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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.

Dedicated to the dreamers. Those who crawl through life with nothing except their dreams to cling to.

Apologies

​The word sorry has lost

it's meaning. 
For I have been saying it,
the only one to say it,
entirely too often.
Apologies,
spoken often when 
I wasn't even sure what 
I had done wrong.
Each one an eggshell 
cutting into my soul. 
Walking across them, 
crying as they sliced me. 
Only to end up grinding
Out another apology. 
Why do you not have to say it? 
Why am I the only one working 
to hold us together?
Is my pride your price?

To remain at your side? 
I suppose that I am looking for 
something in you, 
in me that doesn't even exist.
I was thinking that 
I was stronger 
with you beside me. 
Perhaps it would be better 
for you 
to be behind.
So that you can watch me as 
I finally figure out how to grow
Stronger on my own.
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Self a desire, 
Overwhelming, 
Selfish and unique. 
Learning to stop 
Reaching for others, 
To care for those around 
Constantly letting self-down. 
So, we hide behind 
Taking care of the ones 
We love, far easier. 
For learning to care
For our own needs, 
Often the guilt is 
Shackles of stone 

Binding the soul 

To duty, 

Drowning the heart

In misery. 
So heavy it seems. 
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Street Sentinels
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Street lights glow
In the light and misty rain, 
Standing guard over memories
In the process of being made.

Forgotten sentinels 
In the wee hours 
Of the day, 
Watching the sleeping city

As a gray sky closes in. 

The witching hour approaching 

Hidden dreams under 

Dripping drains. 
So much potential
They contain.

Hazy moon drops 

Crossing lantern lights, 

Ignited passion 

Exposing hometown streets. 
Each one different,
A culture unique,
All the same under 
The moon's solemn glance.
For the open heart
And the searching eye,
Even in a sleeping city,
Beauty flares demanding 
to be seen. 

Strip me of my sin, 
Weave me a whole new skin. 
Take away my fear, 
Remove all of the pain. 

Make me new again. 

Allow the past to be forgotten, 

It is no longer who I am, 

Remove from me, 

All I used to be, 

So, I can turn my life around. 
Take the doubt, 
Turn it inside out. 
All of what weighs me down, 
Pulling me under. 
I can't breathe.... 
I just may drown. 
No crime I committed, 
Still Innocence stolen. 
Nothing truly done wrong, 
Not my sin all along. 
Free me from my sin, 
Let me be me again. 
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Lost in the lyrics, 
Allowing the rest 
To just drain away.

The harmony my ship 

On the ocean of life. 

The music saying the truth 
That I am too afraid to speak. 
Notes hinting at that pain that I 
Have not found the courage 
Yet to reach. 
Strong words added
To rhythm and melody, 
Allowing me to forget 
How deeply they touch 
The deeper parts of me. 
Feeling less alone, 
For someone else 
Out there understands. 

The lyrics written by 

A likeminded soul, 

Helping me feel that someone 

Actually knows. 

It is as if for the moment, 
The music sees, 
And judgment free 
It accepts all the parts 
Of who I am. 

The memory has faded, 
Of all except the pain. 
No more about 
The past remains 
Except a faded white scar. 
Dreams of strength linger
entrancing. 
Teaching the soul
To reach for dreams
Of what might be.
Elusive and fickle, these tendrils of smoke

Pass between my reaching fingers 
Hazy, half seen tendrils of 
What once was, 
Parts of my story 
Came up undue.

Unspooling the present 

like a sundered wisp of cloud 
Reminders pushing 
Till everything else is new.

Reminiscent 

Bare feet 
Running with misty dreams
Weighed down with 

Childhood's expectations.

Atop the sky, 
Life was eternal it seems. 
Hidden forts, 
Disguised 
Behind bleachers, 
In the trees. 
Running about pretending 
That we would always be, 
Friends and dreamers 
In infinity. 
Innocence, a haze, 
Setting the tone, 
Childhood a state 
Best when not alone.

Autism 

Nonverbal, 
Frustration surrounds, 
Causing aggression to abound. 
Intelligence in plenty, 
No matter what they say. 
A spectrum of me, 
Not a delay, 
Just an atypical mind 
Set out to be. 

My facade is cracked, 
Quickly hiding, 
Crumbling clay, 

Illusion gone. 

The time investment 
Needed to keep it hale, 
A bankrupt account 

Deeply in debt. 

Imagery holding 
Truth beholden 
A mind amiss 
With fear and doubt. 
Did they see? 
Was it me, 
Or just a moment 
Forgotten about?

Night Terrors

Snagged in between, 

Mind caught in a net, 
Not awake 
Nor in a dream. 
Body rigid, 
Mind trapped tight, 
Terrors too true 
To toss and turn, 
Another night 
No rest to earn. 
Not nightmares 
Whose images remain, 
Instead it's an entirely different 
Torture for the brain. 
Not falling deeper into REM, 
Still too unconscious for 
the reality. 

