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To those who have journeyed through darkness and whose scars are entangled with the fibers of their very being








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Reader Note 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Gamboge
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Cerulean
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Crimson 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Viridian
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Obsidian
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Lavender
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Reader Note 


Dear reader, 

This collection of poetry aims to express often unspoken struggles of borderline personality disorder—the internal war that rages on. While BPD is a highly stigmatized disorder, those who are fighting it are not as harmful as some may portray us to be. We often are enduring an unseen agonizing battle within ourselves. Typically, fearing the traits we are accused of. Often we try hard not to let the harsh words be true. More times than not, it is the quick shift of emotional extremes that cause us to say or do things that appear misleading. Not because it is a lie, but because it is truly a reflection of our thoughts and feelings as they arise. Please understand that we can be some of the most loving and compassionate people you will ever meet. 
I wrote these poems in the darkest of times to express my own wildly complex experiences. I hope through these works people can find a better understanding to what is not readily apparent. 
It is important to note that these pieces exhibit my experiences. We are all different in the ways we think and feel. While often we share similar thoughts and traumas, not everyone acts and reacts in the same ways.
I hope you enjoy these words I’ve written from the heart. If you relate to some of these works, just know that you are not alone.
All the best,
[image: ]







  
  




Content Warning: self-harm, suicidal ideation, abuse, grieving/death. 








  
  









                   Gamboge








  
  
                                            Dear Old Friend 



The fox visits twice a day, once in the morning and 
once more to make sure I'm okay.
Tears fall as I think of what may have been,
the fox lets me know that wishing is not a sin.


I love my home, my family, my place.
I love the things that fill my life day after day.
But what I miss I'll never know.
I long for knowledge of life unlived.
I plead with my dreams to show me what could have been.

The fox sits at my window, its eyes lock with mine.
Watch as time divides.
Life reflected, split to pieces 
each choice, turn, and every possibility between.
The creature brings me memories, ones I would have lived if only.


The past haunts at night, I wake to rapid beating beneath my seams.

I reach to write,



Dear old friend...
However, I was never important enough to be remembered.







  
  Talentless 




The talent I possess comes as a soft gust of wind, not a blast 
Those gifted with abilities strong as pounding rain impress


Thoughts of fame and fortune consumed who I used to be 
Now I do not seek to master anything 
To just be and experience is enough to please 

The pitter-patter of soft rain drops 
feels much more satisfactory 
Cheering on the powerful winds 
leave behind any jealousy 

Grand stage lights will never blind my eyes 
Acceptance of this will one day put to ease the 
young child stomping in puddles 
urging that I still try and succeed







  
  Turn Back Time








Bring me to a time untold


Lay me down in bed, I might unfold
Hold me close by your side
Bring me on a day long car ride
Trace my face to help me sleep
Tell me stories I will always keep
Feed me love and words unknown

I need to remember the times untold








  
  We Dreamers




Most of us dreamers 
had to rush from reality 
Find somewhere safe outside of the confines 
that threatened our existence. 


This new home we found filled of fluffy clouds and 
mythical legends held us tight 
Guarded our hearts.


When our dreams were threatened, 
to be stripped away 
the sky began to fall
The new realm we crafted starts to crumble 
And tears flood the kingdoms. 


Us dreamers needed to 
imagine a world where we could be everything we 
were told and shown would be impossible to achieve. 


The real world tries hard to take away our safety 
But we have only survived so far 
because our ability to create worlds 
unlike any we will ever touch with bare feet.









