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  A couple of these poems were previously published on coffeehouse writers.


   


   


  We all have mental gremlins that try to take us apart. No matter what...remember...The Gremlins always Lie!
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  I’m Creating Misery


  Worry


  When Do Thoughts


  Perception


  The voices within


  In the depth of my mind


  What is Poetry


  Hello It’s Me


  Your Words Cut Me


  Perhaps In


  When the love poems


  I have collected poetry


  I Did Not Write Today


  Tomorrow


  The wind whispered


  Therapy


  she died a little


  If tomorrow starts without me


  The whispers of my madness


  The pen ran dry


  It is not you, I promise


  If I only had a brain


  Don’t Change


  Her


  Coming Home to Secrets


  Bare Soul


  Advice to your Past Self


  Change
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  You Were my World


  Imagination


  I am Glass


  We are good at surviving


  Travel My Child


  How do you determine worth


  I am as I have always been


  A Name on an Endless Wall


  most beautiful angels


  Crimson tones set up


  Hugs Are Best when Shared


  Deleting Words Gave


  Mike


  Survival


  Talking to Myself


  The Hole In my Heart


  The Wall


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Perception,


  ever changing.


  Evolving.


   


  Today is covered by the


  Misty haze of what once was,


  Again testing the waters


  Of memory.


   


  Drowning in  my own choices,


  was it right or wrong,


  Unknown,


  Just going with the flow.


   


   


  Advice to your past self


   


   


  Dear child,


  don't be so hard on yourself,


  Life comes with a cost


  that you need not add to.


   


  The divine will bring you


  all that you need if you only


  have faith and believe.


   


  You will make it through this


  for you were made to survive,


  more than just that,


  you were made to thrive.


   


   


   


   


  When the light drains


  from the poetry,


  and I stand with the dark closing in


  who do I become?


   


  Are the words all I am,


  nothing new to know?


  Or does the poetry reflect


  one mirror of my soul?


   


  Is the image just a flat mirage,


  an illusion I once tried desperately to hold?


  Or is it a physical manifestation


  of who I really am?


   


   


   


   


  somewhere along the line


  I lost the shame in m y mind


  the pain and the memories still remain


  but somehow I am whole again.


   


  The shame was what tore me


  broke me in two,


  because I should have prevented


  somehow I should have knew.


   


  So the shame brought the doubt


  that even the truth couldn't deny


  Leaving me broken,


  with my mind buying the lie.


   


   


   


   


  Do you hear me,


  In reality?


  Or does it make it easier


  to say that you do?


   


  Your voice is strong


  When you speak


  Of my quiet,


  When I was saying


  so much to you.


   


   


  Squiggles


   Seventy pages


   Is it art though?


   


  Doubts wrapped in between


  The covers of the sketchbook.


  The moments of muse


  Speaking to the pencil lead.


   


  Is it art? I can't say.


  It is growth.


   


  Fighting to expression


  Fighting for the dreams.


   


  And somehow it managed


  To be pride.


   


   


   


   


   


   


  Unconditional,


  no questions asked,


  that is the love that was


  always always meant to last.


   


  The love that builds the soul,


  reforms the heart,


  making sure it is whole.


   


  Though the dreams


  were torn apart,


  the strength of


  unconditional love


  will build the pieces


  and restore it to


  the sandman's glee.


   


   


  
    	Section 1


    	Section 2


    	Section 3


    	Section 4


    	Section 5


    	Section 6


    	Section 7


    	Section 8


    	Section 9


    	Section 10


    	Section 11


    	Section 12


    	Section 13


    	Section 14


    	Section 15


    	Section 16


    	Section 17


    	Section 18


    	Section 19


    	Section 20


    	Section 21


    	Section 22


    	Section 23


    	Section 24


    	Section 25


    	Section 26


    	Section 27


    	Section 28


    	Section 29


    	Section 30


    	Section 31


    	Section 32


    	Section 33


    	Section 34


    	Section 35


    	Section 36


    	Section 37


    	Section 38


    	Section 39


    	Section 40


    	Section 41


    	Section 42


    	Section 43


    	Section 44


    	Section 45


    	Section 46


    	Section 47


    	Section 48


    	Section 49


    	Section 50


    	Section 51


    	Section 52


    	Section 53


    	Section 54


    	Section 55


    	Section 56


    	Section 57


    	Section 58


    	Section 59


    	Section 60


    	Section 61


    	Section 62


    	Section 63


    	Section 64


    	Section 65


    	Section 66


    	Section 67


    	Section 68


    	Section 69


    	Section 70


    	Section 71


    	Section 72


    	Section 73


    	Section 74


    	Section 75


    	Section 76


    	Section 77


    	Section 78


    	Section 79

  

OEBPS/Images/image0002.png





OEBPS/Images/image0001.png





