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Author Foreword

 

This was requested because of the overwhelming amount of poetry volumes I have published over the years. The Omnibus series is going to be six volumes in each book. I did not try to pick them based on the content...to be honest past this one the choices were just the book titles I remembered. This one I tried to pick the first six I had published. (Not entirely sure past the first three how accurate I was.)

Please enjoy these.
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This is the very first volume. I had always wanted the cover to look just like this. 


 

A 

Pocketful 

Of

Poetry

 

 

 

 

 

 Patricia Harris

 

 

 

 

 

 


Mother

 

what is wrong with me mother

That you cannot love me?

why when i speak to you 

Do i always end up crying?

 

I look at others,

Both child and grown, 

Then I feel most the 

Loss of a mothers love.

 

what is wrong that 

I cannot see, 

That you turn from 

Me for?

 

I am mother now.

I look at my girl

My bright pretty baby,

With such sunshine in her eyes.

 

My angel who everyone

Says looks so much like me,

I wonder what is wrong with you?

 

You say you care

yet you will not speak to me

Without cruelty.

 

You turned from the child

You labeled mistake.

I do not see where

That mistake is me.

 

what was done can never be undone, 

and the past is dead

So why does it hurt so much to know

That you don’t love me mother?


The Slices Cut Deep

 

morbid and depressing you say

Is all that i write,

for me the words only 

leak what it is i feel.

 

I am happy enough and living my life,

Climbing over the heartache

and misery to find out what is real.

 

I wish i knew how to write love poems

With flowers and charm, 

Poems about babies

Or even a limerick to cheer. 

 I write what i know,

 what i have seen.

 

 I write for to ease a troubled mind,

 I write to try and leave it all behind.

 

Yet in my happiness with this talent i find, 

The loneliness.

for though my critics have 

shown no talent of their own,

since my poems are 

my heart laid bare 

the slices cut deep.

 

 

 

 

 

 






 

Thoughts

 

a thought in mind, 

of a life left behind. 

a song blinding me,

with lyrics that share a broken soul.

 

feeling surprise that another feels 

the pain within,

I find myself looking towards divinity.

 

where is the cheer

and the innocent fear? 

the hope and dreams 

 

Fall away

leaving behind cynicism and regret.

are all things old being done again? 

an unending cycle

of pain and fear going on year after year

 

Or is the music that is speaking

to my broken heart not from truth

but from someone’s

thoughts loose in their head?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


What might have been

 

Dreaming of weaving myself into

A free-flowing truth,

A being without memory

Without pain.

 

No hatred to block me,

no curiosity to propel me.

just ever-flowing on an endless

cloudy sea of peace and forgetfulness 

to blank an overburdened

and deeply bruised heart. 

 

Wishing for that end

that will never be knowing that for me, 

The dreaming is all

I have to carry me.

 

A pain without hope drags eternal through 

What might have been?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 






 

Escape

 

Tall walls surround me 

Blocking my only escape. 

Your love had set me free 

And taught me how to fly. 

Your dreams taught my heart 

How to dream again.

You swore we’d ne’er part, 

Once we joined together. 

Now I stand so alone 

Without you at my side. 

You told me I was home,

Then quietly you asked 

for me to leave.

 

a silent path 

past time 

past pain 

running past

the crumbling

ruins of what once was 

hiding from nothing while trying not to be

 

pain in liquid torment pushing against

an already strained and fractured mind

time to forget

time to remember time to destroy

all remnants of self

 

 

 

 

 

 





 

the darkness overwhelms, 

pushing fear into the deepest and loneliest recesses

of the already bruised heart. 

tears obscure the truth, 

making illusion speak

with the voice of hope. 

loudly as though the quiet were tangible,

the whispers would not be heard for the beating heart.

 

truth lay bare,

exposed by the harsh light of day ignored.

sight is often by will alone.

weak willed wishing for illusional reality

to please

a broken soul.

 

there is a song for

each heart that has ever touched themselves to mine. 

playing in the theatre in

my often troubled mind.

Joy nor sadness truly reigns,

as heart rending is often queen.

faces with songs exist

long after emotion and name have 

fallen prey to time.

such power these sounds have to long after 

romance has died still bring the heart to tears.

 

what allows another to see the moment 

before it has come to be,

so well to write the words and notes 

that will eternally haunt the mind 

remembering pain and joy in the moment?

 

is the muse so cruel that the songs

that tug

the heartstrings are but inspiration and quick pen?

the moments caught and held meant to entertain 

the masses end up breaking the heart.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


In My Mind

 

the sparkle in your eyes speaks 

volumes to the soul inside of me.

you and i speak so often and i 

feel so at home when i am with you,

that often i forget

you only notice me in my dreams.

