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I Don't Write for You
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I don't sit and ponder how you're all going to take it,

before I take the thought and emblazon it,

I don't write for you but to you,

so that you may take it in and look within, 

and right then perhaps create a world of your very own,

and I will know that if it touched you,

I have visited your home, 

and we have traversed, 

over a shared moment of time,

though yours was different than mine,

but we are bound by a sense of a common thread,

though not the same,

we have all bled,

we have exposed ourselves to people, 

and on our love they have tread,

we have broken promises, 

and wished wicked things on others,

we have regretted much,

but have always boldly carried on,

we have all been demons and lovers,

we have all run and hid under covers,

we have done stellar things though no one cared to watch, 

and we were happy to know we did them anyway,

our hearts have broken for someone we didn't meet who met defeat,

we have held hands even in times of pestilence, 

so as to succor another,

to let him know he still had a brother,

we are the wife,

or the son,

the hero,

the father,

or the friend,

the unspoken of the bunch, 

or the ones who holler, 

but we are still here side by side,

and we persevere to say we won over our lives yet another day.

That's why I say,

I write not for you,

but to each and every one of you,

so that my breath of life can, 

if soothing,

move through you,

harnessed by you, 

to explore any place you'll ever care to know,

I wish for you inspiration,

an artistic realization,

that you are not the rooted,

but the flow,

that you may arrive anywhere you have ever chosen to go.
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Why I stopped Writing
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Here's a little story about me,

about my skill to paint a grim little scene,

to make the mind creak,

to talk of those things which we don't like to speak.

I was a girl of sixteen and I had a dream,

to exist so broken hearted that I would know,

know to the core,

that love was as real as I thought it should have been.

I was dramatic to say the least and wrote poems spanning ages,

wrote of crashed cars and seeing those eyes again later,

feeling that stare,

knowing that though time had passed, 

he'd not actually gone anywhere.

English class came, 

seemed so lame,

most days in the back with the boys,

getting out of work with the most clever ploys.

Then one day the teacher said,

we could share our writing,

with all the others,

to my inner longings this seemed inviting.

I stood up there looking at my fellow rebels and freaks,

looking at the rave kids and the geeks,

I mustered the courage to spill out the words,

only concepts my inner head had ever previously heard.

I spoke of a guy, 

a drug addict on his small cot,

four walls and loneliness were his lot,

if no needle in his veins then it was all for naught,

I painted his sadness and all the hardships he now caught.

As I read in a regular voice,

the room was so quiet I could hear no noise,

I looked up worried and in fear that no attention was near,

then I saw the moist eyes,

I saw the cocky guys with distant downcast eyes,

the rave chick with choking sighs,

I decided this would be the last time I wrote for a very long while,

that I'd need to cause my skill's demise.
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Guide
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I'd rather evaporate darkness, 

than give up on the spaces that light may creep in,

I'd bow to the challenge, 

over blending into the blender of "nothing to do with me”,

I'll take it or leave it as I see fit,

what I'll take may not be the easy way,

but what I'll take may calm the quakes, 

may set the pace,

I'd rather go down trying,

than perish early in my lying,

the path less travelled needs some guiding,

there's no denying.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Tinted Mist
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Deep chill in the air swept my fears away,

dense space, 

where tinted memories shimmered in the night, 

as clear as day,

felt it all again, 

while across the lot her voice sang, 

and the piano played,

the thumping pulse of the carefree...

Years have passed, 

but encapsulated in time,

is a sense of wonder of who we were meant to be,

how special to me you must be, 

to still haunt me here and there,

so long ago, 

yet between the cracks, 

and in the lights, 

and amongst the notes,

you go with me almost everywhere.
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Long Before
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Long before race, 

colour or creed, 

was a breed,

the essence of spirituality.

Long before opinions, 

wars and flesh and blood, 

there was something of simplicity,

something devoid of hypocrisy.

Long before you and I became the well behaved versions of ourselves here today,

we lived the freedom of only the brave.

Well before we wrote the script of what was to come,

we had lost integrity along the way,

in the mess we would play,

until we grasped again at the sense of what came before,

out of the physical we transcended, 

through the open door,

embracing our spirituality once more.
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Drool
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You were crueler than a black widow mother, 

fluttering them eyes, 

a known disguise but wicked emotions fly.

