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To the ones who make time. 

For every moment of kindness done with no expectations. 

You are seen and appreciated. 

Ignoring the idea of luck,

I never expected that life would

Each step in the series

Of calamities that befell,

Another moment in a perceived hell.

Though it was mostly just the way

I still wondered how exactly I couldn’t know.

How much I didn’t see,

life overcame me.

So I was caught off-guard

By Calamities Befallen,

And found in them,

Truth and knowledge.

Two seconds,

To say hello.

Two seconds,

To pass on by.

It’s not the desire

To take all your day,

It’s not that I want to be

In your way.

I understand that life

Is a crazy thing,

Yet when you find time

For each of the ones who

You love in life,

Yet I am invisible,

Hidden behind the too busy,

Hidden in the not right now.

Well message received,

I’ll deal dear with my needs.

I will walk away head held high

The only witness to my tears

Will be only sky.

The ghosts of summer

Left behind,

Drifting through a weary

Scrambled mists wafting up

From heated brains.

The urge to return

To carefree days,

Playing beside friends

Long gone cannot help

But remain.

Temporal haze

Setting ablaze

Even the darkest moments

Till ash coated scenes of

Pleasant memories

Become all that are left

Of the ghosts of summers past.

Let us play a game,

An item from your pocket

Is how your story lays.

Will it be a pencil,

To scribe the tale epically?

Or lipstick to inspire

Thoughts of beauty bold?

What does your pockets

For your story hold?

Which yarn will you spin,

From the baubles held within.

Into the intricate web

Of social media,

I send this blessing.

As I lay my head to sleep

I hope that you all have just

The sweetest dreams.

May no worry furough your brow,

And may you always know

Exactly how to see your way

Through any darkness that you face.

May you never know

Insomnia’s touch,

And may you never feel like

You are too much.

And when the question

Is posed,

May you have happiness

Be what you know.

Snap me a picture,

Write me a line.

Show me that you think of me,

Even some of the time.

End my lonely,

That wells up within

Knocking me down

All over again.

Just a moment

Is all I need,

Just to remind me

That I am seen.

Sinking in,

Sitting in your empty seat,

Wishing that you could know

How much I feel your glow.

I sit at your feet of stone

That you see as clay,

Wishing I could do something

To make your day.

To make you smile

Pushing me an extra mile

Through a weary rain

As life downpours.

You were my password

Hidden deep within my heart,

A little more quiet spoken

For fear that we would part.

The secret key to all of my dreams,

I held way too tightly,

Your love to me.

And as time passed

My arms closed deeper in,

I realized that I forgot again.

Forgot that love does not well

When in a cage it must dwell.

So though it broke my heart

Too many ways,

I stepped back from you

In such a daze.

For forcing unrequited love

Nothing good ever does,

So with tears pouring

I let the rain carry me on.

I see in you

So much of a mirror,

Fascinating,

Such similarities.

Art and ideals

Held in favorable light,

Culture and insight

Brought up into sight.

And the difference between

Almost a statement,

Of unique and individual

Stories to tell.

So if you catch me

Lost in thought,

Don’t be alarmed!

I am merely contemplating

Your own independent charm.

Raindrop memories

Drown forgotten spaces.

children singing songs of yesterday

Drifting on the winds

That in a moment are

Blowing through.

Once a happy place

Full of life

And the hopes of

Expectations.

Now the tumbleweeds

Rolling through tears

are all of what remains

of the people who once

dreamed

This little place.

Across time,

dimensions,

And space I sprawl,

Reaching for that which

Strengthens me after all.

Not some story of sappy love

Nor some cliché given,

Instead is the truth plain

My strength comes from one domain...

My own true self and that alone.

So in a laziness I sprawl,

Reaching slowly across eternity

Till knowledge explodes

Within my doubting brain,

Taking hold and realization

Truly sets within,

The only thing that I need

Is me to see my strength again.

Plant me a rose,

Some place special,

For you to see it often

Plant me a rose,

In your rotting memory.

So when it blooms

You will recall

What you have done to me.

