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When you feel frozen by life – don’t worry, You are just adjusting to what has come before.
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After I have gone,

And mother nature has

long forgotten me,

though you should grieve,

I will no longer care.

I will no longer be bothered,

as nature is not bothered

by the passing of man through

it's holdings. And I shall be

untouchable more than you are now.

At first I came on tumblr

looking for prompts,

trying to improve my poetry...

Then it was an escape...

from you everyday.

I could be myself,

Not worrying if I was blue

or emotional one day.

It was easier for me

my mind to say...

I didn't have to pretend

that I was

Who you expected of me.

I didn't have to act

the person I didn't

know how to be.

Still I have my heart

in the right place

Not everyone can see,

Otherwise you

Would understand me.

Feeling like I am

fighting an uphill battle

Learning how to live in

A world that is not

Kind to the soul...

Even though I need kindness.

Brain freeze -

reaching the speech center.

Instead of being verbose

I am struggling to have a vocabulary.

The cold setting in,

isolating the thoughts

creating the sensation

of an empty head...

Though it is a pretty summer day,

I have thoughtcicles forming

in the mindscape.

Poetry is more than

love verses and rhymes,

Sometimes it is pure misery

bled copiously

sometimes the poet uses

it to mainline

feelings of the past that are

keeping them alive...

But if all that you see

poetry to be,

is that heartfelt ode

to a love fleeting...

Then perhaps you were never able

to understand what poetry was to start with.

The difference between us

I am bothered by how alike we are,

I fight to reign in the voice

that I speak with sounding

so carelessly of yours...

trying not to be the person

that judges so hurtfully...

The difference between us

you seem to be bothered by

is how much I am not like you...

the things that I do

because I have grown

in my own way...

to survive the life laid out before me.

The difference between us

is not as great as either of us can see

for though we are still different,

often times there is

A unique diversity to each...

but part of you is still in me.

Flee!

before they can

do more than has

already been done.

Fight!

The world is not safe

for a soul such as yours.

Freeze!

maybe they won't see

the you hidden in invisibility.

Fawn!

Be what they want

and you can do no wrong.

Fold!

For you can't stop the pain

no matter what you do.

Can I call it grief

if you are not dead?

you are gone from my life

just another shadow in my head...

And then I am struck

by the absence I feel

with no way to reach out to you...

can I call it grief

as it is a part of me that is gone,

and I find that I have no idea

how to be whole again.

I grieve for the part of me

that I entrusted to you,

and though you yet live

I mourn the connection

that is no longer true.

When does the trauma stop?

New therapist,  

means that once again

The mirror is brought out

and the pasts light is blinding...

Going back to watch

the child go through

it all over again...

reliving,

refeeling,

revealing.

Because of a change of venue

Again I must go through.

The beginning of an era,

as the writer lifts the pen

another story to begin.

Each book for the author,

another era of their life,

lived in the chapter...

the character, and the story-line.

So, as the author lays down the pen

and the story is done,

So again does another era

Come around to being done.

My heart freezes,

sure that I have messed up.

Expected blows

making the fear flow.

I know by now

that you are not those

whose heavy voices

landed in my head,

reminding me of

my own inadequacies.

The past bites at the heart,

the past chews at the soul,

and then I react to

what has come before.

Still only see

What you want to believe.

Why is it that you

Don't try to understand?

Instead you see only

What you think should be?

It doesn't matter if I try

You chose always to deny.

It doesn't matter if I am true

You chose only to believe you.

Standing before the microphone,

Frozen....

The words written down,

Just got to read them...

But the stares coming

from the crowd.

The judgment is flowing,

Hardening my soul as

I attempt to speak...

All I can manage is a squeek.

I wanted to be some beatnik

Poetry dripping from my lips,

Slamming with the best of them...

And yet I am just going to be sick

Though the words were flowing,

The thoughts were frozen...

backed up behind a dam

of emotional trash,

built by gremlins inside my head.

Nothing was making sense,

was it really meant to?

Nothing was connecting...

gibberish flowing from the poet's pen

knowing I could not handle the emotional whirlwind.