  
  Stories



I have put in place
within a hollow space
transformed before prying eyes
a conscious knowledge
Only if you desire
Peek inside
Take your time
oh, the things
you're bound to find
if you dare
read the stories
that flow there







  
  Stolen Childhood




My body may age 
And my soul may hold experience from hundreds of years 
However, the persona I play 
Has never aged past a specific day 



Stuck in time 


Frozen by the cruel icy hands of traumata,
A child who once grew too old too fast 
Is now back with years lost, unable to get them back 
Forced to play adult once again only to find 
It’s much harder the second time around 
When you are finally allowed the comfort of being a kid 







  
  Alone



There are people around
but that does not relieve our lonesome
Though side by side, 
You’re still alone, walking in a line of your own 
Stuck in skin
trapped inside a skeleton 
unable to escape 
Wishing to release what is held in at bay 


Only peace comes with sleep
It lulls the mind 







  
  Happiness




It comes as a euphoric lie
Feeling unstoppable and too high 
Unable to ever die 
Like a child on the playground 
jumping from a swing for the first time 
A feeling of bunnies nestled in your chest 
Though it can also feel like a mess 
Because it is a nasty lie 
The happiness is not organic 
You get an ounce, then chase 
the rush for the rest of your life 







  
  Lie To Me 






Play dumb, they say. 
Don't let it take hold. 
But why—why must I dwindle myself down 
to something small to appease another?
I am who I am. There is no changing that fact. 



If someone can not handle being who they are 
and reduces interactions with false narratives, then they are not worthy 
to walk alongside me on this journey. 







  
  Life is a merry-go-round


  A carousel of chaos 






These circles we go in never stop 


              Being whirled around distorts perception 



Are these things in my head real 

Or fabricated illusions


When your foot leaves the platform 

How long until clarity sets in



Is it crazy to believe sanity can be achieved







  
  Stories crafted with the utmost cleverness 
An imagination fueled by anxious wonders 
Once used to take me away, escape 
Turned dark, vividly playing out horrible fates 
An intrusion I can’t escape 
scenes of horrors I’d never wish 
to see the light of day 
Death and terror seep in 
turning the once beautiful place 
into dull and dreadful daydreams 
a true hellscape 







  
  Overthinking




The human brain is exhausting 
It makes you want, think, and feel 
Yet, I desire nothing at all. 
I don’t understand the tangled mess 
Left confused 
I can’t stand that I am so bothered by things less serious 
than feelings lead to believe 
Trapped in a false reality conjured on my own
Spinning tales that should be left alone 
Just to pick fights solely over suspicion 
Is it a need to feel something a little more? 
Is that why I splash paint across an already colorful wall? 
When nothing is felt, numbness turns to pain—
everything hurts the same
Tears trapped inside, I wish they would fall 
Sometimes the feeling of being alive is enough to invoke dried up eyes 
It drives me and everyone around mad 
It took so long to understand that I share my insanity 
Am I just your escape from normalcy?
I feel so much agony over things that shouldn't affect me 
A shell of a person, causing havoc due to reckoning







  
  















Cerulean 








  
  Sadness 



My heart taken into the palm of a hand 
clutched and crushed swiftly to dust 
Bones and flesh bruised to the touch 
The feeling of an indescribable weight 
anchoring me down 
Like a flood has come and water has rushed 
straight to my lungs 
Sadness may feel blue to you, but to me,
it is a dark salty sea of never ending waves 
making it impossible to breathe 







  
  Puppet 



To know who I am now 
you must know who I was 
While the past is long gone,
it lingers with every move I make 



To know someone in full 
you must learn all their parts 
What makes them tick 
comes from what once was 


The years prior haunt us all 
in the shadows lurking 
never to allow comfort 




The ghosts are puppeteering 








  
  Is This Meant To Be Fun



People never stay 
I don’t want to feel this ache 
I wish to escape this awful place and 
Let the memory of me dissipate 
Sometimes I feel insane
Like it’s all for nothing 
A sick, twisted game 
Eventually I will meet my fate


I’m fine, it’s okay 
I just feel a little cumbersome today

Don't miss me when I'm gone
I wasn't having any fun
There is no purpose if it must end
Do you suffer this way or am I truly unraveling?
Forgive me, but I don't want to 
make it any further than this
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  Treasured Time



Understanding thoughts 
as they play through TIME
memories unwind differently. 


How I remember is not how you do,
events that occurred are obscured
some blend into others
distorting reality.

Trust you?
When I cannot trust myself…

Remnants fade
of TREASURED days.