Crawling to you, 

so small, 

critter on your leash, 

no shame, 

darkened days, 

no one here to blame.

Took me for a long ride, holding on to you, 

like a highway superbike, the speed,

my final break, 

all of you I wanted, 

but no part of you could I take, 

my sanity at your brink, couldn't even think.

Pride for sale, 

only one buyer but he owns the lot,

may be cute to you, 

but here within your grasp, 

my innocence is shot.

Charm 'em, 

karma 'em,

find 'em and dine on 'em,

oh boy you sure do adorn them.

Standing in line, 

I would have stood begging awhile, 

pleading for some small scrap, 

but you already knew that.
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Eddie in Mind
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In high school where I did dwell, 

stinking in artificial hell, 

your words of rebellion rang out clear as a bell.

Let my hair down and knew I had the edge, 

knew I was ok by you, 

so screw the herd, 

screw their blinders too.

Grew up in a rush and followed a call, 

damn the rest, 

I ain't gonna fall.

Years hence you arrived to this here cityscape,

saw through your view,

heard your thoughts from the sky,

the tower sure resembles our one in Seattle, 

yours is more tall and slender, 

but over small details we won't battle.

Then September arrived and my first contact live,

during the set you soothed us all a hello, 

and always your voice melts even mellow.

Only few words spoken to us that night,

I had thought of this lately,

told us from the sky it seemed to you we looked a lot like your city,

but only that down your way, 

your tower was more shapely.
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SEVERED
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SHOW IS OVER

CURTAIN CALL

ROSES FALL

BREATH SO SMALL

SPOTLIGHT FADES

LIGHTS DIM

ONLY HIM
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Slow Burn
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I pause,

my face in my mother's handheld mirror, 

ghostly beauty steals my own breath,

minutes ticking on,

and our meeting draws much more near.

Going to court can be a dangerous place,

werewolves they do troll,

for skin and body such as mine,

little do they know I would only taste of one flavor of wine.

Sunken hopes drag long behind me,

their eyes trail me,

as I scour for the likes of thee...

you command this place,

and your passions devour all you may likely see.

You don't know me yet,

but soon you might,

if you catch me in your target sight,

if you can stomach all that arrives with such a gift,

devotion, 

emotion,

and things that can wipe out or uplift,

depends on where you stand, 

which side of the drift.

Torches burn slowly at the entrance of my trust,

I am guarded by skilled mind and sheltered by raging riptide,

to my own master I do abide,

wanting to lay down arms before all that you are.

Do you know how to succor?

To polish even an ancient star?

I caress like water from a dream,

just as it seems you are going under with abandon,

a firm resolve pushes your weight higher,

sun peeks from beneath the ocean surface,

soon you can breathe,

soon you can blink,

and now you can see.

Walk with me from these palaces of broken hope,

find that those cascading hurricanes are at your beck and call,

shine with me,

know what it's like to be loved,

to never fall.
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Timeless Endeavor
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Some not only protect the weak, 

they make them strong.

Little pride to be had in being taught to crawl, 

as one could only before fall.

Better yet to let you taste the self for which you long.

An immortal sense washes over me. 

Could it be?

Could I really see?

Does it hold true the vision mirrorwise is not a likeness of what I could be?

Can I debate with the winds and outsmart his seemingly omnipresent veil?

Can I take the helm and without even water still set sail?

Some have met up time and again traversing the depths of space,

a heated endeavor beyond just one life,

a trust to care for that which has been missed,

inherent perfection of each being within the human race.
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Disturbed
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What has gone before,

left in it's own abyss,

sitting in wait for the nurturing that never seems to come,

just keeps living on.

Wading pools for children,

wash over grounded soles,

here no depth but seemingly endless shoals.

Painted smiles hiding something not quite refined,

by you it was defined,

you set the boundaries,

but never arrived.

Fading sentences of words never really said,

faded world in a dry spell,

moisture lost from too much evaporation of truth,

leaving that part writhing in dehydration.
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Did you Know?
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When you were young did you know you could do anything? 

Did you ever want to dance or sing? 

Take a rocket far beyond and tell your friends you were going up and they could come along?

Maybe it was magic you wanted to weave with words, 

or with beauty an ability to make angels sigh.

Did you hear a whisper from behind telling you to grasp, 

that all that was wondrous has already been done, 

so who are you to try?

