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To those who are fighting all their battles internal, Keep fighting! You are so much more than you know. You are a warrior, and your ancestors would be proud.

 


 

 

In the name of Brighid

I will march my internal armies

Onto internal battlefields

To fight for me again.

 

Armed with the pen,

For verse is the

only weapon

I know well.

 

I am ready to start 

A war for my own soul

Strong and hale.

 


 

 

 

Drifting, not entirely lost,

But not tethered,

Trying to figure out

What is next for me.

 

My path is undefined,

Grown thick with weeds,

And I don't know what direction

The stars are supposed to lead.

 

 


 

 

 

Hunger gnawing the internal fields,

Nothing seems like it will fill

The unending well created within...

 

The shame starts,

The internal blame game...

I could be what everyone else wants

If I just didn't need to eat.

 

Fighting to force the desire

To ignore that gnawing pain,

Knowing that I do have to eat

To fuel my tired brain.

 


 

 

 

Perception accounts for so many

Weapons of self destruction,

Truth is not always the way

That we see it to be.

 

To you I will always be the victim

To your obvious villain,

And I will likely always

 see it differently.

 

 


 

 

The words meant something different

to the child from whom the word 

happiness had been hidden.

 

Though the dictionary still 

spoke the words the same,

the comprehension was not 

what all others knew.

 

 


 

 

Choosing your battles 

is easier said than done,

when all you face seems to find 

you only left alone.

 

No choice you make 

possibly right,

but still the field is laid

ready for the fight.

 

 

 


 

 

We all have our vices,

The way that we survived,

Mine is not better than yours

Just different you understand.

 

Some are addicted to the high

And do anything to obtain,

Others live immersed 

In their own delusions

To ignore the pain.

 

No matter what you do

To help you get through...

Surviving is the mode 

That most of us are in.

 

 


 

 

I see the finish line,

I want to run,

Because I know that I am

So nearly done...

 

And yet I know

That if I do,

I will stumble

Before I am through.

 

 


 

 

Lonely is more than a word,

Lonely is waking up to no one to call,

Lonely is knowing that you have not a single

Soul that would notice if you disappeared...

 

Lonely is lifting everyone else

So that they can climb,

As you feel the quicksand

eating at your feet...

 

Lonely is not wanting to cook 

Because it will be more than you can eat,

Lonely is looking around in a crowd

And knowing that you have no seat.
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