So instead I froze them,

froze me, so hopefully,

the poetry would heal

what I could not see...

what I would not see,

Needfully.

We lived in sterile little boxes,

No emotions to be felt.

We lived in polite little shells,

for that was how the image was kept.

Images are black and white,

with not a color drop one,

And here I am the purple child

trying to understand why I was unloved.

I had done no wrong,

though it took so long for me to see,

all I did was live a life

filled with a rainbow

mentality.

I could not be the sterile child,

perfect and polite,

the lady I was expected to be,

always happy and eager...

always right.

I was the child who thought

differently...

whose strength was in their

flexibility.

You chose to chip away

At the confidence I had built,

A mountain of uncertainty blocking

You from my minor certainty

You think I am doing anything

Somehow better because I have

An illusionary certainty

Projecting some version of

Having control...

I am shaking in my skin,

My anxiety eating

the entirety of my stomach...

My brains leaking out of my ears...

But yeah...I got this.

The comments you made...

That had me wanting to delete it...

To delete the program

I even created it in...
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Because you plan on

saying that again...

I knowing that I

will never be able

To do anything with the

lack of flaw,

Knowing that I have

to wonder if

I can trust you at all...

Because though you said

you were sorry...

In the next breath

you broke those words...

In the next breath you turned

out a little bit worse

Because you said that

you would always

Do it just the same.

The silence in my head screams,

it's icicles that fall from the roof

on a winter day

it's raindrops on a tin roof

in the middle of the night

it's the static on a television

left on way too long

It's all of my thoughts

the silence in my head screams

there is so much of it...

there is nothing exactly in it

but yet it is filled with everything

everything the world wants

me to know

everything I am supposed to be

everything I have to do

Everyone I am supposed to be

everything I am

everything I am

and yet

the silence in my head screams
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As I left the shared spaces,

In trying not to lose

the shared faces,

I found myself going gentler

than I wanted.

I wanted to rage,

to make a scene,

And make my feelings known.

Instead I found myself shrinking,

Freezing my anger...

Freezing my hurt.

Not because you deserved kind,

But those who knew us

Did not deserve the rain.

Tore up the last photo,

As I sit on the mountain

of confetti...

I wonder quietly why it is

That it took me so long to see.

The moments I overlooked,

Because of my feelings for you,

And how I ignored everyone else

Saying I should move on too.

The demands to change

When you were perfect,

Never mind the tears

Because you wouldn't hear.

So though it was

a long time coming,

I am blinded by truth...

Sitting here wishing that you

Loved me like I had loved you.

As I sit here frozen

unsure how to move forward...

I ignored all of the flags,

Regardless of color...

Because I believed the best

In you, in me, in all we could be...

Yeah I was deep in fantasy.

So now that reality has smacked me

And I am forced to replace

The adventure I had planned

With another story out of hand...

Well, I am frozen with indecision.

This time do I try to reach out

for the coming of age quirky tale

Or relax into the ghost tale

Of the girl I once was?

I dated you because I hated me,

In all truth and reality,

Though I wanted to claim

It was all about love...

It was about how I was far

From good enough.

How you saw the beauty

When I only saw the rust...

And now I can sit back and see

That loving you didn't fix

My hating me.

Though I bared my soul to you,

And I expected you

to love me effortlessly...

I realize that I expected

too much from you.

I expected you to be able to love me

To see the heart of me

and never leave...

I should have known better...

in the end

everyone leaves.

It was wrong for me

to expect different

From just another normal soul,

For only the ones

that have seen midnight

and understood the light

contained within

Could ever see the me

that is worth loving.

Though I wrote more verse

I sent it out elsewhere...

The problem is that now

I don't remember where.

My words are put together well

I really should have more care

As to my organization system.

I said forever,

And I meant it true,

Forever will I still love you...

But perhaps it is the you

Inside my head,

The one who exists in memory

I meant.

The shade of an illusion

Of someone I thought I knew,

Yes, perhaps I will forever love you.

The thoughts
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