Well, they were telling you a lie.
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Moment of Impact
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I'm half asleep, 

another gig, 

in and out fast, 

we've all gotta book.

I've been frequenting shows since my mom could get me past the door,

just another night, nothing more.

Should've seen it coming, 

but I was too entranced with my current fave,

then his voice spoke a dedication, 

a song called "Grave".

My heart sank and I wondered how the hell?

My elation balled up and into the pit of my core my stomach fell.

The dive we were in took on a purplish hue, 

impacted me and I could only stare,

what a thing to behold, what a story to share,

a moment ago it was all fun and games,

now all I can do is care.

We held a vigil for her in the club that night, 

almost appropriate to the heinous crime,

her friend spoke her pain for us to see,

sang it like a dark angel so beautifully.
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Lagoon
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At the lagoon I have a date with treachery,

fog bodes well but maybe not for I,

demons lick their lips, while it is he that will stretch craven fingertips,

the lagoon was not a place I would have liked to call home,

and now I will lay me down to rest, 

just a ripe sixteen but I guess I'd passed his test.

The trees crawl from above and I sense I will meet impending doom, 

different it is here from my familiar room, 

no friends to warn me, 

must release tonight from this cocoon.

Why did I come here?

Lured in broad daylight, 

lured here by the sight of bluish green of a gaze of cold slate, 

frozen memories he uses, 

ones to which I will always relate.

To kill and be killed over and over again.

What fetish is this that we can't be civil?

Why can we not meet without becoming rivals? 

I saw you then as I see you now here, 

I see you like lagoons cast over by a dusty moon, 

I see you like me and follow on and on, 

the broken record always plays our song,

from days long gone, 

you are the undertow, 

and I your swan.
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Beautiful Regret
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Painting these walls,

sadness my downfall,

long since today it was months I did dwell,

frequented those sunlit streets.

Was so near but so far,

was so young with life ahead,

and through open palms

dreams washed,

and from there my visions bled,

into watery cold lakes,

those ideas did grave,

shimmering at first, 

and slipping into decay.

What did I know?

What prediction did I have for my fate?

How would I have known I was finally near it?

Here love mixed with hate.

Now I look back and see sinister hounds,

barking at my heels,

in every regret it's like my skin peels.

Sweet regret,

you have a way,

of bringing the dark,

and sucking out the day.
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Composed Long Ago
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How could I express what couldn't be known or felt or exactly seen?

Much like deciphering the elements to a windswept mote and hoping it's view can be pristine.

Wish it could perceive a walkway across the air,

told it to jump,

but even step an inch it won't dare.

It's not me nor trite concerns that beset or tend to scare, 

only something lurking deep within cautions to beware.

Shame on me, 

shame on you, 

to have reached over such odds as though stuck like glue, 

to have a chance for the path to the very core, 

thrown aside for trinket toys,

don't look twice but oh no, poor shame.

What's in store?

Shame on me for still always believing, 

breaks my heart that depth is rare,

really shame on them, who this time win, 

roped in a victim fixed into the maze,

echoing trails of deflective cobweb haze.
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The Spirit
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I can expand beyond even boundaries,

I can extend not only a hand but a thought to you, 

for you and on behalf of you.

Some try to say I'm powerless and say only solid things have might,

however when you can only walk or run, 

I can take flight.

Forged from creation may be many beautiful things, 

forged from energy even blades of steel.

But what of the creator of worlds? 

Or the thinker of thoughts? 

What of the calm after the storm?

Some try to say I am only created and that I will never be a source,

however when you try to darken someone's day, 

I can bring the light of dawn with force.

Limitless and bursting, invigorated and thirsting,

I grab life by the horns and make it hum.

Some try to say I am but a pawn,

but I know better for I am a spirit, 

and I play to the beat of my own drum.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Vampires

[image: image]


We flock to you under ebony nights, 

beauty cloaked enchantment so black, 

yet so light.

Did we give you a fright?

A predator seizes hold of your mind, 

let's take you for a little ride.

I'm not sure whether to love you or fear you, 

or whether I just need to be you.

How am I made submissive? 

My imagination weeps possibility, 

eternal life, 

no more strife, 

his eyes like a knife.

Adrenaline up and I'm gripped in my trance,

outlook lifts, 

lights go up in the theatre hall,

I feel a thousand feet tall.