  
  We laugh and joke 
In the name of our hurt 
The friends that dump all the
Painful experiences on the table 
And poke at the details 
Pushing them into little piles 
To find a laugh 
It’s not that pain is humorous 
But if it weren’t funny 
Then it’d be sad 
Unbearable to defeat







  
  Protector 



I am my mother’s protector 
Though she does not know 
Despite my attempt to rid her life of evil 
She can’t see what I do 


I, my mother’s protector 
Love her so 
Still, the nights I laid awake in puddles of tears for days 
Wondering if she’d been taken away
She will never understand 

I, my mother’s protector 
Feel hate to my core 
For someone I have always adored 

I, my mother’s protector 
Cannot hug, kiss, or utter three words 
Because denial takes away the years
I lied awake in unbearable pain,
Wishing she were home or would answer the phone 

So when the fists hit
When the dishes broke 
When walls cracked and hate ensued, 
I would be there 
To scream and kick and punch 
The one who did it to you 
Still, despite my efforts, I protect under a clock 
That grants invisibility 
It is why she will never know 

But I, my mother’s protector, do not care
I will slay any beast that comes her way 
Even though she may not care 
[image: ]







  
  To Fly Or Fall



I dream of falling from a high place
How fun it would be to fly
Climb to the top of the tallest mountain 
and take a leap, soar through clouds 


I’ve always been jealous of birds 
Their freedom is profound 
Hikes end in thoughts of falling 
Purposefully, even though 
I’d be too scared to try







  
  Once You've Given Trust Betrayal Will Break You



Don’t trust, not a soul 
All the times I’ve willingly put myself in danger 
just to evade the numbness 
I’d rather feel too immensely than not a thing 
All the cars I’ve gotten into 
Every person I’ve let in my mine 
The strange houses I’ve walked through 
The secret rendezvous 
It sounded like fun, and it was 
But it all started too young 
I learned by age twelve 
That I was safer in the danger of my own choosing 
Because it was never as threatening 
No stranger has hurt me, at least not in ways by those 
I trusted with full certainty







  
  A Piece Of Each 



I am a collection of all those who came and went 
Like Frankenstein’s Monster of personalities 
Stitched together are the interests of others 
molded and crafted 
A piece of everyone I’ve admired 
created who I am 
So much so that I feel I do not even 
know who I am 
Everything I like and dislike 
stems from someone else 
A concoction of those who came and went 
All the things thought to make me who I am 
were borrowed from those 
who pulse in and out of my life







  
  Expecting The Worst Even When Things Are Good



I know we don't think the same 
I can't seem to understand how–
how your mind doesn't twist and turn 
Get caught in potholes along the way 
and lead you to the conclusions I've come to 
I don't understand how you can't see the lights 
that blind up ahead on the road 
but you don't 
Maybe that's why the deer got hit 
by you instead of me 







  
  I dug for days, months, 
Shoveled out the dry soil 
Ridding the garden of decaying roots 
And you came along 
Replaced the ditch with fresh dirt 
Although you dumped all your love 
into my self made grave 
The flowers never grew 
Instead of nurturing the soil 
You left the garden to rot once again 
Forgot I had been digging 
For what felt like a lifetime,
All that work 
Undone 
You trapped me in the garden bed 
But no one determines another's fate 
I claw to the top 
Emerging with vengeance 
To live another day 
Or dig another hole without 
Your false hope 







  
  When Love Dies 



What is love to be called when it fades away? 
Does it drift from your heart and linger in empty space?
Love dies and causes breaking inside.


Does it hurt worse when it is torn from the internal?
I feel the cracks in my heart. Why must it break?

What is it called when your heart turns cold?
No words to help fathom,
almost like you're lost in the snow
one day numb to the ache of hypothermic heartbreak. 

What does love become after it dies?
Adrift into a void or on a search for another to bury inside.
How do you describe the destruction when light leaves your eyes
and your heart loses the meaning to life?

Can you continue to thrive
when love dies, after we survive ? 

Should we hold tight to the pain in hopes brighter days 
may emerge from dismay?







