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Staring out 

Into the past that

I cannot fight....

Holding eternity

In my hands.

I hold the letter 

Unread, 

As I am afraid

That it will end me 

With reality.

Dear Jane,

Didn’t you know, 

He has moved on 

Anyhow.

Staring at the page,

Still blank.

That clock mocks

My productivity.

Deadline looms,

Fighting that block.

Needing to find

The happy place

Deep within my mind.

Productivity a blade,

Cutting away slices

Of my precious time.

Though it took

Near thirty years,

Childhood trauma

Is but a memory.

The resulting adulthood

Has taught me to speak,

And for my truth I stood.

For the me that I forged

In pain and regret,

Gently with grace

Life I have faced.

Can I hide deep within?

Use the words dripping

From my pen

To hide my faults somehow?

Make myself seem better

By weaving the words

Into a curtain to hide behind.

An illusion of sanity and of

Having my shit together,

Woven together in my attempt

To people please.

Laying down before you,

Pain upon my face.

Quiet is my truth

Because I know my place.

Too often have I argued,

Too often stood my ground.

Only to again find myself

Knocked back down.

So, instead of facing

That pain once more,

I will lay here ready

Just to bolt from the door.

Silence,

Is not golden.

Not when you speak

Of personal pain.

Your voice shakes,

Your whole world quakes.

And still  no one hear

The song blared

By the car driving past,

That they hear

The cry women are taught is fire

Because rape is unheard.

Truth is misunderstood,

But still you speak.

A truth that squeaks

Past a throat tight with fear.

Praying to be heard

In a world

That blares loudly.

A whispered scream

Is just ignored.

Holding my life together

With pins and needles,

Stitched little pieces

Made once again.

Tailoring supplies

To assist in the repair

Of a heart broken

By the passing of time.
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Sitting at your side,

Stories and Crafts,

History in your voice

as you spoke of dreams.

Shared passion,

Stories of love and humor.

Working to create,

What visions made.

What conversations came

All in family’s name.

Somehow you always knew

What could hold me like glue.
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To the Poet
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Your words resonate,

Bouncing around in my head.

The sound of the gong,

Blasting staccato.

Beating heart written

In meter and rhyme,

Showing me my soul

In your written line.
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To the moon,

Flying.

Hunting the night,

Dreaming.

Wild beauty across

The hunts night,

Shooting into the moon

Just to start dream

Again.

Soft whispers of encouraging words,

Caressing the ears of my beloved.

Offered comfort in practical ways.

That is how I love,

Safe and steady as earth,

Soft and flowing like water,

Light and comforting like air,

And all consuming like fire.

How do you love?

Is your love elemental?

A integral part of you?

Or something else,

A dream locked away in memory?

Love is unique,

Multiple facets and

The heart’s blocks of building.
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Life starts riding the surreal 

Looking at a child’s grave.

A life stolen with no chance

To really begin.

Just a name carved into stone, 

An angel of soul and wind.

No longer there,

Returned from where you came.

The visit to soothe the broken heart

A trip for the living to pretend.

How do you explain, 

That I would give anything 

Just to hold you once again? 

My love surprised me,

For no reason

Other than just

It’s Monday.

Vase in hand,

Roses stand.

White,  a symbol of purity.

Or is it insanity?

No gesture grand,

Just a sight to see...

His reason why?

To get a smile out of me.

In a day of no rest,

Chugging caffeine

Like the best,

Realization a sharpened blade,

Please make my mind

Stop it’s play!

For everyone else

The world stood still,

With the sands of slumber

They were blessed.

And there I lay,

Wanting only the basic rest.

During the day

Micro naps snapping

at my heels,

And at night,

Though exhausted,

My brain is turning

empty hamster wheels.

All hail the goddess,

Caffeina of the cup.

Holding a exhausted hot mess

From flubbing everything up.

All pray to her lady,

Caffeina the blessed,

In hopes that today

I will be able to rest.

And if all else fails,

Lean quite heavily...