Back to the world of dull waves of sound, 

of sight, 

back to the routine, 

under no cloak of night.

Dreading my boredom I tread slower by graveyards, 

dreading the norm,

I keep looking twice to see if there's any such shadowy form.

Willing victim to a romance with horror,

just ask me to knock and I'll pound down that door.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Distant Voices
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You mocked me, 

socked it to me and left me there pleading, 

and I the foolish one who'd ended up believing, 

nothing quite so unrelieved in the seeing.

Shrill laughter cackles down corridors of learned shame, 

all I absorbed here in the manner of my haunting,

was my defense of self seeming always left wanting.

A moment alone with each, 

caught apart from the rest, 

I tried to ask some for reason, 

begged mercy for their treason, 

I tried to do my best.

They fouled the air I breathed and made my sanity scarce, 

they pointed up the worst as though I was some monster, 

later wishing I had guessed their farce,

equanimity ticked slowly behind me,

had become too sparse.

Burning embers,

emblazoned with venom spits of bile, 

oh we have not seen each other in quite awhile, 

since you last met me I have grown some teeth, 

you can find my name now in the coroner's file.

I lashed out as only someone cowed would, 

I used a knife and I used it good, 

took all that rage I had for them,

cut my sweet life to the stem.

As the crowd regret and wait their conscience, 

I fear I can hear my mother's cries.

Oh she does ask, 

"Why?" 

In mother's veins anguish does run it's dark course,

the answer you seek speaks of my joy bound up in love, 

having slipped through your grasp, 

got squashed through certain force.
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Obituary of a Vampire
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We gather this night to remember her wistful gaze,

her name now lies in the frozen ashes of the long gone,

she the eternal,

the undead and infernal,

lasting in every essence,

forever dwelling across all our severed worlds,

conquering every part,

she finally perished of a broken heart.
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Laneway to my Beyond
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Music, 

nay,

all arts are my form of what may be other's porn,

satisfies more than such games and corn,

mystique steals me day and night,

rides me low and makes me high.

Don't need drugs or hugs as I soak it in,

dirty or pure it goes right in,

vapours streaming from metal vocal chords,

from resonating likeness of all there can be,

the experience they bring,

any other fix just ain't my thing.

Mouth to mouth resuscitation for my inner sanctum,

carries me on it's wings, beyond Earth's mere sights,

I reside where the barriers of sound they do crack, 

you can coax, 

even beckon to me,

but I'm never coming back.
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Clearwater Beach
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I'm by myself,

wandering around,

sweltering rays,

today's my day,

here forever I want to stay.

Sitting on the patio at Mickey D's,

they are playing NIN,

it seems just for me, 

dreaming of a future you,

someone who'd see the beauty of this day as I do.

So much life and youth,

the shops were made for me,

in the jeeps rolling by,

in the endless blue sky,

only here I truly come alive.

Wish I could get lost here for good,

disappear off the map,

my every compass leads to here,

in my saddest moments of longing,

your flowing warm waters they do appear.

Can you hear my heart cry for you?

Your pier my freedom trail,

leading to my everywhere,

just drop me here for good,

more than happy to go astray,

I don't care,

no one can touch me here,

they'd never dare.
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What Could be in Store?
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She got strong visuals,

not seeing only what was there, 

but to notice what was missing,

she saw couples side by side but saw no one really kissing,

she saw mothers speak to young ones,

softness in their tone there at birth, 

now long gone.

There were kids on the streets,

the tough guys, 

so roughed up they couldn't even weep,

now they just despise,

dismissed was the luxury of moisture from their eyes.

Omitted feelings,

omitted caring,

squashed away so never daring,

faded and there in the gaps,

all the holes lost, 

and things missing perhaps.

She peered through the crevices one side to the next,

she decided the partings made way for the sun to peek through,

the space empty above the baby stem,

was where the rose eventually grew to,

the length yet to travel, was the goal we were yet to unravel.

She felt her own empty tears in her own midst,

she saw if she could fill them with things yet to be completed,

versus the losses of her yesterdays,

maybe she could ask another to jump between the lines too, 

to feel out the open spaces,

and maybe come out and play,

in a future empty realm,

of a yet to be explored oasis.
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The Beauty of the Net
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I'll admit it covers all the shuns,

things worthy to be hidden from young ones,

but at the end of the day it's a blessing in disguise, 

and I'll tell you why.