 

i am invisible to the world 

you sparkle you shine

its so easy to talk to you

only in my mind.

 

in my mind,

i am strong, 

i am sure.

 

in my mind,

the words come, 

the words flow.

 

in my mind,

i cannot fail,

i cannot stumble.

 

i know i should try to talk to you, 

try to be with you.

i know i should

be more sure,

be more forward.

 

yet i fear the chance that if i speak

the image i have will shatter

and you will break.

 






 

Insomnia

 

in desperation i claw 

trying to pull towards me

the rest that has been denied me.

tossing & turning

wishing even for an hour 

to ease the exhaustion 

weighing upon my mind.

 

willing to exchange even the nightmares

for even an hour of rested mind, 

still unable to do more than desire

for in the darkest hours

 

still the sandman does not come.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Lonely

 

In the darkness i waver, 

Wishing only for the light. 

This memory holds no power

When you are there to 

push it away, 

Yet when i am alone

With the night pressing in,

 

I fear this memory might break me.

I fear that alone i am not strong enough

To push away the past and hold off the pain.

 

As the fear devours my heart

Loneliness devours my soul.

Leaving the past laid bare for all to see.

 

Were it only just missing you

The pain would fade and I would cope

With you gone, 

even for a time, 

In creeps the doubt and the fear

to compound and confuse 

an already lonely heart.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 





 

The Heart’s Smile

 

your lips call to me, 

making me wish for things 

soft and tender.

 

my heart soars at the touch 

of your strong hands,

so full of grace and fun.

 

your breasts and curves tease my fantasies, 

beneath the dress that holds them in.

your heart does not see the smile 

i wear when you are around.

 

i want to touch you

in some personal way.

i want to be there for you

in your hour of deepest need, 

as friend or lover,

as stranger or guest,

i want to be with you.

 

lover of my dreams, 

lady of my heart,

the wanting of you

is wearing me apart.

 

our curves would meet, 

our dresses flair out

as we danced to the music

 

that only our hearts could hear.

i would hold you

until only memory remained,

and even the sun’s radiance 

dimmed to a distant thought.

 

i would wait forever just to see your smile, 

however your heart

has never seen my smile.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


A Child’s Heart

 

A child’s heart

Is pure.

A child’s heart

Is true.

 

A child’s heart Is fragile. 

Easily broken, 

Like glass.

 

A child’s heart

Can carry you far. 

A child’s heart

Is what we should

All hope for.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


I could have loved you

 

I could have loved you. 

You were everything

I had ever known and more. 

You were sweeter

Than my mind could even dream.

 

I could have loved you 

Till forever and beyond, 

To the place where

Only dreams carry on.

 

We could have been

Something from which legends are made. 

Our passion could have exploded

Burning us till only ashes remained. 

Oh yes, 

I could have loved you.

 

Now I can never love you, 

The lies you told

Have hurt so many,

I now know you for who you are.

 

I could have loved you

If your wife didn’t already have you!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Broken Hearts

 

Complex matters 

Always have 

Simple beginnings.

 

Love, lust, Hate, 

and Rage dance 

For control 

Of every

Human heart.

 

Broken hearts 

Always mend 

Only to be 

Broken again.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Prayer

 

Goddess,

are you there? 

It’s only me.

 

I know you’re busy

But, right now

I need you.

 

As trouble arises

In my life,

I know

I cannot go on

Without you

By my side.

 

Lady,

do you hear me?

My prayers aren’t very loud,

 I am not very big,

Nor am I very important. 

Yet, still I hope

You hear this small prayer.

 

Goddess,

though I am small

I am faithful.

 

Watch over me, lady, 

And guide me along.

 

 

 


How can I

 

How can I condemn you

For something I myself might do?

How can I fight

What I know is right?

 

If our positions

Were reversed,

Whose to say I wouldn’t

Do worse?

 

How can I judge you

For the choices you make

The dreams that have swayed you?

 

For who am I to say,

That my way is the only truth

For all to live?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Does the wind blow? 

 

Does the wind blow

Slower on an autumn night,

When the stars are out 

and the moon is bright?

 

Does the wind blow

Colder on a winter morn,

When the world is cold and forlorn?

 

Does the wind blow

Warm on a spring afternoon,

When the trees dance 

and the flowers bloom?

 

Does the wind blow

Light on a summer day,

When outside the children do play?

 

Does the wind blow

Softly thru your hair,

And make you feel 

you haven’t a care? 

