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lost


[image: image]tolen from a jumbledmind, Words aught but kind.

Drifting in chaos, fear, Confused, nearly blind. Unsure of both ahead, And of behind.

Drunk from being weary,

So stressed, bleak and dreary. Fumbling inept,

Hating promises kept. Yet, in truth,

Having no way to Escape.
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Do you hear, What I say When you simply Turn away? Ignoring me,

Or do you simply Even care?

Do you see, What’s left of me, After so long

Of being unheard? Vanishing, Erasing,

Till naught Remains. Tell me who Am I again? Do you feel

Me trying to fight? Trying to

Live, To be.

Do you even Notice me?



WORD PLAY 5



Trying to change the world So hard to decide,

Exactly how I should

And if it’s even meant to be. Is it only political,

Or religious ideals,

That allow for improvement? Or is changing the world Changing yourself.

Can it change the world, To just be kind?

To share a smile And brighten a life?

Does changing the world Need be grand,

Need it be the whole world? Or can it be so simple

As just changing one life? living a life,

Striving for a life Lived best we can, Striving for to be The best me i can be. Being extra helpful,

Being naught but kind.
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Sleep sweet child, For day is done. Rest your body Before another

Is begun.

Calm your mind,

And enjoy your dreams. Let all your worry Cease and leave.

All your troubles Be gone and done. Close those eyes, My sweet little one.

When with the morrow, That sun does rise. Raise your head,

And open your eyes. Explore a world

So fresh, so new, Explore the world. It’s there for you.
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Cannot run away, No where I can hide. No more tears left In me to be cried.

Arms wrapped around me, I face the day just sure, That no matter what Comes my way,

I’ll face it like I should. Worry, fret, fight and cry, Struggle, whine, and sigh. I have done it all,

Even for a time gave in, Laid down and bawled. Falling apart does no help, Solves naught.

Only but adds weary To the stress. Instead I think

I will raise up, Throw away what Holds me back.
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Has the muse left, Even the mind can lie. No new ideas,

No thoughts on why. 

Too many things Preventing flow Where to find it,

Oh, how could I know? Focus gone,

Dark too long. Gathering thought, Feeling caught. Dream forbidden, Nothing written. Shake it free,

Find my place. Muse found,

Words written down.
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The power of words Painful and strong. To wound a soul Leave it broken Disabled and sore.

Thrown carelessly about, Without thought, Without ken

Of exactly how Deep a cut, Slicing words Again. Defined terror

So easily exposed, Speech displayed Cruelty exposed.
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Sharpened blade, Dripping with urgency Poking through your lies. Pulling the blade

From the sheath So awkwardly. Rage a weapon That tears the heart In half,

Shredding pieces So fully,

To blend the future 

With the past.
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Examine, Closely dreams. For else you Will fear what They contain. Seek,

Truth not pain. For both will Blend in the Minds view. Dream,

As big as possible. For hope hides high

Within the clouds above. Forget

Nothing and all, For sanity is a Tricky thing. Spread,

Kindness and hope. For those are things

There is just too little of.
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Morpheus calls me to bed,

It is time to lay down my head. Sweet lullabies cling

To my mind’s Inner radio ring. Blessed friends, Family too,

I send naught Except the sweetest Of visions to you.

I wish you all

The best of nights

That lead again to the best of days. 

And until we meet once more,

I hope only... Please don’t snore.
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In my mind, Each award

So gratefully earned! In reality,

The award Unreal.

Each accomplishment A mark of strength Joy, and positively Exaggerated in my Wandering mind.

So what if the award Is only within?

No one else seeing

It as even a forward step? Still if it helps me

To step ahead,

And to hold my head Up so high,

Then where the harm?

Vocal


[image: image]t’s your voice I hear,

When my doubt is high. My hesitation stems

From you not hearing Each echoing cry.

I show you my art,

My blood, sweat, and tears.

In hopes of pride swelling high, All you can do is huff and sigh. Tis but doodles you claim,

I guess you really do not see

How deeply it is you are cutting me. I show you my words,

Written with care, Shared so intimately.

Only to feel disappointed again. No pride in me,

No surety.

All I hear dripping from Those lips I love,

Is how naught I do Is ever good enough.
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Perchance forgotten Each spoken dream. No weight words Hurried through. No value dreams

Without carry through. Reaching outward With a flailing grasp, Not knowing where

I can pass. Succeeding only For refusing to fail. Movement only Because to stand

Brings too much pain To know.
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I am who I made me, Don’t you see?

I am not who 

Came before. 

I am not even

Who I once was. Fighting for a dream Not quite real,

Forming determined hope Creating a soul,

That I would be Proud to own. Personal effort Strained by pain. No glory for those

Who sought to create, Only to find way to late That I would fight to be So much more.

Dreams driven,

Cause life is for living. Disappointment surrounds. Strength stands

As self-confidence wanes, Only leaving the heart To struggle all over Again.

