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    For the ugly healers—
The ones who don't have a roadmap, who stumble through the dark with shaking hands and tired hearts.You move forward, then backward, then forward again—until you collapse, whispering your hope into the night, praying morning will come.You lash out. You cry. You write letters you'll never send.You stare at long texts, fingers hovering over the send button, aching for connection.Your nails are chipped from clinging to something that once was, something already gone.
Still, beneath the wreckage, your heart beats—brave, beautiful, and unbearably human.
Let it shine.Don't you dare hide it.
The world needs ugly healers.Because the world is ugly, and it needs healing.

      

    


You didn’t come to my going away party.

You’re the only one I wanted to see.

Things you hope for, aren’t meant to be.

You were always independent, wild, and free.

My friends all congratulated me by name.

Would it have killed you to do the same.

Was it an emergency or something mundane.

Are you afraid I would say something insane.

It is probably best that you didn’t come.

My fake smile would fail, my charade done.

A broken hearted boy would never be fun.

I still can’t admit you are not the one.

I stand before you with nothing to hide.

No clothes. no agenda, I never lied.

I show you myself in my simplest form.

I stand naked, with my mind a storm.

Authentic and true where do I begin.

With all this exposed, look within.

The first dates are easy, exciting, and fun.

The second date is when they always run.

Names and colors and their favorite foods.

Exciting stories, laughs, light easy mood.

The second dates are when things get real.

Saddest of stories and things that make you feel.

The red flags fly, and real talks begin.

Maybe next week, I can start again.

She gave me a blank book

A chance to write a new story

Fresh ink on clean blank paper

A chance to be seen as me

Blank pages run free in my hands

Scribbles sprints across the page

Quickly filling every blank space

Clean white pages open the cage

That first night of deep restful sleep,

After crying in a pillow for months.

That first deep laugh from your gut,

After hiding your feeling in from friends.

That first sip fine wine you savor for taste,

After drinking to silent the screaming voices.

The first smile the cracks your face,

After you forgotten how to feel joy.

Life will be new with abundance of firsts

The sunrise brings new hope and new life.

Savor the dark, it won’t last forever.

The sunrise brings the new you.

It was just a swipe.

It was just a text.

You were supposed to be a distraction.

You stared into my soul and saw somebody.

I was drifting along, alone, running wild.

Your tender words, thoughtful insights.

Your soft skin and loving embrace.

You took me to art shows and little bands.

Don’t fall for me, I am running away.

I am not what you need for your peace.

You were meant to be a distraction,

But I am falling for you.

A little corner shop with a little local band.

Stealing glances from across the room.

She is here with me, me with her.

The drive home with deep conversation. 

Changing lanes, my hand on her leg.

Shared stories while I stare into her eyes

Unlocking my door, thoughts running amuck.

She desires my touch, like I desire her’s.

To be touched, to be craved, to be wanted. 

As I grabbed his arm and told him I would sit with him all night, I realized the last five years of hell was never for me.

The crying alone, the hiding my hurts from all my friends, the brokenness I thought would make me stronger. 

It was for my best friend. As he sat in my car weeping, while I held his trembling arms. Broken beyond human limits.

The pieces of scaffolded soul were meant to hold him up.  Brace him for his journey.  It was never about my tears and hurt.

He needs a brother who has walked through hell as a guide to lead him through the tormented lands of despair.

I will carry you my friend where no one carried me.  Your burden is too heavy to carry alone.  Let me walk beside you.

Let the devil know we are coming.  Let him know we are strong.  In fear, he will grant us passage through this desolate wasteland.

When you are weak, let me carry you upon my scarred shoulders.  No man should walk alone. Don’t be afraid.  Your brother is with you.

A short list of

Things I used

To love,

But now I hate:

Birthdays

Christmas

Romantic movies

Love songs

Wine

Long drives

Phone calls

Sleeping in

Myself

You

The last one

Is a Lie

But it would 

Easier if

True

I want to love someone right but

I really want to love someone write.

I want to write you little notes 

and hide them in your pockets.

I want to write you love songs 

and sing them to you in a park.

I want to write our initials 

on a water tower for the town see.

I want to write you poems

And recite them with your head in my lap.

I want write apology letters

When I do something wrong.

I want to write both our names

On holiday cards we send our friends.

I want to write our love story

For the whole world to read.

I want to love someone write.

There is rain in the fall

there is rain in the spring

But the two are very 

different things

A cold rain in the fall 

Can ruin the day

But it washes away the 

Death and decay

The spring rain touches

The dry barren ground

New life starts to move

and new hope is found

When rain of heartbreak

Touches your face

Remember your season

Remember your place

Heartbreak is a road trip 

You settle into it.

You in the back seat

Time is the distance

Destination unknown

Sorrow the driver

Sometimes it’s smooth

Other times bumpy

You just ride

At times you ride alone

Friends bring snacks

Strangers join for a bit

You can jump out

But the car waits for you

Door wide open

Cannot control the ride 

The distance, the road.

Relax and let it take you

One day this won’t hurt anymore

And I can move on with my life

No more tears and sleepless nights

Someone will sweep me off my feet

The sun will feel warm in my skin

For now I will cling to the pain

I will continue to cling to memory

Allow your ghost to haunt my thoughts

I will cherish my tragic heartbreak

Because once it’s gone, You are too.

I grew up in the mountains.

This city is ugly to me.

Full of ugly people

But it is where I need to be.

A weekend away

To finally catch my breath

Get away from heartbreak

Save my heart from death

I will walk the market 

And find fresh food

Walk by the ocean 

My feelings subdued

A little bit of rest

For my wandering soul

Regain my sense of wonder

The one that she stole

Oh sweet Seattle

It is really not your fault

I am angry at everything

It could be any city by default

Maybe some art or even a show

Almost anything will be fine.

As long I am distracted

To just keep her off my mind

You knew we were done before I did.

Did you roll your eyes at my texts?

Were you disgusted when I touched you?

Did you despise me as I slept next to you?

The resentment of hearing “I love you”?

I can understand why you had to leave.

What a dangerous game

A drink or two or three

and the feelings 

Need to escape.

A risky text

A call of truth

The angry talk

Liking the wrong post

Someone take my phone

Authenticity will kill me

Hide the secrets inside

I can taste the truth on my tongue

I saw the photos from last night.

Well damn, i have everyone fooled.

I am an imposter, fake to my core.

In one I smiled, the others I laughed.

I want to see all the night’s photos.

Me standing in the back, head down.

Pondering of where my life is going.

Hating where I am currently at.

Those are the photos that tell the truth.

The photos that are tragic and true.

I wouldn’t care if I was

Invisible to the world

When the only person 

you love doesn’t see you

I don’t care if anybody

Else can see me.

What hurt the most

When I hit rock bottom

You just handed me pills

When I needed closure,

You just gave me breadcrumbs

When I tried to explain

You just walked away

When I climb out of this hole

I will do it by myself

When I close the door

It will be for good

Next time I try to explain

I won’t

The sweat poring from my pores

The rotten taste on my tongue

The heaving of my stomach,

Expelling the nights bad decisions

This is the hangover clarity.

The insight that i have to change.

This is not who i want to be.

Damn,  this isn’t who I am.

Hiding my truths behind a drink.

Liquid courage has me acting a part.

Healing comes with
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