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​Introduction

			My journey into poetry began while working in a corporate office during the pandemic. Often, the office was left empty and the urge to write as a form of expressing my thoughts emerged in the world of quiet we were all experiencing. I couldn’t quite figure out a reason for this new idea. I hadn’t previously shown an interest nor been a strong writer by any means. 

			 

			This need continued to grow, but I wasn’t prepared to type the word count of a full novel. I craved a different outlet to allow the expression of bold ideas with interpretive text evoking broad emotions. Those desires led me to find my outlet of choice: poetry. In the quiet of night or in the intensity of heartbreak, I found this new medium allowing me to express myself and I began to write down my racing thoughts in times of boredom and in times of stress. It has become a defining piece of who I am and want to be. 

			 

			As a young man in my twenties, the poetry compiled in these pages navigates a bit of what I’ve witnessed to be difficulties and hardships in the journey of life. With some hesitancy towards openness, some of the poems express my deeper personal struggles with mental health and others are quick notes that blossomed coming home from a weekend away. 

			 

			I hope this collection allows you to connect to a deeper part of yourself and you come away with a desire to allow your emotions to be felt. Here’s to growing, building, and becoming, whatever that may look like for you. May we each connect and inspire one another to try our best in this fascinating journey we call life.

			 

			-Brandon





​Tender Love

			Exuberant joy, a mothers first touch.

			Her baby she holds, the love grown to rush.

			Upon every ounce, a mother cares deeply.

			This thing we call life, has been growing right there.

			The years will fly by, if mother’s not careful.

			She enhances the present by watching the tearful,

			baby present, upon this new life.

			Preparing for anything, coming in stride.

			With each morning’s dawn, missing time regrets wrong.

			Stop now and enjoy, before child employs,

			Any larger in stature, no growing up yet.

			A mother’s tender care, is already set.





​Lie Young

			Empty meaning to my words,

			I lied, I took, I stole.

			Give it back, just tell the truth

			and yet, that’s so hard to do.

			Mother said to be honest.

			My mind won’t allow it,

			I’m shaking, awaiting,

			…my lies.

			Exposure to consequence.

			Yes, I cannot know of it.

			Dawn to dusk I let a lie,

			letting words go ever by.

			Dwindled scorn, ever defeating.

			Catch me please, I’m bound repeating.

			Finally, a word slipped out.

			The lies were caught, my unlock found.

			No longer living in a lie,

			my growing up can now be high

			Up, up, up in stature,

			honestly is now my ladder.

			Learning from those past mistakes.

			Growing up filmed in one take.

			No longer bondage to the lies,

			I’m now released, the lesson learned.

			With wings to soar, it’s time to fly.





​Gazing Sky

			Twinkle in the sky,

			Letting night pass you by,

			Loved ones arm with surround,

			Not a single peep or sound.

			Just the moonlight shown so brightly,

			And a breathing breath so lightly,

			It has come and it has gone

			Still remembered by a yawn.

			Grass stained pants,

			Won’t wash out,

			To remind us of a route.

			That we took on that mountain,

			To see canvas painted clouds

			In the sky of a fountain,

			Full of beauty, full of life.

			Shared with love.





​Beach Town Work

			Silent the sunrise,

			Quiet the bees.

			Birds chirping loudly,

			Awaiting the seas.

			Tides rise so swiftly,

			The sand gets a wash,

			Teatime arriving,

			For many ole posh.

			Construction begins,

			At the wharf near the bay.

			The horses get fed,

			By their owners with hay.

			Beginning to rise,

			Though some still asleep.

			It’s a lovely new morning,

			Sheers come to the sheep.

			So put on some clothes,

			The essentials will do.

			It’s time to obtain,

			Some hard work out of you.





​See as We Speak

			We speak as we see,

			We see as we speak.

			Yet under and over it comes naturally.

			Through valleys and hills,

			Through mountains of scorn,

			We breathe homonyms,

			Letter-filled, 

			Embellished horns.

			Same words, different meanings,

			Use them against family.

			We are as much synonym as antonym,

			Portrayed by those we see differently.

			In retrospect,

			One in a million,

			Not meant for hate,

			but meant to be brilliant.

			Hopeful words we should share,

			Why can’t muster to bear,

			A brother need be held up,

			Just as much, when we needed suck.

			Children of diverse sets of people,

			We all need a little more empathy,

			 Shown equal.

			Throughout generations of humankind,

			It’s time we share the words sublime,

			Compassionate words,

			The not only we…

			Speak as we see,

			But see as we speak.
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