
Soul’s Door


Table of Contents

Title Page

Soul's Door

By Patricia Harris

Demons

Helpless Drift

Hole in the Wall

Shallow

Fester

Every So Often

Promises Not Kept

Born Mild

Mesmerizing

Aplomb

Bring Me Back

Failure

Another Twenty Years

Trucking Life

Commercialize

Kiss

A Volume of Poetry

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

By Patricia Harris







[image: ]


©2018 Patricia Harris

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

––––––––
[image: ]


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.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Demons

[image: ]


In my lovers’ eyes dwell

Something that I know too well,

Darkly turning,

Hope is burning... 

Desire a tool that pricks the 

Heart towards Hell.

I see the demons,

Mirroring the ones

Residing within

The eyes reflected back

When into my own face

I attempt to see.
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Helpless Drift
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Hands tied,

The internal compass lied.

Life turned not up,

Nor down,

Slid sideways and

Turned around.

Caught up in the current,

No way to plan or prepare.

Held to being helpless

Just drifting everywhere.
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Hole in the Wall
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Trapped inside the screen,

Just a hole in the wall

Through which reality is seen.

No way in,

no way out,

Only able to sit and wonder

What else is about.

No true interaction,

Login if you please.

Facebook is the hole

Through which society Is barely seen.

False information

Given though we wish you well,

Truth hidden in place Where honesty fears to dwell.
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Shallow
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In life we learn to breathe,

To feel that hesitation.

We have to become

The expected,

The sheep following

That shepherd to

The pastures edge.

Though the hill is too great

The climb more than we

Expect to find,

Still we follow behind.

Each individual lost Becoming what society

Required...

Shallow.
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Fester
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Today it seeps,

Distantly weeps,

Forgotten pain in memory again.

Twisted by the tragedy 

Of trauma and regrets.

How can it heal when?

Life is not done with me yet?

Struggling to regain my dignity

In a moment of not quite clarity,

Knowing that my soul 

Has more traveling yet to do.
Escaping from the cage

Walls within the mind,

Scratching the plaster loose 

From the memories.

Plastered over with layers

To prevent the pain 

From touching my soul 

Ever again.

Still the walls close in,

Stealing the wind 

From my breath.

Stealing the hope

That I might be able to 

Someday rest.
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Every So Often
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Getting a bit confused

Taking care of the little things,

Every so often It is too much.

Too many little things

Build up the wall,

Surrounding me,

Making me wish

Every so often

That I could make It all go away.
Cold drifts covering

Partially forgotten souls,

Decay and delay

Eating at the past.

Stiff white hills

Where stones once laid,

Hiding from the moments

Where grief tore into pain.

Frozen dreams and ancient tears

Holding moments that

Were once nice and clear

Into a globe of haze 

Foggy and unclear.
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Promises Not Kept
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Schedules flimsy,

No concrete plans

For the important moments 

Just slip away.

You promised that you

Could always be there,

Just a phone call away 

Yet today when I needed you 

I couldn’t find you to stay.

Reaching into oblivion,

Eyes red and wide, 

Today I missed your strength, 

Missed having you at my side.
Whispering across my skin

Oh, my where to begin...

In each of my fantasies

I feel that gentle caress

With the soft whisper of

Sensuality.

Yet in reality,

I stand cold,

Untouched,

Reaching out for the slightest

Proof that you are

Anything other than

Just a hopeful

And sad little dream.
People watching gives insight

To the one for who speech

Is nary a delight.

Introverted and shy,

Not even sure why.

Stumbling over words

Unsure if I am making sense.

Seeing fussy children,

The young through the old

Helps to make even

The shaky bold.
Prisms bouncing,

Rebounding from

The simple white

Of bedroom walls.

Rainbow splatters

Across a darkly lit room. 

Eyes closed, 

Pretending that the pain

Is just an imaginary show.

Auras bleeding across

Softly whimpering

Muscles caked with 

Forgotten lines.

Ice picks buried

Deeply hidden 

Beneath the light show 

Migraines planted in my mind.

For all that I try to change,

Seems like I find myself drawn 

To the people who were like me 

Always there all along.

Each of my options,

A new door to open.

Behind each another view

Just the same ol’ people 

Showing through.
In my
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