Scare me not

With pain undefined,

No threat to me

And what is mine.

Mortality rearing an ugly head

Making us feel death’s

Looming breath.

Touching worry to

An uncertain kiss,

A cardiac reminder

Of deaths upcoming bliss.

So in fear of what may be,

I pull those I love

To me close,

All to alleviate anxiety.
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Passing on the wisdom

Gathered from the ones

That came before,

Not because of a plan,

Just because we are now more.

Mother to son,

To daughter and beyond.

Grandchildren and great grand

As time carries us through.

And as the moments pass on by,

Leaving me amazed  at why.

Nothing like a child’s smile

To make one think for a while.

To ponder on the whimsy

Of family lines,

To remember the ones

Always on the mind.

Those who passed their wisdom on,

Who have left behind a certainty

That I was who I needed to be.

And as the next child is born,

I wonder if I am able to do that.

Is wisdom what I will pass along?

Or will I fumble in the truest form?

What’s your name?

Whispered in my head,

Distant demons,

Deeply embedded

Playing a game,

Asking me questions,

Calling sanity extinct.

Who are you?

Nobody for sure,

For not one soul

Notices,

Knows you,

Cares.

All of the demons

Whisper inside my head.

Push out the whispers,

Push away the fear.

For life is much too precious dear!

The demons lie,

Telling you what is easy to hear,

For the heart is fragile

And prone to fear.

Repetition,  repetition,

Each person suffers alone.

Hell for me in monotone.

Reality a drug,

Weighing you down.

Pumping up the pressure

And amping up the sound.

Hell is real,

And it knows my name,

Hell is not for all

Quite the same.

In my thoughts,

Night and day.

No moment when

You are away.

In my bed at night,

There to catch me

As I flight.

In my kitchen as

I cook,

Peeking at you,

Just to look.

In my car,

Next to me

Driving as

I try to flee.

Pretending that the world

Is empty and gone,

Giving me that feeling strong.

My love I am not alone,

With you always

In my home.

Lost in the story,

The book sucks me in.

I have tried to find the map,

So I can leave again.

The characters don’t know

The way back to reality,

And I begin to see that is

All right with me.

After the story is told

What is left for me,

Except to cry out

In my misery.

letting my soul wisp away

into the remaining smoke of the day,

the stress eating at who I am,

telling me I am no longer whole.

dreaming a release,

a weight removed.

No substance to my soul,

my flesh not a cage,

merely a mirror for the rage.

The drain of emotional release,

leaving self not quite whole,

No way to restore what

has wisped away.

Hiding my face,

For fear you might see,

The real me.

Though I have not lied,

Somehow a treasure you see

When at me you view.

I am not so special

So amazing and true

As is claimed by you.

I am broken,

made of shattered parts,

mean and with no worth

Yet your eyes sparkle

shedding light on a soul

walking in shadows.

You are my beauty,

and I fear that if

you were to see

The real me

I would return to ugly.

In the glade

where the faeries dance

where the light barely shines.

The thick trees block away civilization

The grass muffles the sounds,

Of the gleeful faeries getting down.

Playful sprites dancing to the music

Mother Nature provides.

Moving with the wind,

up and down,

and back again.

A canopy to cover the ones

who only crave to rest,

and darkness to hide all of them

whose hearts lie and deny

They want to be the best.

Magic places with natural faces,

seen by eyes of those that still

Believe in the dreams found there.

Sorted into cages

we wait for our turn

no more fight,

no time left to learn.

choice removed,

we are herded like sheep.

we gave them power,

we acted weak.

so no time to cry,

no questioning why.

we should have done

that when we had the chance...

not that long ago.

human cattle,

our overlords choose,

what rights could possibly remain?

In the darkness of the afterlife,

only choice that remains,

eat or be eaten.

no standing here on morality,

asking anything other than them or me.

Gnashing teeth, and zombies...

that is the remains of humanity.

morality is for the mortal coil,

a choice unmade

when life was still loyal,

now made mandate.

A lonely desk in a sea of desks,
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