  
  Belong




rose, thorn — sky, stars 

sun, warmth — pond, frog
plant, soil — heart, yours 



All the things that do belong




home, happy — blanket, cozy 
bed, safe — tea, honey 

All the things that do belong



Thorns hurt, but roses are lovely. The sky shines with stars light. The sun beams warmth upon bare skin. Frogs hop around ponds croaking till dawn. Plants sprout from beneath the soil. Home is a feeling when something familiar is close. And all these words are meaningless apart, but together they belong. Much like my heart when you are gone. 
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  The way love is described 
in books, movies, by those who 
have been together all their lives 
invokes fear that I’ll never feel it 
The love I’ve known was never real 
Lust and love blur together 
unable to tell them apart 
It begins with lust, turns to obsession 
And just when I think I’ve found love 
the intense feelings flee
And I’m unable to determine if what took over 
my every thought resided outside reality 
Or if love is truly a calm that isn’t 
as magnificent as we’ve been led to believe







  
  Foolish Engagement 



one night, one time
countless looks
a facade, so sublime
stolen bond
not a bind
wavering, conned
enraptured by 
manipulative lines 
an eccentric lifeline


a jumbled mess
how tragic to leave

                                  someone you wanted 

in such distress








  
  When Our Strings Tangle



In the bar you couldn’t peel your eyes from mine
I moved your way and brushed right by 
Bought you a drink because I knew
you would show up by my side 


A tall, muscular, jock type
I’m not too fond of men with brown eyes
but I could’ve lost my mind looking into yours 
I wanted so desperately for you to love me 
even though I met you that night 


Your string knotted with mine 
You bare your soul to me 
in return, I let you get close 

I drove you home and
we got married in the living room 
Your roommates loved me
even though I wasn’t your type 
and you certainly were not mine

You confessed so much and in return
I showed you my softest side
the one I hide from most others 
Then the next day we planned a real date 
I thought just maybe you might 
have been my soulmate 
but you faded away 

I still see you every time I go to
that place our strings tangled
like fate and destiny working together 

I thought maybe our strings were
one and the same

You smile my way 
knowing you abandoned our great love story 
Maybe that is why the glances 
began to dissipate 
our eyes don’t make contact anymore

And I am left to wonder 
why you went through all the trouble 







  
  In this dream, you were everything to me.
A shred of something I never knew was possible to receive.
For that, I should be grateful and caring.
Instead, I became all the things I've always despised.


You deserve more than I could ever be. 







  
  My Favorite 



All the power you hold 
you don’t even realize the control 
Whatever you want I’ll do 
for only you 
You’re dangerous to be around 
I can’t stay away, I need to hear 
your voice, see your face 
You predict my moods 
Control every hope and dream
I’ve had many favorite people 
But slowly they become insufferable 
Once gone, I miss them for years 
maybe forever, but pieces of me hate
each and every one so much 
for taking advantage of the hold they had 







  
  Trust So Fragile 



Think of the possibilities, a life that could blossom between you and I
the beautiful, endless world that we could share.
Secrets I could finally release from the dark depths they hide away in
to be placed in your heart, knowing you would keep safe 
all my dearest and darkest thoughts.


Safe from my own dysfunctional mind, 
but if I spoke those words, I long to set free
Would you still want me?

Are you even mine?

Could I trust you with the most fragile bits of my tattered soul?
Would knowledge lead to destruction?
If I told you I never desired for anything more, 
would you make space in your heart for the love that I could pour?
Would it come flowing back, 
or would you seal it away—stolen selfishly, never to be reciprocated?







  
  Captive Fervor 




Your eyes sear mine 
as I search for a way to 
cascade the words encapsulated 
where river turns to waterfall 
Yet none become vocal 
A dam stands in the way 
So much to express and reveal 
Unable to let the water flow naturally 
A trickle if lucky 
All these intense emotions 
cause rapids to form 
yet I never know if I have ever truly felt love







  
  A Childish Game 



Meaningless mumbles with no fruition flood closed ears 
Caused by twisting thoughts and conflicting emotions 
they leave my mouth, float around, and disappear 
You stare at me as if you need to hear my words 
as if you cannot see the hurt displayed on my face 
How am I to find direction when you wont 
release your true thoughts instead of hate 
Maybe the evil venom you spew is the truth 
And I am nothing to you 
then why don’t you leave 


Is it because you know the control you have over me?







