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Author’s Note

Trigger Warning:


[image: ]


These poems were written by a person with mental health issues and as such are sometimes hard to read. There are mentions of mental, emotional, physical, and sexual abuse, all of which the author profusely and outspokenly abhors.

If you or those you love are in an abusive situation and live in the United States call the National Domestic Violence Hotline at 1-800-799-7233.

If you are having suicidal thoughts reach out to your friend or support group or call the National Suicide Hotline at 988.
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Welcome to my mind, these poems are an extension of who I am and the emotions in which I struggle to feel. I write these poems, and publish them, not only to help my mind to cope but to also show others they are not alone in their trauma and healing. I hope all who open these pages are made to think about life, whether from my words or their own ideas.
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Words of Wisdom


Wisdom comes from experience

Experience comes from failure

Failure, therefore, is just wisdom to be gained.
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Reincarnation
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Fireflies chase each other through the night,

each flickering light

a reminder of the impermanence of life.

Nothing we can do will stop the march of time

and in the same we will never conquer death.

It’s okay that we will lose that battle eternally,

for if we won would life still be so beautiful?

Would we lose our urge to learn,

to grow,

to enjoy our lives?

Would we grow cold and spiritless?

Take deep breaths

and enjoy the stay,

each new journey teaches more

and each new lesson progresses the mind.

We stand before our judges

at the end of our adventures,

their scrutiny rightfully tough

as we are judged by our beliefs.

Moral lives and good deeds

send us to a paradise of our own making

while our own bad acts and evil personalities

have us sent back into the fray.

Rest and peace

are the goals for humanity

but there is no rest and peace

until humanity learns to be humane.
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Trauma on Trial
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Every breath I take

is like clawing to hold on

to a life I haven’t wanted for years.

The vessel of which I possess

is broken beyond the hope of repair.

I want to move on

to a place where I am safe,

and happy,

and healthy.

I have fought for twenty-five years

and yet am still in a spiritual prison

I cannot escape without losing.

The ending of the war

I seek to bring to life

is made impossible by the faulty genes I carry.

I have the strength of an army,

and the resilience of a pack of hungry wolves.

Fighting and frothing at the mouth,

a normal day in the life

of a broken minded warrior.
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Word Bombs
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Words trapped in the back of the throat

vomited through filters of anger and pain

caused by centuries of lessons

trapped and passed through the genes of men.

Bombs passed on

from mother to son,

and father to daughter.

Timed to detonate under pressure

in a shell cracked by parental ineptitude.

Claws made of iron dust

causing fissures and damage before being fired.

Kerosene spread over generations

gaslight by guardians who refuse to admit to being wrong.

How do we expect trees to grow

in a forest of blaze and fire?

Words of abuse

shoved like gravel and concrete down the gullet.

Voices full of stone

Unobserved by the rivers of society.
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Holding on to Sanity
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My art wasn’t meant for you

it was meant for me

locked in a box

in a place you will never see.

A place so far

in the recesses of my mind,

forgotten and dusty

in a place left behind.

I cry

and I plead

and all these thoughts?

I pray they soon concede.

Trapped wholly in a cage

with my thoughts all alone,

no hope left to give

this ol’ dog one more bone.

My pain seeps out to others

and it starts to poison all roots,

no laces left to tighten

these strong, sturdy boots.

I want to stay

on terra firma, grounded,

instead of in my mind

listening to alarms being sounded.

Weakness is a door

I refuse to even crack,

the scales are off balance

and the world is out of whack.

Nobody can help me anymore,

only I can.

And today?

I will be my own man.
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Rhyme Off
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I stand here on the pylon

watching life just pile on,

trying to put my smile on

noose tightening on the throat like a python.

The world tells me to carry on

and I’ll stand here to sing my song.

My story is quite long

so, let’s not tarry along.

A life lived in a broken home,

no one there when you’re all alone

and the pain begins with a broken bone.

No sticks around, only stone.

Written down in a bloody tome,

no place to live, only roam.

No rhyme or reason,

no change of season.

I had tried to appease them

and now we’re left grieving.

A family on thin ice

with only room for cries,

we’re quiet as mice

with nothing left for them to use to entice.

I haven’t gotten my slice

and my aim is very precise.
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