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​Hallelujah Sunshine 
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Highways separate

into colliding stars,

wishing themselves

into being 

from galactic shine
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Singing Hallelujah,

I have found life!
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I have found the pearls

of blood-drenched wisdom.

––––––––
[image: ]


I have found the separate keys

on the piano which try to stay hidden
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I have bled in rivulets of sunshine

to find my way home.
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I have found the questions,

but never the answers.
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Let them sizzle beneath

your skin,

and sing for awakening

in the grimmest of weather,
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Bolted down to the doors

of your trust, and hidden

behind your gates 

of razor blade truths
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Let them in,

Let them in. 
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​Hurtles go unheard
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in the Sonnets of lyre

dusk
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Preening themselves from fire

and hiding the dust 

behind eyes of lust
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Pretentious and declared

mute, the shadows quake

at the thought of eclipsing

your shame
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Buried in the heels

of your feet, waiting

to give birth to Hermes,
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Your smile erupts 

and singes the emptiness

you call your home. 
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​Darkness Reality 
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Lips of escaping

meadow signal

the depths of Abyss-worn

crowns

––––––––
[image: ]


Cracked and smeared

with gun powder and silenced

by night fall 
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Jewels cry your name

as you fall deeper

into the ebony glance

of darkness reality
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And luck calls 

for you inside your mind,

as you attempt to claw

your psyche 

from the depths of abyss 
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​Trauma Speaks
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I spoke to my trauma; 
It dug its grave into my chest
and refuses to come back to life,
no matter how many times I summon
it with hands of peace
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I spoke to my trauma;
It revealed a boy, trapped
within a void, screaming
for sanity among the insane
and broken







I spoke to my trauma; 
It was a home filled with love
and sacrifice, broken by separation
and alienation.
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I spoke to my trauma; 
It was piles of garbage I refused
to clean, as I buried myself
with anger
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I spoke my trauma; 
it was a mother who flipped switches
from love to cold blank stares within seconds,
from being so overused by everyone, 
decided to take my ADHD medication
to stay afloat







I spoke to my trauma; 
It spoke of a strong family
carrying garbage bags to haul
clothes in by foot while being called
Bums
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I spoke to my trauma; 
It consisted of fast food every day
which I loved
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I spoke to my trauma; 
It also spoke of hope, that one day
I could find joy in simple things







I went where the hope lived; 
I found appreciation in music and poetry,
but mostly video games to block
out the negativity
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I went where the hope lived; 
and I found that reading 
was a sanctuary unto itself







I went where the hope lived; 
I found nature and friendships
hidden behind the stained veneer 
of trauma
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I went where the hope lived; 
I saw a therapist for the first
time at age 16 who was willing
to talk







I went where the hope lived; 
music swung from the nucleus
of my being and held me together
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I went where the hope lived; 
and stopped hanging out
with people who used







An outcast with abusive, "friends"
I decided simply to be alone
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I went where the hope lived; 
I left the alleyways of Springfield
and stayed at home, dropping out
of high school







I went where the hope lived; 
I found community at the local
college and met people
who had never even heard
the term shooting bows and arrows
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I went where the hope lived; 
and found treatment 
for my mental illness
which I inherited







I spoke to my trauma;
I went where the hope lived;
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and now all I can say is:
Your best day is still yet to come
give yourself a chance to live it
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​Breath to Dust
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Breath to Dust

and dust to breath
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Open the Sun


and spill its molten nucleus

of evanescence into

pores stained with grief







Pyre of eclipsing depression.

throw to me your broken rose

of trepidation







Pyre of Radiant mischief,

Throw to me your needles

of Ricin







Pyre of blazing creation,

sweep the fields of thought

and let depression hold

hands with mischief







And let them ride themselves

into the shadow-riled abyss

by the claws of epiphany

surrendering

to light and awe
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