  
  Split To Easily 



Screaming and fights 
Night after night 
“I hate you” 
“You are nothing to me”
But when you turn to leave
Something inside cracks 
I fall involuntarily and beg on my knees
The tears flood 
“I love you”
“You can’t leave”
“I need you”
“Don’t you love me?” 


I thought being at war meant we 
were in love, but 
after all we’ve been through 
you seem so unfazed 







  
  If Only I Could Promise Forever 



You whisper forever gently in my ear 
“I love you, forever” 


How could anyone envision such a task 
To stay by the side of insanity 
To endure the torture that comes from 
Knowing someone so haunted 


Forever never meant what I believed it to be 
Forever is not a long time 
But something fleeting 
Which only lasts on the condition that I appear stable 


But when you say forever, 
I feel you mean it, though I cannot be sure 
I have felt that way too often before 
Time will tell, but it’s time I do not wish to endure 
Once again waiting for someone to love 
Not just me, but the devil that I can be 







  
  




[image: ]







  
  I'll Leave First 



Your passion unravels before my eyes
Slowly, over time, like the thread on my favorite sweater 
worn one too many times 
Your passion felt fiery, unlike any I’d ever experienced
Maybe that is what made me want to love you 
But the flames have died down 
I thought you’d love me forever 
Scorching the earth with every touch 
I think it’s time for me to go 
Before your heart becomes fully undone 
and you realize I’m not the one 
But I can’t 
If you say it first, then I can hate 
But I must be the one to seal our fate 
I crave the love I’ve missed my whole life 
If you don’t want to be bonded for all eternity 
I will take my leave, just not without a fight 
Not because I want to, but because 
I cannot leave without disaster raging around me 







  
  I have ended beautiful things to see if I could feel 
I’ve stayed through horrid storms because I felt too much 
There is no way of knowing what was real
I travel on with the knowledge of 
my own self crafted downfall 







  
  I Don't Wish You Well 



I haven’t been able to listen to 
my favorite band for years now 
You’ve ruined that for me 
and it’s fine 
I don’t need to hear those songs 
That once brought joy, then suffering 
I don’t care for the flashbacks the music brings 
I just hope every time you hear that riff 
you lay awake at night 
reliving everything you ever did 
And find yourself unable to shut your eyes 
Consumed by guilt and self hatred 







  
  A hand that doesn’t quite fit in another as it used to 
A heart which no longer skips a beat 
A mind that has grown too big for its home 
Like a puzzle piece left out in the humidity 
Warped by weather 


The evolution of things incomplete







  
  















Crimson 








  
  Rage



fury seethes inside 
it is always there 
tiny bubbles of anger waiting to pop 
like little landmines ready to explode from 
the smallest of things in a moment’s notice 
My body engulfed by flames of internal ache 
Every organ, every bone set ablaze 
Emotional pain has never come without physical strain 
My body breaks, though not visibly 
Both feel one and the same







  
  I find myself in questionable positions 
Around disreputable people 
Infatuated with less than moral beings 
Humans that take and drain 
every last drop of affection I saved 
I’ve learned why–


Why I can never stay still 
Why I love those who don’t feel 
Why I do things so spontaneously 
It’s simple, really 

I am chasing home 
But the home I make haste to 
was something most would run from 
And the next time I’ll be home is when I’m in hell 
But if I find it before my time 
It won’t take long to get there 







  
  The cloud of sadness evolves to 
an eruption of anger
I cause mayhem 
you yell, threaten 
display contempt 



All for being the person 

you sculpted me to be 






This fusion of natural disaster 

Didn’t manifest out of nowhere 








  
  Energy Spent 



Can you trust the monsters inside your head
I know I can't
If I did, I'd be dead


Cage them up in chains with locks
they taunt you to let them out
using all your life to hold them at bay
slowly rotting inside to out
in an attempt to make it through more days







