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dedicated to all those who have

felt lost, depressed, lonely, and broken.

there is life after pain.

“The world breaks everyone and afterward many are strong at the broken places. But those that will not break it kills. It kills the very good and the very gentle and the very brave impartially. If you are none of these you can be sure it will kill you too but there will be no special hurry.”

― Ernest Hemingway, A Farewell to Arms
Author’s Note
I am perhaps the last person I ever imagined would publish a book of poems. Not because I don’t write poetry, but because I have always felt shackled by the ideals that others have of poetry. In grade school and then university, I was at odds with teachers who would tell me that my poetry wasn’t following the rules. What rules? I struggled to mark my words as haiku or write stanzas that had the perfect amount of alliteration. 

One of my strangest experiences with poetry came in a university class where the professor insisted for poetry to be meaningful, that it had to play with grammar, or in some ways, show a story through the physical words. I didn’t agree. I tried to bend to these rules, but it didn’t match my style. 

When I wrote poetry, the technical matter of words was merely a tool, like a paint brush whisking away across the paper. To me, there are no rules in poetry—only emotions. Poetry can be overly dramatic, sappy, and often pretentious. Yet, every now and then, there is a truth to it that sweeps across the ages of time. I make no promises that my poetry will prevail. All I promise is that it is true, at least, to me.
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“September 11th”
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September 11th, 2000 was a regular day,

But no one was to know that one year later,

A bad attack would hurt the states.

The twin towers no longer stand.

Now it is 2003, 2nd anniversary.

Cry we must, pray we did.

Sad families ruined forever,

Never to see loved ones again

A war is stated down in Iraq

The States have suffered enough

Help they need.

But they’ll stand till the very end.

––––––––
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Note: I wrote this poem when I was 10 years old (2003). It is my earliest surviving work. I make no claim that it’s genius or profound, but it is part of my history and the evolution of my psyche.
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“The Year I Never Saw”
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One hundred years
Since the year I never saw

One hundred years watching,

Waiting

Wondering in awe.

I looked at you all,

As you grew, as you died too.

Like weeds you continued,

Flowering and disintegrating

As summers faded into cold fall.

So much has changed—

And yet, the world

Is still the same.

So much I have never done,

And never will.

We move through time

And yet, we change nothing.

A short life or a long life—

The end is the same.

Carved stone and 6 feet of sediment,

That hold your bones as flesh turns back

To feed the earth.

––––––––
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One hundred years
Since the year I never saw,

And yet, I still feel it—

I feel it all.
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“Once”
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I loved you once,
even though it was strange

I loved you through it all,

the inconvenience,

and the pain.

I loved you once,

then again.

I loved you twice-

and then a third.

I loved you,

even when it hurt.
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“Walls”
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The taller and stronger you build up those walls in your mind, 
the harder and slower they fall.

Sure, today you feel safe and secure, inside your castle. 

Tomorrow though, when the gates are flooded—

and they come crashing in—

who will be your saviour?

You keep what loves you away 

you press against all hope, so then, 

when your demons come,

you are alone.
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“Please”
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I aim to please.
Please myself.

Excuse you.

Walk out of my way.

You're nothing.

I am everything.

No -

I will not listen.

I tried it your way,

weak, broken, shattered.

You are nothing.

I will walk away.

Before I am battered.

What will hold me back?

You've evaporated.

This glass

no longer has a crack.

I fixed me,

I deleted you.
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“Faltered Reality”
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Shot -
of whiskey

Shot -

of rum

Drown your sorrow in

a couple of coolers.

Shot -

of something that burns going down.

Shot -

Was that vodka?

Suddenly we're

on the dance floor

moving to songs I've never heard

skin touches skin

slowly,

then faster and longer

moving to a beat,

generating heat

Shot -

was that tequila?

Ten more minutes

two more,

move back to the floor

swaying to a new song.

The scene changes,

I can't remember how.

We're behind the wheel,

racing like the wind.

I feel your lips,

almost numb,

but they're there.

Kiss -

one two three

Kiss -

I can't remember my name

World's out of control,

It's all a blur.

Kiss -

I can't remember your name.

You touch,

I touch.

Blackout.
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“Seven Sins”
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I am proud of who I am,
I have passion that lusts for another,

I have wrath against those who

have wronged my loved ones,

I envy those who are at peace,

I am greedy when it comes to happiness,

I am sloth on my weakest days,

empty and amiss,

and sometimes I feel gluttony,
and consume too much
of this finite world.
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