Where else can Rodney get a beating and hours later the world knocks down corruption's door, harder than any knocking just delivered to the poor?

Where else can remote twisted escapades thought to be kept quiet amongst the clique,

become part of some news leak, 

showing up a profile of a total freak?

The pressures exerted through the media of this electronic receptor,

through peering eyes and shared voices,

evil's word becomes soggy as moist paper,

would make anyone think at least twice,

even Darth Vader.
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Loving Someone
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Losing

Our

Veritable 

Intelligence

Never

Gently 

Seemingly

Onerously

Mending

Every

Opening

Never

Eased
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Inner City Rituals
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Here we may have grown up poor,

knowing our daddy maybe...but not too sure,

but we've got something, 

so slide on over,

we are hotter than a supernova.

You can drive your hummer,

you can have all that,

but adversity settles in,

you may try to kick it,

I'll shift it, 

rub it good,

tease it and softly lick it.

Wear your Gucci and your Chanel too,

lie all the way to the checkout baby,

I'll put on some sweats,

nah, 

a paper bag,

'side me you glitter like a hag,

this type of energy ain't for beginners,

and I'll leave your hot ass in cinders.

I'll put a machine to shame,

industry will be learning how to mechanize,

I'll crawl like a snake and make that boa constrictor glide so tight he'll fall off any richter,

here sex doesn't really sell,

riding high on bass is the score, 

the victor,

that beat is the only whore.

Raw as energy can come,

energy used and ridden till raw,

we don't need to talk and socialize,

you won't need to either,

if a few simplicities of physics are realized.
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Pathways 
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These empty spaces escalate,

till they infuriate,

joined by blood of brotherhood, 

thickens as it dominates,

strengthens till it satiates, 

left to walk free, 

open to sprawl 

to forevermore,

lighting the lantern till it radiates,

beauty has become you till all gravitates,

pathways to ocean floors,

wanting it to rain,

it may till your heart's content,

sparkling downpour,

freedom of mind,

greatest joy,

explore caverns of every ploy,

dance with divinity,

making corners one used to turn,

walking into infinity.
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The Long Road
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Only I know where I've been,

long roads spanning the ages,

they held me like cages,

times of gore, 

times with joy,

times of sages.

Where to roam from the here and now is an open question,

open to my suggestion,

jailkeeper broke my every shackle,

broke when I tackled.

There is no destiny to flee,

no looming impending doom seeping like cheap perfume,

I've grown wise in my old old age,

the map to every trap,

erase any cage,

again I am the sage.
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Non-conformists

[image: image]


He'll take your life's tragedy,

whip up some kind of alchemy,

he'll turn the sorrow of sheep,

into something meaningful,

you could say even deep.

Off the beaten path,

he's hacked at with the machetes of the mundane,

he's attacked,

endlessly the herd fight with his fact.

If you don't like people free to think,

this one will crawl under your skin,

you'll be so preoccupied salting your own wounds,

he'll eventually win.

They come in all shapes and every size,

but they recognize each other from a mile,

can sense a common ground,

more interested in getting to the truth,

than being led to where no one ever gets found.

If this read made you somewhat uncomfortable, 

there's still hope for you,

turn to the left, 

or to the right,

there's a non-conformist ready to help you take flight.
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Endless
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If the world throws you out,

dead ends seem cruel and ungiving,

there's always life here to drink from,

to quench the thirsts of the living.

Picking each other up when we fall,

you know that's the way it's always been with us,

there are no closed doors,

no untended sores,

endless access to a life giving source.

The fountain is full and in times of old, 

it was in need of replenishing,

now no need for a via,

we are the supply unending,

abundance without a need never needs tending.

In your darkest times both then and now,

you were never alone,

you thought of the next guy somehow,

if he asked sincerely,

you would have stood by purely,

just as I would do surely.

No matter the road,

no matter the time,

day or night,

fountain flows to places of wonder,

icicle melts to return anew,

we are always brand new.
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The Underbrush
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Whatever we are rots,

dies,

denied sun,

those summer skies,

rain passes us by,

crackle,

snap,

thirst, 

dry.

Blown,

swept,

long past the point of having wept,

never keeping, 

only kept,

never wishing,

still placing bets.