And grab a small catnap

Where no one else can see.

I can’t believe

That I could so easily,

Lose a vital part of me.

I looked for it here,

I looked for it there.

My voice is gone,

It’s not anywhere.

It was here when I

Laid down last night,

I know that for sure

Cause I yelled in the fight.

I had my say,

So did he.

Now my voice

Went and left me.

Perhaps it was regret,

My voice left over.

Perhaps it was just tired

And sore.

But all I know is I cannot

Find it anymore.

Going into battle,

Strong at your side.

No one can defeat

The pair of us allied.

The world has never seen

A pair like we can be,

Stronger together,

Especially if times are lean.

So though we might have doubts,

When the battle comes to our door,

All that we will do

Is knock it down,  ready for more!

Alice said to one and all

The looking glass is about to fall.

It bounced around inside my head

Til I half way thought I was dead.

It’s bigger inside than it’s out,

With the inside filled up with doubt.

The glass somehow reflects sin,

Leaving us no way at all to win.

Be gentle with her,

Don’t You see?

She is the softest of us all.

A heart so wild and free.

A heart of a child,

Broke once to  many

She has a soul of an ancient

And scars in abundance.

Who cursed you,

With the heart to feel

Forever in a moment?

Dreams are not meant

To be painful.

Did you ask for this curse,

Or was it lain at your feet?

When did you stop your reach

For your truth finally?

Blind your soul,

Let yourself grow!

Too much to feel

Doesn’t make the world

Any less real.

Stripping layer after layer,

Taking away your halo.

Sainthood is free of dreams.

Stripping away the vestments,

For not all priests are holy.

Sensual caress,

Skin against skin.

There is but one thing left,

One more thing left to remove.

Wings don’t suit you, 

Let me give you horns!

You mouth speaks

Vile and dark,

Filthy words of judgment

In sacred places.

You focus on what you

Have done so wrong,

Speaking regrets in

Your own home.

Filthy words,

Filled with hate and doubt.

Resonate around your soul,

Your most sacred home.

We fell like flowers,

Cut away too soon..

Our stalks cut out from under us,

All before we could bloom.

Life disposable,

So we had the moment. 

And in the moment,

We fell like flowers

Quietly to the ground.

Each story you tell

Falls over heavily,

Too much weight,

Discrepancies.

If the truth you spoke,

I would swear your heart

Coldly was broke,

For you seem to do naught

But tell the lie.

Behind the words you hide

Deeper with each separate lie.

The graveyard of lies,

No discrepancy hides.

Leaving you the only fool

Standing here.

I’m sorry,

I continue forgetting.

To be what you want

Me to be.

I continue to do

What you asked,

Me not to do.

I forget to care,

That I was not who you

Think I should be.

I have been forgetting

To crunch myself

Into your expectations.

Childhoods end

Means reaching a time,

Where you hide tears

Under a I am fine.

You excuse things

That caused pain,

Just to save your

Already injured brain.

Sanity becomes the

Ultimate guessing game,

For though we all die

Will it be sane?

A child born

I could not blame,

For circumstances

From which he came.

Still,  I lie.

For reality cannot be

For a mother to accept

A child for love alone.

So,  for love of child,

Justice was undone

For desire of the child

Apparently meant choice

For the father.

So many times I have spoken 

Truth within me weaves, 

An apparently invisible tapestry. 

Still I pass into a voiceless reality. 

Nothing I say is ever believed,

So I have to wonder why I 

Ever try to articulate.

Speak clearly,

Speak true,

And still be told 

You are lying too. 

Don’t try hiding your light

In the umbra of another,

The shadows don’t stand

Against the brightness

With which you shine.

You see only the darkness,

Though you shine.

That light of yours

Leaves the ignorant

Blind.

Driving away,

From all I have known.

Pretending that the fog,

Is not heavy sitting upon my soul.

Choices made,

Years ago.

Acted like forever,

Only for it to end in a day.

The rear-view mirror

Hides
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