Insecurity blooming, Heart twisting

Nothing left to see here... Flowers planted

In shifting sands, Growing not to Bloom again. Ego injuries slow
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To heal,

Ever reminding The pain to feel.

Whispered memories Recalls not the praise Only criticism.

Only doubt.
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Looking for a connection To hold on to.

Once you were all That I held dear. Time has passed

On a love once so true, Leaving only distance Between me and you. Still I am willing to try, Reaching for you,

Refusing to let friendship die. Will you meet

Me but half the way? Return the warmth

I send your way?
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Each struggle Each tiny stumble,

Are not a stopping place. Embracing truth,

That life is flawed. Pick up self,

Ego too.

Pick up to carry on, knowing if the worst comes, If I should fall,

It cannot consume me all. Brush away the dirt

That builds with a fall, Straightforward heart Don’t you ever fail... Seeing the sky,

While eyeing the ground, Hoping that no one else’s Pain is left around.
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If you’re searching for me I can be found,

Easily where I have always been. My heart is known

A place called home, Soaring free

Fly with me.

Don’t search for me Where I have been. Life moves onward Trudging uphill,

Moving towards tomorrow, Surviving today

So if you want To find me.... Look away




love


[image: image]ou are the air

That I breathe, The words that play Upon my lips.

Each movement forward, You are my steps.

No boundaries within To hide you from me. An expressive heart

So beaten and bruised, Reaching for you

To complete me To fill the soul left Empty.

You are the light Behind my eyes. That blots out

The darkness in my soul. You are my dreams

Too big to carry, Too strong to hold.
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It amazes me,

When I look and see The little things you Are from me.

The turn of your head, A laugh, a smile,

Even softly how you cry. Even if you nary want To acknowledge

The link or tie, Each likeness I see It emboldens me. Fret not my dear, For I’ll not push. It isn’t me

I want you to be, Tis your own path

That you should take. Still the likeness fair Amuses me.

A link and tie Between me

And those I beget.
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Touch me not,

For even though healed, My skin still crawling From hands lain upon me. Note how I cringe

And I pull away. Please note not to Touch me today. Each day is different,

No two are yet the same. Someone else’s hands Lay quite unkind.

So though I ask you To stand apace, Please understand,

Just today in my weary And ever strong heart... Touch me naught.

PATRICIA HARRIS


The struggle is real So you say,

Yet all you do is sit Joke and play.

Others depend upon you For strength,

For support.

Still you while away Lazily passing hours Slothful in excess. Grow up

Try for that which You want again.
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Each tear falling Simply is my refusal To give in.

Each step taken Feeling like a win. I won’t let

Pain drag me down. Forgotten laughter To bring me back

From a brink too tempting. An edge so close Approaching fastly. Refusing to be beaten, Never pushed to too broken. Rivers flowing salty

Each step forward, Victory...

writer’s block


[image: image]ursor blinking, Mind working,

No words flowing. Cursing softly

As the desire is strong Yet the muse denied. The creative river Damned at the source. The story written

All but yet one word. Each drip of ink, Every pen-stroke Already planned

But for the one

I cannot yet grasp. Frustration beats

An echo on a strained Eager mind,

Knowing tis but doubt My words are hiding Behind.
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word porn


[image: image]he silkiness as

The sounds surround. Caressing the imagination, Exciting happiness

Pushing despair.

Each syllable strength, So many ways

Just to say What lingers In a busy mind.

Exotic, Erotic, Passionate

In abundance. Intelligence An amplifier

For the heart’s desire.
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You stole the words From my pen,

left me without poems With which to write. Anger, hate and pain Poured Ink rivers from My heart through my pen. Since you came

Into my life, There is less pain, Less strife.

It makes it harder To know what Order the words Belong in.

Yet still I feel the words Pooling for another sort, A passion play,

A life dance.

A poem written

For another emotion All together.
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Would that the words Flowed so free,

So as for expression To come easily.

Would that imagination Healed all wounds,

In infinity. Though alas

I’m afraid the words In imagination’s place Only add to reality, Only then increase The pain.
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She leans heavily

To keep her soul upright. 

Her body too weary

To face tomorrow. 

So much weight

Dripping from her eyes, Pouring from her soul. Showing strength Without rigidity, Feeling weak,

As with each tear Another weight adds Another fear.

Worry not for her, 

Her strength is Unwielding.

Her weariness will Quickly fade, leaving her flexible Yet again.




speak


[image: image]peak softly,

Truth must be. Hide nothing

In fear nor in pain. Say it once

Speak it again. Not always Believed, Truth spoken Must be heard. Speak clearly, Repeatedly.

Remove the gag Strung across The soul

By those who Would hide Truth and reality. If your words hurt

Those who came before, Then perhaps thought Should have came

In how they Treated you. Swallow the fear Release the pain, Speak.
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Exhaustion Pulling on the
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