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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.

You say that you love me,

And all that I do,

How much I wish that were true...

You say that you love me,

Just as I am,

Yet I see you know nothing

Of who I really am...

You say that you love me,

To my deepest regret,

You have never even

Met me yet.

Not sure that I will,

Be able to stop

The inevitable.

Stop the crumbling

The pieces that

Fall away,

bit by bit.

Not sure that the end

Is even in sight,

Of the collapse of

My unstable mind.

A waterfall of pieces,

Torn from the whole,

Flowing through the

Broken wasteland that

Once was my life.

Winter cold is seeping in,

Still tomorrow another

Day begins.

Sorrow knocks us down,

Still another day

Will come around.

Just as we feel like the way

Is too much to climb,

That is when hope

Comes to mind.

So, when the darkness

Seems to be all that is found,

And you feel that

Is all that remains,

Don’t you worry,

There is always another day.
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I’m Learning
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I’m learning,

To look forward

to each day,

To look at myself

in a better way.

I’m learning,

That not everything is darkness,

That not everyone is out to harm.

I’m learning,

To hold my head high,

To understand why.

I’m learning,

What love feels like,

What it means to happily cry.

I’m learning,

Who I really am,

Who I need to be around.

I’m learning,

How to say no,

How to say go.
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I felt dumb
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I felt dumb,

As my intellect poured away.

I was merely speaking of

What I knew,

Telling it all to you.

I tried to explain,

Prove my truth,

To simply show my knowledge.

Then you looked at me,

Pity plain.

You told me that the truth

Was what you make it,

And knowledge

did not matter anyway.

I was nothing special,

My mind left exposed

All that I was on display,

But nothing I knew

Mattered anyway.

I tried to impress you

With all that I knew,

But intelligence doesn’t

Seem to matter anyway.
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You claim love equality,

With words that

Match nothing

Of reality.

You still fail to understand,

I want nothing given from

A hesitant hand.

Tis not material

Items I desire,

Nor any attachments

Gained of wealth.

Reach for me just once

And tell me honestly,

That you are interested

To learn who I am,

Truthfully.

Parenting isn’t about

Wealth or greed,

Or the material

That you can give.

Knowing one well,

Ignoring the other is

Just seriously unkind.
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The next time you see me

I will have changed,

Even if it is only a day

In between.

The next time you see me

My views of the world

Will have taken me

Down places that

I may not

Even be able to

explain.

The next time you see me

Wish me well,

As I will you...

For you can never know

When the next time

You see me will

Be our last.
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Meditate
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Clear the chaos,

Wipe the mind,

Till only peace

Stays behind.

Soft lake ripples

Riding the gentle breeze.

A single leaf

Flows through the trees.

Sand in a glass

Falling a grain at a time,

Each indicative of

A moment passing by.

Soft imagery

To clear the head

To focus and calm

The anxious mind.

The morning glow rising

Setting beauty in tired eyes.

Forgetting instantly

Mistakes weighing on

An over weary mind,

All fading fast

As the sun rises.

The colors melting

The darkness of the night,

Greeting the sun with

Beautiful light.

How can worry keep

Even a tenuous grasp

Of a heart full with

Such beauty and hope?
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Passing through

The silken veil,

Silence left for those

Who yet remain.

Peace with a price,

Paid by far too many,

Entirely too soon,

The light goes out,

Leaving only gloom.

A life called done,

Time has won.

Now a weary soul

May truly rest.
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