  
  Comfort From Chaos 



The fighting begins, I’m not involved
just outside looking in 
I freeze 
not due to fear 
But I’m basking in the past coming back 
Loud screams and sporadic pounces 
Knuckles to drywall 
It calms me to a panic 
Flinging objects into skulls 
Morbid as is 
I watch and reminisce 
When my heart is in my throat, 
and I am frozen 
all of my homes play through 
my mind like a finger is 
stuck on the button that rewinds
As someone tugs and says “Come on, let’s go” 
I’m confused as to why 
The argument will stop, and the party will revive 
But I sense their fear 
and I remember my sister clutching my side 
or holding on to my grandma tight 
I recall that I am not normal and this is not right 







  
  They Were Meant To Help Not Make It Worse 



Flashing lights ingrained in my mind
Blue and red 
Doors kicked in one too many times 
Handcuffs and static 
Rushing outside 
Suits and paperwork 


Speaking words, but they think I lie 
Alone in a room 
At home, at school 
Ambushed 
By strange people who want me to 
Confess something untrue 

I scream in frustration 
I’m scared they will make me 
Leave without you
Their faces linger to this day
They never take the bad people away 
But continue to invade 
Causing more harm 
Without any shame 







  
  I'm Sorry Even If I Don't Say It 



My bones ache at the thought of apologizing 
Even as I shudder at pain I’ve inflicted 
each word, lead on my tongue.


Maybe I cannot say I’m sorry 
Because no one ever showed me how 
it should be done. 

Stitches won't hold my wounds shut and 
your heart screams for help 
to close the ones I’ve caused 
And despite that 
I can’t let the words escape my mouth. 
 






  
  Longing To Be A Priority 



Left waiting so many times 
out in the cold my fingers turned numb 
How often must I be pushed aside 
by too many people, I’ve finally lost count 
Your lack of care hits harder than an icy ball of snow 
My essence withers away like slush melting in the rain 
I can barely sense myself drift away 
I pull at my hair 
Bang my head into walls 
Punch my thigh so many times 
the skin has turned raw 
And yet, I still try 
as seconds drift by I’ve lost all sense 
as to why I spent so long attempting 
to be of significance in your life







  
  The things I have done just for fun 
aren’t typically what you’d think of 
Harmful acts in the name of excitement 


These things I do are cloaked by intrigue 
Wrap a cord around my neck just to know 
how long it takes before I cannot breathe 
Bleed for the sake of knowing 
how long the stream may run
Confess my love to anyone 
even those I only met once 
to learn how easy it is to discard lust 


The purpose is not to live with anguish for 
sometimes it mends the numb
But more often than not,
it just sounded like fun 







  
  Don't Forgive Never Forget 



Forgiving is no easy feat 
I think I have, but then 
the anger seeps back in 
like boiled water in my veins 


Long after harm had been done 
I convince myself that I forgave 
In order for peace 
you’re told to forget 


Forgetting is even more complex 
Pain lingers as if still fresh 
How can I forgive and forget 
when what happened to me 
has turned my heart cold 







  
  You Conjured This Villain 



Remember how you locked me away 
hidden in your tower, never to be seen 
It wasn’t like a princess story 


Remember how you made your family suffer 
for trying to set me free 
Kept me dull with poison apples 
so the dragon could feed 


My mom came to get me 
But yours wouldn’t let her 
Luxuries exchanged for compliance 
don’t you remember 


Remember when you shattered my phone 
And that time you pushed me into the road 
Even with an audience the cruelty pursued 
You didn’t care who saw or knew


Still I believed you would one day 
care about me and we would continue happily


I escaped, of course, a few times that is 
Climbed down the tower confused and bruised 
With help from knights in shining armor 
but none were chivalrous, just taking me away 
for their own gain 


No better than you 
Who once slit their flesh open in front of me 
forced to watch you bleed 
just so I wouldn’t leave, it wasn’t my fault 
Still you blamed me
There’s much more that happened
but some secrets aren’t meant to be freed 


I always wanted to be a fairytale princess 
I just wish I knew the horrid truths 
the tales hid between the text 


