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A chance 
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When do I get a chance 

To take the leap of faith 
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Holding me back 

Pinning me down 

I can’t fly without wings 
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I want it all 

The dream is its own reality 

Happy, free, with all my love 

The nightmare turned to dust 

––––––––
[image: image]


I had the dream last night 

All I ever wanted 

All I’d ever dreamed 

As it always ends, the dream turns to dust 

I believe it when I know I should mistrust 

All I ever wanted 

All I’d ever dreamed 

Gone in the blink of an eye 
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I see it all 

I have it in my hands 

But blood is thicker than water 

And the way I bleed is torture 

A machine gun and mortar 

And I no longer hold the vision 

––––––––
[image: image]


I wanted it all 

That was the plan 

Put to action through sweat and tears 

True it comes but at what cost 
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I chose my battle and won 

Does what I win choose me? 
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Snowman
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What is your favourite season?

As mine changes frequently
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I copy and care

Wanting something in common

Yet it does not make much of a difference

To how I am seen in your eyes
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We get closer, then one of us falls

For another person

A better person

One to whom I cannot compete
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They grabbed the attention of yours

The attention that I yearned for

As I slip from your memory

Like an uninteresting conversation
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I replace each friendship

And every relationship

With one which I believe is better
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They like different things

And now so do I

But the end result never waivers
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She loves winter.

The snowmen you build

Better than those real people

As you share your secrets to the fake,

Like a child does to an imaginary friend

Instead of sharing them with me
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She shared with another

Who spoke and answered back exactly what I used to say
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Aware of the light 
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In quiet rooms where thoughts swirl 

Heavy clouds darken the space 

Unseen by the world 

The heart struggles to speak 
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Each path of the day winds 

Twists and turns, the path steepens 

Hope rises and falls like waves 

In the silent sea of storms 
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Friends laugh but your laughter lingers 

Smiles hide your hidden ache 

Your mind fills with questions 
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Where is the light? 
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Dreams appear distant,

Just out of reach 
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Despite the pain, a flicker remains 

A fight to the surface, spark something new 
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Each new sunrise brings new choices 

Take a small step, or none at all 

Your peace is hidden in the chaos 

Piece by piece, the spark will heal 
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Behind the Mask 
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I wake abruptly from my sleep. 

A weary routine, a secret I keep. 

The halls of life, a distant scene, 

Surrounded by friends yet I am unseen. 
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Joy fills the air. 

Laughter echoes, I’m burdened by despair. 

In this smiling room, I wear a mask, 

Embrace the positivity. Complete the task. 
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In corridors of shadows, I navigate, 

A silent traveller in a world so great. 

Faces I meet, like the calm of the sea, 

But the depths of my struggle, it cannot be. 

––––––––
[image: image]


I chase the echoes of my past delight, 

Yet darkness engulfs, concealing the light. 

A dress of yours with threads of cheer, 

I stand alone, a spectator here. 
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Lessons taught and knowledge shared, 

my mind drifts, no longer heard. 

A discontent lingers as I feel myself hide, 

Since the life I love is a horrible ride. 
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Among whispered conversations, I stand lost, 

An outsider in a gathering exhaust. 

The weight of pretence, a heavy cloud, 

Hiding my cries, beneath the laughter loud. 
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Days grow wearier, hope fades away, 

I walk through the motions as a colourless grey. 

The cheeriness of friends, the harsh contrast, 

As I struggle in silence, pain will never pass. 
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Rhythm and rhyme are the final straw. 

As my truth inside is nothing but raw. 

Truth remains buried, yet I still hear the cries, 

Of a “Loving” childhood that was nothing but lies. 
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Putting my face on, stringing the details along. 

The perfect painting, I stand behind. Gone. 

The positivity I display, a delicate art, 

While inside, I weep, a fragmented heart. 
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The weight of it all, a heavy strain, 

Bound by silence, words in vain. 

A lonely battle, my spirit weak. 

I wake abruptly from my sleep. 
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Beyond the Act 
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I watch you stir, greet the world once more, 

A gentle rise, a peaceful awakening. 

Through the morning haze, your form takes shape,  

A portrait of restfulness, untouched by despair. 
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The canvas of your days, painted with care,  

Each stroke is a testament to the joy you embrace.  

Around you, a fabric of laughter and friendship, 

Made from threads of moments shared. 
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Unseen, unfelt, your emotions unheard,  

A tornado concealed beneath a gentle surface.  

In the corridors of life, your presence is a sunbeam,  

Warming the lives of those who gather with me. 
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Innocent laughter, unburdened glee, 

They ripple through the air, a melody of delight.  

In this symphony of togetherness, you play your part,  

Unaware that you’re the conductor of this band. 
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Lessons and tales flow around you, like a river flows on land 

The stream of knowledge, of connection.  

Your presence, a stone, sending ripples outward, 

Yet, the depths of your struggles remain submerged. 
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Each day, a step in a dance, the pirouette diverged, 

And in this choreography, your movements are sure. 

Your place is secured within this narrative,  

Does your script conceal lines of unknown perchance? 
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Your canvas, your symphony, your dance,  

They tell stories, create the rhythm of life.  

For your performance is seamless, the art of pretend,  

And we applaud your happiness, yet the mirror is unclear. 
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A smile, a word, a gesture sincere,  

We gather them as petals, not knowing they're fragile.  

We add to your bouquet. 

The colour within withers. I can
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