Roots extend,

below,

moisture travels,

up the marrow,

we feel it close by,

climbing the ladder, 

the other side,

upwards, 

on our blindside.

We love the hate,

predictable fate,

nothing left in a graveyard to wound, 

to maim,

consequences no longer retain,

keeps us sane.

Our failure was to feel too much, 

hurt given forth, 

recoiled,

we loved, 

we spoiled,

here we lay, 

embroiled,

mending nothing,

pointing dull foils.

Forsaken, 

bereft,

beauty forgot us, 

leaving us to falter,

sorely missing radiance of warmth,

somewhere deep 

within,

we long to be akin.
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Nightfall
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Taken by a gust of nightfall,

ominous breeze reminds us of something better,

simpler, 

wiser.

We move on,

testing night's bewitching,

jewelled eyes itching to see,

spread of wind taunts us to recall innocence,

reminding us,

the elements are waiting,

lurking upon encountered mishap.

Nightfall like a drug coursing right beneath the surface,

ready to burst,

as we indulge our senses,

the earth and surf wait and thirst,

for our misstep.

To drink so deeply of the essence of what matter is composed,

without regard nor respect for the forces thus stirred,

thought we were alone but something noticed we arrived,

sent a gust forth to add a pause,

jogging memories of something more benign,

pleading to be heard,

take and use,

wield and work,

but beware those who abuse.
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Suspend
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So restful beside you asleep all those years ago,

during that long spent night,

I too aware to get a wink,

youth within our veins.

Now becoming what?

Who stole our reigns?

If I could suspend,

cloak all that was,

shelter and enwrap in our world for a few millennia more,

it surely wouldn't be long enough.

See you now a bit withered and older,

enmeshed in adulthood and those types of things,

we've lost the essence of who we were,

now it's just a distant blur.

I remain in protest,

I can't be anything but that sentry,

the warrioress,

I guard our potential youth night and day,

for the time when you let self show again,

it'll be safe for you,

when you choose to.

I never wanted the house,

the babies and the pretty picket fence.

But in my defense,

could you have taken my view?

Maybe gathered also my essence?

We live side by side to this day,

only an invisible wall holds it all at bay,

if you entered back into our space,

all agreements you now hold,

you'd hold in disgrace,

if I crossed over that barrier,

sad to say it'd only get scarier.

If I'd followed you I'd be nothing like that which writes here today,

I'd have you but I'd have sold myself,

put my dreams on some forlorn shelf,

I'd be spent like old coins,

I'd still be longing for what we were then,

but unhappy at best,

at least I can pine from this view overlooking it all,

knowing we were determined to fly,

destined to fall.
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The Indian Rope Trick
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Ensnared by that premonition, 

repeating years before,

best leave it ajar as an appearance raps at the door,

clear as day it does arrive,

an expected name from a location,

yet pain ends up the destination.

Why would anticipation of this occur?

Thus walking self forward on a roped plank.

It was then laced in silk in my vision's eye,

today I wish I wasn't shown it,

wish I didn't know the trick,

don't want to own it.

From where it was born it seemed so pure,

beyond reproach,

walkway to something better.

Today it spells a dying word,

I never thought not to soak up the tides,

nor calm the murky waters, 

and here I flee what did arise,

a dead end I fear I'm unable to weather,

yes, 

here is more than mere concept,

my arrival gate spells doomed to the letter.
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The Experiment
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True a topic written can help it to sell.

But can a writer take all,

then via language cause it to compel?

Let's experiment shall we?

What the hell!

Let's take something of a somewhat negative impact,

the subject of taxes has maybe come under attack.

Let's test if a writer can make you still read on,

even be interested in it,

really sink your teeth in,

receive it like a hit...

In a society when they appear,

common folk sense an end is near,

the tithes of attendant bloodshed,

the emblem of greed that rides the King's steed,

protection of property becomes the way indeed.

Threats on a mare,

give most of your share,

babies in care, 

not of royal veins, 

are naught,

you can fight it,

you'll wave farewell to your progeny then,

teaching a lesson you would never have taught,

you'll catch nothing,

but being caught.

Like a disease spread by gutter vermin,

Black Death would feel faster and is more welcome to this,

knowing your cattle are not the only chattel...

you are traded as a trinket,

bought and sold without even knowing it.

Now tell me did those words do their bit?