 

Does the wind blow?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Adoption

 

I gave you up

To save your life.

To keep you safe

From unknown harm.

 

I held you close

As long as I could.

Crying my tears

That nothing could hide, 

Knowing deep inside

That your life would 

be better than

I could Provide.

 

I gave you up

Out of love that 

welled up inside.

Tearing me apart

From the pain inside.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Knowing

 

In the music

I allowed my soul

To drift

Knowing it might

Separate me from

Reality.

 

In my dream

I allowed my soul

To roam, 

Knowing I might 

Never find my way

Home.

 

In the poem

I allowed my soul

To fly, 

Knowing I might

Forget 

why.

 

And in love

I allowed my soul

To fall, 

Knowing I might 

Never understand

At all.

 

 

 

 

 


Breathless

 

The fire burns so hot, 

It melts my very core. 

Emotions lick at my mind, 

Racing quite out of control. 

His touch sends me reeling 

Past reality thru the realm

Of insanity?

 

The feeling is so new

It leaves me unsure

And breathless?

 

Out of control

Yet never truly.

The intensity scares me

And still thrills me.

 

His touch ignites sparks

That fly through me

Till I feel aflame. 

I’m left afire

And breathless?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Let me Touch You

 

Let me touch you 

Let me touch you, 

Somehow, somewhere.

 

Let me make a difference

To you.

 

Let my sincerity

Touch that part of you

That no one else can reach.

 

Let me touch you

Above and beneath the skin, 

Open up and let me in.

 

Let my love

Touch you deep inside

Where the darkness can hide. 

Let me touch you ~

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Truest love

 

I sit alone

In a darkened room

Aching to hold you.

 

I sit wondering

If you will ever want

Me in your life.

 

The pain rolls down

Past the pieces of my heart. 

In drops of liquid love.

 

You are the piece

That could make me whole, 

Yet, for your sake,

I turned away?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


No

 

A friend whispered in my ear

And I told her No.

 

She asked for my smile, 

And I told her No.

 

She asked for my laugh, 

And I told her No.

 

Yet when she asked

Me for my goodbye,

She ne’er waited 

to hear me say NO!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Worry

 

The wind whispers

The worry I feel.

The dark gathering

Of fear within my heart

 

Twisting at the ties 

that bind souls, 

Mine to another.

 

To be unable to

Do more than

Reach these arms out

To hold you as you suffer, 

 

Cuts deeply in

A broken soul.

How can I heal another 

And save you from woe, 

When my own heart laid bare 

Has never healed from even 

the most minor blow?

 

I rage at my limbs

Hanging useless

As I wish to take from you

Pain and sorrow.

 

But in wisdom gained from

Life unyielding,

I hang my head knowing

That to release you from your pain

I deny you your strength.

 

Forgive me yet child,

For wisdom fails in the hearts

Relentless charge

To protect you from that which

Graces all lives I may try again.

 

Let us hope I hope I only partially

Succeed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


The Child I Was 

 

the child i was

is beautiful.

she smiles and laughs 

and has no fear.

 

the child i was is innocent.

unafraid of you

or what you represent.

 

do you think you harmed her?

she is whole and happy yet.

do you think you killed her?

she still lives safe inside.

 

twas not the child that you harmed, 

she stayed safe deep inside.

twas the adult

i would have been that you killed,

you left a stronger me in her place!

 

the child i was is beautiful.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


I thought I Knew

 

Across the room

I thought I saw

Something that had me down.

 

Someone I once thought

I knew so very well.

I thought I knew

 

His deepest dreams,

I thought I knew

What the future held.

 

Time passed, 

We changed.

Proving just how little

I thought I knew.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Prism

 

The Darkness overtakes my mind,

Making me remember 

things better left behind. 

Heavy fists knocking me

Into submission and Pain.

 

Making me 

Beg for quiet 

Treating me like a filthy piece 

Of worthless trash.

Making me less than worthy

Of Human Status.

 

The Torture 

Torments me. 

How do you rid yourself of 

Remembered pain,

Of something so long gone? 

Old ghosts haunt me

Bruises that once were.

 

Stolen dreams,

And hopes of Love

Fall through the mind

Like sunlight thru a pane of dirty glass.

 

 

 

 


Family Photos

 

Reliving the moments, 

Through small snapshots. 

It brings tears to my eyes,

And pain mixed with joy to my heart.

 

No one must know

Of the awful deed.

Nightmares relive the past

Like the photos so often shown.

 

Bringing long forgotten moments

To my heart.