Sonnet

Asking me how I feel about me, 
Is a query filled with much doubt. 
For I am a broken spirit free, 
And dream bound creative without, 
Wrapped around and within 
Existing quite as a forgotten shadow 
I am pure anxiety wrapped loosely in skin, 
Living with my dreams below. 
I fight the never-ending gremlins of the mind, 
It is an exhausting battle, 
For truth be told they are most unkind, 
The heart they can addle. 
To render the soul blind, 
Leaving me to wonder if I even matter. 

Avoidance 

So, I have mountains of things to do, 
All I can think is not today. 
Today is the day for ease, 
I can catch it up another time.
My deadline so quickly looms,
All I can think is not today. 
My mind is chaos, 
I can't concentrate.
I feel sick, and death looms near, 
All I can think is not today. 
Each moment stolen so dear, 
I am not ready to go yet you hear?

Who Am I 

I am an open sack of stars, 
Traveling lost in a physical realm of meat. 
A surviving whisper of possibilities. 
I am complexity in a simple package. 
I am so many multiple things. 
I am crippling insecurity, 
Anxiety and fear, 
I am abundant creativity, 
Passion and love. 
I am all of what I do, 
And none of the above. 
I am imagery spun fine by the gods, 
Perfect in all my flaws. 
I am an unfinished bit of clay, 
Still needing to be molded 
In my way.

Appetite

Appetite, 

The physical need so irritating, 
No true desire, 
Yet without answering dizziness 
And nausea onset. 
Appetite absent 
But the need overrides, 
Physical needs and heart's desires 
Create a war within.

Fur Baby

Pup of love 
Little puppy kisses, 
Scratching yourself deeper 
Into my heart. 
How is it that 
Such a short time you 
Have wormed your way in. 
Pup of love, 
Tightly snuggled on my chest, 
Warm and soft. 
Erasing my mind 
Of the stress 
That like a poltergeist 
Haunts the remainder 
Of my life. 

Worry

So much that could go amiss, 
My brain a ragged and jagged mess. 
Stomach knot tight, 
Thinking about what all might
Just go wrong. 
Bodily changes
Brought on by mental strain. 
Sleep denied, 

Stomach rebelled. 

Not even intentional, 
Nor any desired. 
So, overwhelming 
The emotional wave of 
Self-doubt that questions 
Everything uncontrolled.
Drowning on dry land, 

Wishing for the control 

I have never had. 

Misery,

Flooded the heart, 
Nearly so much to drown in. 
I find no joy, 
In the emotional nest
Of sadness I have employed. 
Trying to grasp all 
That I am, 
To hold on to the reality 

Of me.

Seizing 
All of the emotion
That I feel, 
Asking if I am even real. 
Realizing that I feel the sadness, 
That then the sadness is me.

Claustrophobia

The space is closing, 
The light exposing 
The space only in viewed truth. 
Tightness in my chest 
Feels like my heart's walls
Are closing in. 
Locked in, 
Light seemingly fading. 
No chance of release from 
The fear that is left behind. 
The space not that small, 
Yet no exit found, 
So still my chest feels 
As tightness binds. 

So many quixotic changes, 
Creating chaos in my head. 
My mind is ranging 
Like a windmill 
Between active and dead. 
Control, not for me, 
Is but a wispy dream. 
Slipping through my grasp

Like water. 
Stability unlikely, 
Though tis much needed.

My cold gray wet soul 

floating around 
Flooded ground 
about my home 
Searching desperately 
for more cheer
Not finding it anywhere here
Grey invading everywhere 
Washing the color away

Still I press forward hopelessly 

With doubt that 

I will find the color 

Anywhere 

So much alone, 
I know your heart feels. 
So much I see you question
If you are even real.

So, hear me as I shout, 
I will be right here, 
Holding hugs to help you rise. 
Always ready to be at your side. 
I will try to boost you 
Whenever I can,
I will always support you 
Doing what I am 
Able to show you, 
So you know you. 

I love you, 
No matter what.
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The End A Beginning Too

I was grieved to let go, 
You were everything 
I thought I wanted, 
I thought you were my dreams 

Breathed into reality.

I pushed me back 
To be for you, 
To give you my all. 
It even worked for a time, 
I allowed myself to be made blind. 
Then I started to slowly see, 
I started to finally miss the 
Truth of me. 
So, at that critical moment of choice, 
I quietly found my voice. 
I learned about who is truly me, 
And I found out that I can believe
In She. 
So, thank you, 
For the valuable lesson. 
And thank you 
For the derailed dreams 
And the truth that I had 
To be blind to see. 

Iron

A constant, 
Deficit, defined. 
Softness left behind. 
Crafted into cookware, 
Siphoned from the blood 
Of my enemies. 
Sharpen the blade, 
To slice off the head. 
Weakness without, 
Strength of illusion, 
Built into the strength 
Of truth via flame.

Notification 

Pop, 
Wondering what is up, 
Desperate for the news. 
You have mail, 
Just a peek inside... 
Just spam again. 
Ring ring,
The phone call,
But it isn't someone 
Worthwhile at all.
So many different sounds,
Makes me nervous 
To put my little phone down.

Peace

Would it not be so great, 
To wake and discover, 
That we have 
No ability left to hate? 
To find out that we 
Have learned 
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