I was already defeated and weak 
but you caused me to turn villainous
I’m not the princess of this story, I am the evil queen 







  
  Crazy As They Made Me 



You called me crazy and for that 
I tore your heart out 
Showed you the true meaning 
You crushed me like a dried leaf 
fallen from a dehydrated tree
And for that, I picked up the remainder 
of your bones to build my throne 
A vulture that feeds off 
those who caused me to become 
crazy like they called me







  
  Me Against Myself 



Myself and I are not one in the same
It may not seem possible
but we share this space
I have a friend in here with me
no, an enemy
Often cramped and confined
we fight
I scream just in hopes to survive
But there is a mellow hiss
of my own voice 
I try to convince myself 
to play dangerous, unruly games 
but I fight back and maim
Constant war unfolds inside my brain







  
  My Mind Hates Us Both 



I am a victim of my mind,
and you are too. 
We are both held prisoner
by the demon that takes hold.
It can waltz right through the palisade.


I am a victim of my mind, you are too,
Both constrained by the same entity,
elusive to the venom seeped and stained,
Yet, no escape.


The evil tells a tale that I will never prevail,
The evil that continuously paints you 
to appear as my enemy.


Sometimes it all feels very true, 
although, I know you are not 
as malicious as I seem to believe.
You’re kind and loving to other people,
just not to the demon 


that is me… 
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  The Beast 



There is something within
It lurks through darkness
Awaiting mortal sins
Terror feeds the belly
Fueling its existence
Ungodly yet all powerful
Walls built topple
Fear allows it to break through
Protect is all it knows how to do
Concur is its only goal
Destroy
Anything that hinders its host's control
Created in chaos
Birthed in tumult
Molded by upheaval
The beast breathes, sleeping
The beast waits peacefully
within
me







  
  It Is Of My Own Doing 



I've come to find comfort in the pain 
I don’t think anything can ever heal the parts of my heart 
that were etched away with a rusty blade 


When all is calm, I am driven to insanity 
Peeking around corners and waiting for the next tragedy 


Once mayhem finally arrives, 
A sense of sanity sets in 


Though the actions of others are not mine 
I can’t help but wonder
Is it I who brings about the strain 


A seeker of wild disarray 
Forged by hellish flames,
The deranged don’t find me 


I call them to come and play







  
  







Viridian








  
  I'd Kill The Reaper If I Could 



Death and I are not friends
intertwined once again
for some reason unknown
it seems he will never let me go
I'd vanquish him, but he never gets that close
Defeat death and live happily


Death and I are not alike
He takes and takes sacred life
Death and I have never seen eye to eye
He lingers near by hoping to 
pluck someone else from my life 
and break me for another time 


Death and I will meet again
another encounter I could do without 
I’d kill him if I could but 
death is inevitable
something I have animosity toward







  
  Endings 



To describe the feeling of saying goodbye 
Is an impossible task 
There is a unique sting 
Almost like being stung by a bee 
When a special thing comes to an end 


The last episode 
The end of a song 
A friends departure 
Fading love 
Moving out 


It is a specific cruelness 
Which illicit hurt 
Like the sting of a bee 
It can’t be describe simply 







  
  Sometimes Denial Is Survival 




I miss you everyday 
Sometimes I pretend you exist far away 
Font and center for others 
You’re all I think about most days 


I miss you more as time goes by 
When the tears come flooding, 
I’m never prepared 


I see your face when I lay to sleep at night 
Sometimes I pretend you’re still here 
Just to keep the sorrow from invading 







  
  I Couldn't Forget If I Wanted To 



The wind reminds me of a friend, it reminds me of her smile
As the breeze brushes past my face, I’m filled with 
melancholic reminiscences


As she left, sun turned to shade



Nature fell to its knees 
Providing a trigger for memories 
The wind reminds me of that day
Leaves swirl, conjuring thoughts which once were lost
A friend who will never fade


She will never truly go away

In my heart forever, she'll stay 


The wind reminds me of distant days
it reminds me of her wild ways
The wind rushes past me and the chill fades 
I am embraced by warmth of better days
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