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Yes in your music

You let me see your soul

Beauty and pain

Laid bare before us all

And even so I write

Silently for myself

We laugh we love

We eat we talk we fuck we cry

And still

Drunk though I was I told you

I love people for their souls

Told you I see

Things others overlook

And make them beautiful

The artist with the brush

The eye behind the camera

The girl with the pen

Am I and

The ones who deem me beautiful

See none of this

No not the dreams

The loneliness the fear

That true knowledge brings

Dammit

Eat drink and be merry for

Tomorrow we die

Don’t you see

It doesn’t have to be this way

That every day

You sell yourselves short



[image: Wooden red heart on red wood background]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Afraid to Love

[image: ]


2011

Singing requires honesty

To wear your heart

On your sleeve

But my heart

Is tiny and bleeding and broken

And I don’t want anyone to see it

You said think of an emotion

And write from your heart

I just don’t know right now

If I am that brave

Shit I’ve spent most of my life

Trying not to feel my emotions

Much less express them

Maybe if I could then

I could heal

But right now

I would rather be forever alone

Than be vulnerable

I have no trust left

To give my heart to someone

When every time before

I just got a knife stabbed

Through it...

I don’t want to care that much

About someone ever again

Because caring

Opens you up to being hurt

Yeah... I do care about you

So much in fact

That I am fucking terrified

And I don’t tell you cuz

That would make it real cuz now

At least I can pretend

And hold back a little

Of my self respect

But dammit what

Good is self respect if

You have a chance at love

And you pass it up
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Another 2011 poem

With my truth I sit

Silent, alone, empty

Knowing without

The conviction of belief

Because by knowing a truth

It becomes transparent

Like a thing of nothing

An unrequited emptiness

I wrap myself up in

Like a blanket

My soul laid bare

For all to see

But they don’t see

That all the precious things they love

Don’t last

The fleeting taste of happiness

The song on your lips

They want to live forever

Because they don’t understand

The loneliness and the pain it brings

They see the dawn

Of another sunrise

And I the end to

Another night of loneliness

Chilled by the cold of the wind

Whispering in the trees

My silence

As I watch hem grasp their dreams

Things I never wanted

Always only to escape

From the suffering

Rising silently

Like a cloud in the sky

Boundless drops we return

To the ocean of the boundless self

I long to dissolve

To be finally free

In ceasing to exist as separate

They love their separateness

Their uniqueness

Dreaming dreams of sunlight

In a world of the damned

And still silent

Even in their midst as I speak

My words too foreign

Focused on something else

Than tiny dreams

And I scream

Still silent for no one hears

They fear change and 

Fear the end of days

But I fear

It will not come fast enough

Always have I longed

For the sweetness of death’s embrace

Lonelier among them

Knowing them

Loving them

Caressing them

By seeing their best potential

Yet it is not i

Who will ever reach those things
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We have arrived

at our destination

here in the great, wide world

somewhere new

to call home

so many new things

still to learn

who will we be here

how will we live here

it all is still

formless in the air

arrival

and still I wonder

what have we arrived to?

so much uncertainty still

looking out at the morning

contemplative

a destination

a stopping place

a steppingstone 

a stepping stone

along the way

to somewhere new

a beginning

of a new life

and there is formless thought

rolling in my mind

so many emotions

so much unknown

and I feel

not fear now but hope

that there is goodness

yet to come

an adventure

yet to be had

and our lives

are beginning again

intentional this time

like children again

in this new land

runningthroughforests 

running through forests

of endless green

and streets

full of life

full of people

that could be someday friends

strangers

in a strange land

we are now

and I wonder

now we have landed

it all begins again

❤ Nicole
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1998

You made me feel like

Just another abused child

Hiding inside

This beautiful woman

Yes maybe

You treated me so well

But you said things

To hurt my pride

“not that I don’t respect you”

And

“It’s not a choice I regret”

But I do regret

Losing you

Though I really know

I should feel

Better off

But I don’t

Maybe I’m still just lonely

Reaching out

For someone to hold

Or maybe I really

Did love you

A little bit

I dunno

But I guess I’ll just

Have to be ok alone

And we can pretend to be friends

Cuz yeah

We do care

Though maybe not as much

As we preciously

Had thought

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: A person standing in a kitchen with many cats around the

Description automatically generated with low confidence]Cat lady

[image: ]


2011

You don’t love me anymore

You think I am just a whore

So I will live with lots of cats

I will feed them lots of rats

They will poop down on my floor

And I will kick them out the door

This is my worst fear realized

Being alone for all my life

I will get drunk in the rain

I will feel no more pain

I will forget that you exist

Forget the first time that we kissed

I don’t need love anymore

I think men are just a bore
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