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			Foreword

			Poetry has always been my lifeline—a way to cope with the darkness inside my head, especially when it felt like I couldn’t find my way out.

			Hey, folks,

			I wasn’t originally going to write a foreword. After all, I felt the book itself—its poems—would speak louder than anything I could say. However, upon reflection and reading through some early drafts and hearing feedback from friends, I realized there are a few things worth sharing upfront to help frame the collection and offer a bit of clarity on what’s behind it.

			At first, I toyed with the idea of publishing under a pseudonym, mainly because of the sensitive topics I address—things that are very personal, raw, and which could be uncomfortable for some, including my family. But in the end, I decided to use my real name. I came to understand that the heart of this book is about honesty, vulnerability, and breaking down the walls that often keep us from sharing our struggles. If my words can reach someone in a way that helps, then I owe it to myself and to my children to be genuine.

			This collection is a snapshot of my life, with poems spanning from adolescence to the present, reflecting both the highs and lows that have shaped me. In some ways, it’s a map of my journey through depression, illness, and healing, with glimmers of hope and moments of clarity woven throughout. You will find that many of my poems emerge from a place of darkness. But they are never just dark. For me, poetry has been an act of balance—acknowledging the heavy but always seeking the light. It’s my hope that, in reading these poems, you’ll find something you can relate to, whether it’s the sadness, the joy, the struggle, or the moments of peace.

			The poems are divided into two chapters. Chapter 1 delves into my beginnings as an artist and sets the stage for where a lot of my poetry comes from—my adolescent memories and experiences, my time in the military, and how poetry became my refuge during the darkest times of my mental health struggles. It also touches on the physical toll my illness took, culminating in a liver transplant. These poems are the raw foundation of my journey—a time when I learned how to use words to escape, or at least manage, the chaos in my mind.

			In Chapter 1 I offer you a short explanation of my inspiration for creating the poems and the mindset behind them.

			Chapter 2 explores how life’s many moments, both big and small, serve as fertile ground for poetry. The poems here are often open to interpretation, blending the literal with the metaphorical. It’s in this section that I confront themes of mortality, family, brotherhood, and the complex emotions that come with growth. These poems reflect a mix of gratitude, acceptance, and the tough lessons learned along the way. I explore my relationship with death, but also with life, and the moments that, when looked at closely, reveal deeper meanings—sometimes in ways I didn’t fully understand when I wrote them. I share poems about the quiet, grounding moments of life—those that help us reconnect with what truly matters.

			As someone who lives with depression, I understand how hard it can be to see the light at the end of the tunnel. But I also know that, sometimes, just staying is the most important thing. So, my message before you dive into these pages is simple: Stay. Stay for the future you that can find happiness and fulfillment. Stay for the relationships that are still to come, the opportunities you haven’t yet had, the person you can become. Stay—for the stories you can tell, the lives you can touch, and the beauty that can still be found. Just stay.

			Thank you for reading.

			Rob

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Where it started:

			I started writing poetry for myself to work through my emotions, trying to find a way to stop them bubbling over at the most inappropriate times. Some I wrote as acknowledgement of a person that I was unable to convey when they were alive or was unable to say due to the circumstances at the time. Some are just emotions turned into thoughts written on paper; others are circuit breakers for my mind. I didn’t write any of them thinking I would share; poetry was just my little secret, a release for all the troubles in my head and the emotions that I struggle to contain.

			As life goes on, we gain partners with whom we can share our insecurities and so it was for me. I shared my poetry with my wife, who encouraged me to share it with others. It has taken twenty-plus years of encouragement, a liver transplant, and the death of my younger brother to get me to share.

		

	
		
			The Poet

			I cut myself with words, so it is ink that leaks and not my life.

			I mutilate my mind in frustration to show you my emotion.

			I self-denigrate to avoid the slight of being called a degenerate.

			I offer you my open chest that you may see my beating heart.

			I am swallowed whole by the monster of darkness.

			I am drowning in the oily depths of despair.

			I am consumed by a frenzy to write out my madness.

			I am cursed to replay every one of my darkest days.

			I see the worst in myself and question life’s value.

			I see beauty in absolute chaos and nature’s cruelty.

			I see the world cartwheeling toward insanity.

			I see peace in death.

			The poet.

		

	
		
			Jimmy

			It has taken me nearly thirty years to be happy to share this poem. I believe it was my first real commitment to poetry, and I have been writing on and off ever since. So much has happened in the last thirty years that has changed me, not least of which was meeting my father, having a family, losing loved ones—just life, really.

			This poem has always been a touchstone in my life and gives me pause to reflect. To question if I really am being true to my promise of providing a roof, a bed, and a dinner table to my friends and family.

			The Sullivan family, Jimmy and Shirley Sullivan, took me in when things were overwhelming for my mother after my stepfather went missing looking for a property boundary west of Winton, Qld.; he was never found.

			The generosity of spirit to take in a young boy to look after when they already had three young sons and a baby daughter is a testament to country people who always band together to support others when times are tough.
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			Jimmy

			Jimmy, you meant so much to me and your family of four.

			Three little boys and a girl made four.

			Your loving wife you left alone.

			In this mulga country, alone is alone.

			The red dust aggravates and the hot wind burns.

			This red country takes and takes; it took my uncle, my stepfather too.

			Now it’s got you.

			You worked so hard, your fingers to the bone.

			Shore 5,000 sheep, all on your own.

			Something had to give, I really should have known,

			For a slight man you had a heart so big.

			Who would have thought it would let you down.

			That heart so big it took me in when no one else would,

			A small child whom tragedy had struck, to lose the only father he had ever known.

			You were like a father to me; you gave your love freely.

			What you had was a gift, a very beautiful thing, a gift of love and generosity.

		

	
		
			 

			Did you finally give too much of that great big heart

			That it just caved in or was it something else?

			Maybe the drought, endless days pulling scrub,

			The heartache from watching stock die.

			Whatever happened I’ll never know.

			But at least you died close to the things you love,

			The red dirt, those grey mulga hills, and three little boys that had to make a long walk home.

			A long walk home to tell a devastated mother that you were lying in the dirt alone.

			Lying in the dirt, dead before you hit the ground.

			That great big heart stopped still to take you away to a better place.

			To greener pastures and rolling hills.

			Jimmy, you’ve left this world a lonelier place.

			I can only try to give the same as you gave to me.

			To look for the good and give life an opportunity.

			Jimmy, you meant so much to me.

		

	
		
			Voices

			I cannot begin to understand how the mind works. I believe my experience with unwanted voices in my head stems from tragedy and trauma. Not long after Jimmy’s passing, I was a victim of sexual abuse, an event that still affects me to this day. After this incident, I began to have intrusive thoughts that would loop. I was unable to find a way to break this loop. It seemed the harder I tried, the louder the voices got. Another component of my voices was that I was unable to regulate the volume of my internal monologue. This was to the point of being unable to read without the words shouting at me. This was also the beginning of my struggle with depression and thoughts of suicide. Or, as I like to call it, “ending it all.” This is a lifelong struggle that poetry has helped me live with. I have come a long way on this journey with the help of my wife and my children and professional help. I am now able to accept what happened to me and see it as part of my life’s journey. To put the icing on this cake of misfortune, this event also marked the end of my dreaming. I have not had a vivid dream in nearly thirty years. It felt like a gate had been closed or a part of me had been stolen. I guess that is true on a few different levels. It may be
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