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IF YOU COULD, 

Please tell me, 

what exactly is 

Normalcy?

Everything I do

Just to try and fit in. 

And still it feels I will

Never win.

Chaos surrounding 

weirdness abounding.

Too strange to be

Like the world around me.

Must fight to adhere

Show no signs 

Of queer.

Bury the shame,

Act just the same,

Else you won’t be 

Allowed near.
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LOOKING THROUGH A LIST

Of people I might know,

Wishing I could see

People from so long ago.

Friends whose ties 

Tug occasionally. 

Family who’ve died, 

leaving me bereaved.

Such a painful thought

A memory,

Leaving me wishing you 

Were sitting here, 

still beside me.

Stories I find myself 

wanting to tell, 

Each one its own 

Exquisite hell.

Seeing so many

That I do not know,

With no way of reaching

Those left behind...

A quick twist

Of both heart and

Of the mind...
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QUIET MORNING, 

Coffee is on. 

Children sleeping, 

Well past dawn.

Warm embraces, 

Reminding of simpler 

Pleasures.

Love and romances 

Sweetly growing from

Quiet morning moments.

Rare affection 

Pulling us into the day, 

chasing all darkness 

Out and a way.

Locked in a cage,

Covered with rage.

Each step forward

A struggle in the futile,

Confirming limits unbelievable.

Going through motions, 

Perpetuating the farce.

Knowledge of futility

Only pushing the fight.

Too stubborn to yet 

Even consider the idea 

Of giving in.

Bars not of iron,

Nor steel or glass

To hold me in, 

This cage is fashioned

Only of thought and skin.

Of my own making,

It is true, 

The cage is quite 

Impossible to undo.
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WE PLAYED,

As children do. 

Running loose, 

Free and wild. 

Dreaming stories 

Telling jokes.

Never fearing,

Never doubting

We would have each other 

As we grew.

I missed you today, 

The jokes ring through my head, 

no longer funny.

Your smile remains, 

Though you are dead.

Such a bittersweet memory. 

Pictures of us, 

eternally young

Displayed past our time

Together.

No words to speak

Of what has passed 

By me today.

Too many emotions 

To really be sure

That even still there 

Is anything more.

How can I form 

Such into something 

As small as words relay? 

so much meaning 

Beyond my ability to possibly say.

Stricken mute

Words garbled,

Pencil broken,

Ink spilled and drying. 

Here I sit with my muse

It’s dying.

To me you say

How well you play,

Pleasing those who 

Harass you most.

I deny, utterly defy,

For what they do not

Ever actually see,

Is what is hidden, 

The real me.

I do not lie,

Twist or beguile,

Merely cover my face.

Masked so not to be

That which their fear, 

So easily would make 

Out of me.

Sanity questions, 

Cruelty mocks.

All that I am, 

All that I am not.

Just once I want to

Overhear someone, 

Anyone really.

Speaking of me

With words glowing pride.

To ring my praises

Unrequested,

To look at me

And make me feel 

The adoration

Might for even just

A single minute 

Be real.

Pride soothes

The ego bruises.

Wears the weary

Unrest of the heart 

Like lingerie.

The dam busted,

Tears flowing through.

Don’t you worry,

It’s really nothing new.

Tired of fighting

For dreams already dead.

Pressure relief,

From thoughts

In my head, 

So tired,

Not solved by a bed. 

Just another emotion 

Run rampant again.

Weary,

Tired and dreary.

Nothing new,

I thought you knew.

Just another day 

Here in hell. 

So, nothing left 

Have I to tell.
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GLISTENING, BLINDING, 

Freezing all around.

The quietly falling

Snow settling down. 

Hiding and shivering

No shelter to find.

Nothing at all

I can claim is mine.

A ragged coat,

A blanket from

A stranger so kind. 

Can’t keep the chill from soaking 

Deep to the skin.

No block to the wind.

No sign of misery’s end.

Not for lack of trying,

I’ve no place to be laying.

No shelter to hide in,

No hope to confide in.

What I wouldn’t trade,

For a single warm day

Without hunger, 

And a place to bathe.

Each of my poems was written, 

From the darkness within 

The soul.

Though some

Can prose,

Flowers and glows, 

Many just don’t know 

Why and how.

No soul

Unspoiled,

Tainted,

Passes through

Poems muse, 

Unburdened.

Each path

A choice,

Each soul, 

A voice.

Speak,

In line,

In verse.

Hold back nothing.

Darkness hidden

Intellect divine,

Beauty displayed 

Society is blind. 

Bliss illusions 

dreams sublime.

Must have beauty,

No matter the cost.

