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Journey
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If you wondered
If the thought ever crossed your mind
You took the journey less traveled
Dare looked death in its eyes
Push through the obstacles that were set in place and turn over secrets that were kept hidden away
You lived in this place
Fell in love with the little mistakes and even the ones that are harder to take
But you did more than accept the faults that made this place what it is today
You fundamentally changed
The outlook
The terrain
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I hate you
I’m not being melodramatic
There’s this passion that consumes
I try to tell you to leave me be, but you continue to push, deepening my animosity
You’re here to torture me because you’re a part of me
Without you, I can’t breathe, eat, smell, feel, and see
I hate you
Because you intoxicate
Fill my mind with what I crave
I wish you couldn’t make me feel this way
But without you...
I can’t live to see another day
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In silence, where the only voice I hear is my own
I know it’s not healthy, but I chose the conversations I mold
The world I know scares me
Because it showed the evils, it harbors
And I wasn’t strong enough to fend them off
I was alone, trying to fix my home
With every step I took outside
Reminders telling me why I stayed and hide
Were the motives I couldn’t deny
I cried
I sheltered the lies and gave them life
No longer do I feel the conversations are mine
I trapped myself inside with the world that filled my head with lies
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The Bottom of a Bottle
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Staring down the bottom of a bottle
Recycling memories
Handcuffed
Imprison
Tears
Belligerent
What I have done structured my face to a man who has aged quickly for his days
I can’t complain
I made mistakes
I can’t take them away
The only escape is to drink my problems away, but the potency is lessening
The imageries are vivid dreams
And the feeling...
Gut-wrenching
Disheartening
Excruciating
But dealing with it reluctantly
Until the bottle puts me to sleep
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If You Ever Wondered
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The part that hurts me
I could tell the world why nobody will ever love me
But when I look into your eyes, those words won’t ever leave me
Because you won’t let me
It’s easy for the world to understand but hard for you to comprehend
I’m not much of a man
What I am
Is someone who tries the best he can to disguise that from your eyes
So that you don’t realize
The parts of me I hide
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Mascara
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You try to accept the young lady that stares back at you
In the mirror, mascara drips from her face
You sing beautifully
But she’s still in pain
Your favorite song can’t wipe her tears away
Only soothe her ears but never help the voices go away
They sing their tune, and she loves hearing their voices woo
But you knew not all is true
She insists you can’t change her ways
A blade won’t relieve the pain
But no matter how much she bleeds
The young lady honestly believes
This could distribute the pain
And when all is said and done
She sings that song
You sing along but not for long
Telling her she is wrong
Mascara dripping
The young lady is reaching for your comfort, not your reasoning’s
The mirror on the wall
The young lady who understands you better than all
Doesn’t need you to tell her what is wrong
Or how to move on
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Papier mâché
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With each passing day
Time ticks away
Future presents itself as today
And I’m becoming old in the face
Wondering about yesterday
Waking up to a new day
Time seems the same
Day’s stack upon days
And this place I occupy in space feels like papier mâché
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Castle
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I’m sorry I’m this way
Where I feel out of place
I drew a circle in the sand
With me in between the moat, I’ve added
Why did I do this to myself?
Hurt myself so deep that the circle seems like it’s enclosing onto me
Why does it feel like there’s no fixing this tragedy?
That the water bleeds outside the moat and into a crater that was created because the foundation was weak
And I wonder in a moment of despair
Why was I never nicer to myself?
Or protect the individual who was screaming for help
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