Did you heed them?

Was this a read befit?

Did it snatch your attention?

Did it make you know apprehension?
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Anthem to a Musician
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It is here I find disconnection...

severed from mind, body and all that appears to be shown,

drifting into effervescence of escaping vapours only extending out and away,

I say good day to all my chores,

settled all my scores,

just apart,

here no need for even a beating heart,

dispense of all those agreements,

shed all commitments,

just to be,

here, 

within this vast outerness,

answer only to you and me.

Stadiums drift on by,

so many have ridden my wave,

so much sparkling admiration I have given,

delivered freely for others to soar,

so here, 

to envelop your gift is such relief,

as you have loved me,

I hear you today too,

only in you I believe.

When we are alone we find shelter in other worlds open on display,

as I have dripped my essential core over you in sound clouds,

so do you appease my longings, 

when I hear your paintings for us on loud,

I am caked in the severity of what you outpour, 

like vessels of emoted bliss,

something almost to kiss,

if I'd be available to take part, 

in the game of lips,

instead I'll catch that wave,

from well beyond the battle fields,

from melted iceberg tips,

from outstretched attention, 

like sprawling fingertips.
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A Price
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I sacrificed a piece of what I am,

so that something could maybe be spared,

slightly crippled from the tears in the fabric of who I was,

it's the price I was willing to pay,

so I could say what I had to say.

Be satisfied any pain you could ever feel,

is a mere shudder,

compared to my own, which makes a mountain reel.

I sensed a price that I may inherit more than I could face,

my integrity to reach anyways,

to arise from where I crouched and knelt,

overcame the weakness I knew I may have felt.

It was not mere lust that flourished like kelp,

more a brotherhood strong,

which like an icicle in the summer fountain it did melt.

Relative harmonics can be mistaken,

mere craving couldn't ever cave me or slay me,

losing trust through an askew vector,

lost more of what's dear than I could have feared.

A ghost of me will be gone for awhile,

it's a small child quivering from the loss of her older other,

her mentor,

her pillar,

she always thought he'd know her,

reality strikes like a boulder.
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Read Me When Your Day Sucks
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Well just when you thought it couldn't have had a better header,

you're reading this, 

so your day just got better.

Got my exact third piece of "good" news today, but who's counting?

With such a plethora of "yippees" I'd swear this can't be pressure mounting.

Oh no,

it's always great when before you hit the floor it strikes you back,

ya it's all good they only sneered,

'least they saved you a real whack.

Thankful am I for such a bright sunny clime,

too bad I can't look out past all this slime,

I swear everything that could go wrong today did,

the error I made is leaving home, 

not having hid.

Days like these make you happy to know,

that if your daddy was "someone",

you could've starred in the show,

or if you were a twig,

you could define a skeleton flashing a slinky smile,

panhandling to starved craving hunger pangs,

feeding your life into vampire fangs.

Ya, guess today met up with where the sun don't shine,

guess it could be worse though,

could worry about it,

instead of flouting it.
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Reveal
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Go forth into what may come,

strength and vitality becomes you,

be persistence and be brave,

be that which you have longed to be,

never to remain a slave.

Walk forward on a sunlit path,

through the forest,

hit a clearing,

there the universe greets you,

curtains aflutter,

welcome you,

parting to show only what you knew to be true.

Hereafter was never there but here,

yesterdays vanish as your attention does vanquish,

you can have failure,

can have anguish,

in serenity you could dwell,

no need for definition or for a boundary,

you are the rarity you walked all this way to see.
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We Will Meet
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When night comes at the end of the day,

we will meet,

we will speak,

I will find you at the gate.

I will share my stories and all I've gained,

I will be happy you have come to see me,

I will know it's not a face or a name that has brought you to this point,

but a reality that there is more than what it seems,

that maybe where to start is a landing pad above even dreams,

taking us to a state where there are no definable extremes.
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I See it Now
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I missed everything between the seams,

when vengeance became my chosen mask,

appeared all was really lost,

drowning in my rage,

couldn't face that if you disappeared for real,

I'd want to cease to be, 

to erase.

Of greater significance than this life spent apart,

more important than my heart,

was that not having,

I ended up feigning hate,

you knew better and saw the bait,

in my self-sacrifice you cared not participate.

Though I was well versed,

seems you knew the fundamentals better than I,
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