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    This Book Is dedicated to everyone who has had  bad break up. For all of those people who have something to say but stay silent and mostly for all the Authors on Facebook. I have never been one to use social media often but when I started using my facebook again these authors they really helped me during my tough days even if they didn't know they were doing it. So thank you. 
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Dear Reader
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This is a selection of personal poems, prose and a few compositions from my personal journal. These are my feelings, my opinions. It is also a piece of my healing.

Healing is part of a process, whether it stems from physical need or an emotional wound. For me I have needed healing from both.

Everybody has a story to tell. We are born to make these stories, to live in them, and star as the main character. Whether we are stuck in the back or pushed to the front.

As an Author, writer, blogger or what ever one wishes to 'name' me, I want to start by saying that poetry is not like writing a novel. As when we write our characters we apply small hints of ourselves in our work. We are able to hide what we really feel, yet show it at the same time. Poetry is not like that. Poetry is a promise of unedited words that one writes to yourself, it is the truth you tell when you have spent years lying, the anger you purge, when all you do is smile. Poetry is a promise to yourself, that no matter how much you pretend you are okay, you are only human.

Part One  

Her, I and the long walk past the bridge

The choice, the fall, and the reason
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The Story of US
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There are many stories to the day we met, but only one thing stays the same.

That Friday when I swapped my shorts and boots for a pants and heels the sun wasn't shining on me.

I was just a little mite moving from aimless wanderer to director, learning that a mite did have a purpose,

how big? I couldn't yet see that far.

I was still dreaming about stars and fairies,

the winds harshness not yet painting me to its dark corners.

We met at a time when the sun wasn’t shining on me,

then we blew up,

We flew up so high I was barely breathing.

My eyes masked by the pureness of nothing,

My lips before your lips an eve of glory.

And for that short while,

Even while I barely breathed,

While the sun refused to grace me with its golden glow I remained firm

Then,

You left me,

When you were gone I learned to be stronger,

I learned that I didn't need the sun when I had myself.

So I reaped the rewards of the darkness and soared in the shadows,

Then you came back,

Weak, needy, begging me to help you fly,

It was in your eyes,

In your hunched back,

Your old wrinkled frown

and I did.

I crawled while holding your feet on my back,

So you could learn to fly again,

it wasn't long 'till you opened those wings and lifted into the light,

it wasn't long until you soared,

But you were so heavy,

your weight hurt me,

crippled me

And again you forgot I was even there,

You forgot I was still crawling,

Barely breathing

There is a lot of memories I will cherish,

A lot of roads I will learn to walk on ,

Before I am able to look straight up, my head bent,

Without it falling,

Looking up into the sky until I squint

and the sun blinds me

that I just have one more thing to do and that's laugh.

Until then I will know in my heart,

I was strong enough for the two of us,

so just like my old country boots that has seen more soles than my years on this earth

I will stand tall again

because I am and will always be country strong.
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Excuses
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It isn’t new,

you say it all the time,

waiting for tomorrow,

what you fail to understand is today is tomorrow 8 years ago.
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Veins of pain
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I'm numb, cultivating in a sea of unknown weakness

I try to write the words down,

Nothing is coming

Where are you gone head space,

Why can't I breathe that emotion in me

I look in the mirror ,

but only thing I see is a mass of unknown weakness

I feel nothing.

No sadness ,

no vaults of tears but at least I'm numb,

I jot down notes,

I write down these words.

I miss the me,

I envy her,

Where is that strength
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Sunrise
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She is my sunrise,

you want to know why I didn’t wake up with you,

because I see the sunrise all the time,

she is the sunrise,

she blinds me,

just as the sun,

she changes every morning

just as the reflection of the sun in the clouds,

she is my sunrise ,

but like usual you only see as far as your ego,

and the alphabet I.
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