For some it is but another 
Darkness to curse, 
When the candles 
Are but an arm’s length, 
Away. 
So, as the door opens
To the beginning of yet
Another day, 
The light drowning 
The curses mumbled 
By the yet living, 
I say look away. 
Look into the possibilities, 
Become someone different 
With every sun's rise. 
Learn to accept 
Each beginning, 
As a chance to release 
Our own immortality.
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WHOSOEVER CRAVES IMMORTALITY 
Only but lacks the key, 
To lead them into perpetuity. 
Whosoever craves immortality 
Needs to learn creativity 
To stretch dreams into reality. 
Whosoever craves immortality 
Simply needs to learn 
To leave their mark 
On the world at large 
Without depending on 
Physicality.

Words flow 
As friends gather, 
Heartfelt moments 
Shared across all our minds. 
Thoughts and dreams, 
Getting tied to connections 
Formed in moments 
Of shared desire. 
Spoken, written, 
Lived and dreamed
With our dreams 
Together.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Self-Destruct 

[image: ]


CONSTANTLY I RETURN, 
Asking you to again 
Break me, 
Make me into the 
Neurotic mess. 
The choice is mine, 
I was free, completely, 
Then I turn my head, 
And my body flows
Right back to the hole
Where I drown endlessly. 
Choosing to stay, 
Regretfully, 
Will someday be 
The end of me.

Hidden behind 
Underneath the strife, 
Is a semblance of
A happy life. 
In forgotten notebooks, 
Poetry, prose written 
To spill such joy. 
All disguised by weary
Tears, By small frowns, 
Lines furrowed by a world 
Turned upside down. 
Still, the joy remains, 
Seen occasionally 
When the sun peeks in.

Perceived notion 
Of emotion
Falls flat when 
Reality sets in. 
Self-deluded
When you concluded 
That you believed 
All the lies 
You told yourself. 
Illusion barely concealed
No surety of what is real, 
Mental gremlins 
Breaking walls
Meant to keep us strong.

The fire within her
Blinded the ignorant,
Who when looking at her
Expected only darkness.
Visage set in place,
To protect a heart
Too often broken,
A wall of ice hiding
The deep burn of
A righteous flame.
Though many have tried,
Her wildness was just
Impossible to tame.

To your light,
I sing hymns of thanks.
Gratitude for the warmth
You so gracefully shed,
Almost mindlessly.
Warmth in manner,
Depth in nature,
A package designed
In divine grace.
Hymns, so beautiful,
So relaxed
To send my praise
For a love divine.
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I TRUDGE ALONG 
Trying to change the minds
Of the ones who are purposely 
Blind. 
Though I am 
Smart, and funny, 
Female means I
Have nothing of value 
To say today?
Mental illness means
Not in a place, 
Where I know how 
To decide for myself 
What life should be. 
Trans means my mind 
Is somehow broken inside? 
The color of my skin
Somehow indicates what 
Social class I am in? 
Validity is not a place 
That can be affected 
By gender, color,  or mental state, 
Instead it is but
Truth told and 
Then truth heard.

Toes are ice, 
Nose a red glow. 
Temperatures dropped 
Rather close to zero. 
Not a fan of weather 
Either too hot or too cold, 
Winter and summer 
Just leaving me craving 
My fall and spring. 
Shivers, like faeries, 
Dancing across my spine
Increasing the chill for my mind 
Till all I want is to go inside.
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THE DAYS EXIST WHEN 
I can barely crawl 
Outta bed, 
Days where I cannot 
Even face the demons
Within my own head. 
Though I know I should 
Be ever so strong, 
I realize I should 
Just carry on, 
Those days I just look
At the world at large 
And in a fit of truth
I just say nope.
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