If only they would stay buried?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


I Didn’t Ask

 

I didn’t ask

For anything from you.

I didn’t ask

To be anything to you.

 

Don’t act so surprised

If I no longer

Need anything from you.

I was born

And I lived as part

Of your family.

 

It was never

A choice I was given.

You always acted

Like I asked too much.

 

I didn’t ask

Anything of you.

So it all comes down

To one single request.

 

Either love me

Or leave me be,

For I’ve done nothing wrong!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


After I Thought

 

After I thought I had escaped, 

You return to tear my life apart.

What do they see,

That disguises the monster you are inside?

 

Why do you seem intent

On tearing my life apart at the seams?

 

Once I trusted you

And I loved you heart and soul.

You carried that trust too far

And turned my love into something

So foul and dirty.

 

You touched me

In ways that only a lover should.

You taught me

Things only adults should know.

 

You destroyed me

As only a monster could.

You looked so normal, 

So human and true.

 

I clung to you,

Not knowing what else to do.

Now I run from you

Not having anything I can do. 

 

 

 

 


Unsent Letter

 

A letter to an old friend

Written in sadness and anger, 

Written never to send.

The words on the page 

Words I want to say, 

But know I ne’er will?

 

So in my heart,

I’ll hold them close 

Knowing my anger grows, 

Both at him and myself?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


How Do I Plan

 

How do I plan something

That I have yet to learn?

Do you know how hard

It is for me to even reach

Out my hand and bare my soul? 

Or are you as in the dark

As I?

 

Healthy thoughts

Are foreign to me,

As distant as left to right?.

 

You want me to concentrate

On things I haven’t learned yet. 

Time will show me

How to grow into that

"normal life"?

 

I do not know how

To plan for a future

That I never expected to see.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Art

 

Pouring in my heart and soul

Trying to create some bit of beauty.

Twisting words into rhythm and verse

Trying to share understanding, 

Trying to express that which resides 

Deep within.

 

How hard it seems to share

More than pain and despair.

How do i speak my joys, 

Passion and truth,

In a way that doesn’t feel 

so trite and incomplete.

 

Were that i could draw the visions, 

With either line or word,

That run blindly through

My heart and mind.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Fantasy

 

Truth comes in many forms. 

Some hurt in such lovely ways, 

Breaking an already fragile soul, 

Shattering well earned strength.

Given chance for hindsight ahead 

How much pain would one avoid, 

For those precious few moments?

Happiness is fleeting and shimmers away, 

Often before we know just what we had

Off it flows down the river to some other

Unappreciative fool.

Misery remains to guide us, 

To show us the reality. 

Careless words,

Hateful strikes. 

Thrown in anger 

Or jealousy,

Boiling up regret within

the deepest sorrow.

Yet for that time,

Whilst held in the arms

Of truest love

It’s easy to feel that forever 

Is in a moment of dream. 

To allow the fantasy to

Carry us on the nearest breeze, 

Weightless in our own bliss.

Grounded,

Watching the fantasy evaporate

Do any want more than to step back

Gliding on the breeze, 

Ignorant of what lay before?

Wishing

to grasp on to that misty image, 

that once was my world. 

Knowing that only dreams 

tread where I would want to be.

Trading not the time spent in ignorance and bliss,

not even in hindsight and truth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Runninnnn

 

I hit the ground running

hoping with speed to blind myself

to that which my heart could not see. 

Trying to ignore the ties that held me trying to break the bonds

of pain and misery.

 

Knowing that i can never escape, 

I run to delude my heart

into thinking all will be fine, 

all will be right.

 

Chafing against the pressures that life often brings,

hiding the dreams and hopes

in the breezes that pass me by.

 

Amazing the speed 

a broken soul can achieve 

as they limp along pretending 

that there is nothing along the way to 

slow them down.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Suicide

 

Crimson,

 It covers. 

Wet,

All over.

 

Life exists 

Deep within, 

Pooling in deep 

From droplets 

Without.

 

Softly dripping

Past ever paler skin, 

How dark its beauty 

dripping through.

 

Time now to sleep 

So quietly to pass, 

Life now is done 

The pain long past.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Zombie

 

Shambling on

Following instinct alone. 

More than the urge to feed 

To fill a deeper need

No life left in a destroyed world, 

Flesh has no meaning to

One like me.

 

Avoiding those who seek 

to return me to the grave, 

Acting only on the desire

to imbibe those whom yet live.

 

In a world yet destroyed

No fear takes those

Whom death has already claimed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

OEBPS/images/image0002.png





OEBPS/images/image0001.png