Meet the required 

Hope is left behind.

Distorted Imagery

You see me

As internet celebrity, 

With no sign of lifestyle

Truth in chains.

Not one person

Really knowing me,

Hidden behind an easy profile.

According to you, 

Written with naught 

But imagination and lies.

Could it be? 

that it’s you who doesn’t see? 

Who does not know

The real me? 

quietly hiding, 

From what you never 

Tried to see. 

Deeply imbedded

Within us.

the beat infects

As the song begins,

The feel of the beat 

Starts in the feet.

Embarrassed feelings

Set aside,

As the urge to move

And dance along 

Quickly set in.

The need to turn it up,

The need to boogie down.

The beat infects

Carving deep within

The urge to let it 

All hang out.

Doesn’t matter

What the lyrics say

As each beat pushes 

Us to dance the night away.

Searching within,

Trying just to see 

The worth in me.

Silencing the voice

Deep within

Telling me,

Each and every 

One of the flaws 

Lest I forget.

Some days it’s easier

Some days I fail.

Still each day

Awaken and arise

Each day I search.

Never giving in,

Never giving up. 

Someday the voice

I will cease. 

My own worth

I will see.

Individual I

Blending in,

For now, 

everyone

Has the traits

That used to mark me 

As unique.

My idiosyncrasies

Are now community,

Nothing new or remarkable 

In my mind today.

Was individual,

And even slightly weird,

Now everyone does 

What I began.

So now I sit

And slightly sigh.

For looking around,

And dreaming that I

Could return to the time

When I was unique 

Just once more.

not today dear

I know I should write, 

Should create and share my light.

I should tell my story 

For all the world to hear.

Not today dear.

There is laundry

To wash, dry and fold.

There is blog entries

Left to be told.

Poetry I must

Write so well.

Social activity

To lessen my hell.

Not today dear, 

Can’t you tell?

Today was just

A wee bit much,

So though there is

A lot of stuff 

Requiring me to do....

Not today dear.

Snowdrops

After midnight,

Staring out the window.

Softly drifting white,

Covering all within my sights.

Hesitant to enjoy

Such a coldly pretty view,

For fear of embracing

Even something new.

Soft snoring emanating

From yet a few feet away,

Reminding me only

Of tomorrow’s busy day.

Asleep, should I be

Not starting through

A quiet, cold night, 

Wondering what I might 

Begin to plan and make.

in the loneliness

here I sit uncertain and alone, 

Planning uncertainty 

for so little is known. 

Hearing the negative, 

so loud inside my head,

Tossing and turning. 

Can’t go to bed.

Those who should praise me

Do naught but to doubt,

Those who should see me, 

For them I am not really around.

Invisible and struggling.

Sinking when I should swim,

The ocean of doubt crashes within

The struggle about

Just trying to begin.

I know better than to hear

The darkness within 

I know I am better than 

I ever possibly have been.

Yet in the loneliness,

Deep in the night, 

That is when the voice within 

is hardest to fight, 

when no one is there

to help fight it off.

no one is there to 

remind you of the cost

separation

Such different people 

we have become, 

when once it seemed, 

we would always be one.

Growing, changing,

I lost track

of who we used to be. 

So innocent, foolhardy, 

and unaware, 

growing up, 

old and cynical.

dreams become chasms,

Divisions of the heart, 

separations become memory 

reminders apart.

So, in memory 

I’ll hold those times so close, 

when you and I 

Were inseparable and bold.

Biting my tongue 

trying not to release 

random poetry. 

words written or 

spoken to regret, 

so as to hold back things 

I do not think I should say yet.

Emotion a rollercoaster 

Too wild to ride, 

driving the mind. 

Poetry a release 

to leave it behind.

Words spoken

end in regret, 

words poetic

Last for years yet.

Careful in measure 

As not to break a heart or mind, 

for I never know the heart 

I break may be mine.

Love is an illusion, 

never passing till eyes open. 

hidden behind affection, 

social affectation, 

and chemical attraction.

The heart bends, 

twisting to nearly burst. 

blinding the mind, 

to all that is left behind.

The remains burn 

eating at the brain, 

waiting to the leftovers 

the shell of the love’s began.
Receding light plays across 

An azure sky, 

lending a softness to 

all within view.

Pockets of midnight 

disguise the heaviness 

within a lonely heart. 

playing tricks on one 

alone tired and weary 

so far from home.
Branches stretch, 

twist and climb, 

overlapping emotion 

and reality, 

it’s like nothing 

I can explain. 

it’s family.

Cousins bonded, 

some unknown.

aunts, uncles, 

close enough friends 

crowding close, 

family is too
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