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Introduction

Both of my parents had a deep love for music, and so they instilled
that in me at a very young age. All of my memories have a soundtrack
that plays behind them. I started writing songs before I knew how to
write anything, really, by “copying and pasting” the lyrics of different
songs together in a nighmarish melody that only a preschooler would
enjoy.

In high school, I started playing guitar, and started taking the whole
songwriting thing a lot more seriously. This matured in college, and
continues to this day. I like to think that I’ve gotten better over the
years, but who knows? Everything I wrote “back in the day” has been
lost to time and apathy.

So, what we have here are some of the things that I’ve written (and
saved) over the past twenty years or so. Many of them are sad,
because I tend to write poetry only when I’m sad, but others are
hopeful, if not happy. I hope you enjoy them all.

There are three chapters: Love, Loss, and Loneliness. If you read them
linearly, that might sound like a sad trip through time. But life isn’t
linear, and neither is love. Everything happens in cycles. So, Instead of
Love-Loss-Loneliness, try Love-Loss-Loneliness-Love…

Because, like the band Tesla once noted,

 “Keep an open heart, and you’ll find love again. I know.”
 



Love



I hesitated before I put the photo of me and Kim in the box. We had
just broken up a month ago, and I wasn’t quite ready to throw it away
yet. I didn’t want to carry it home, either. I had saved it for last, putting
off the decision as long as I possibly could, but now I had to make a
decision, and I didn’t like either choice. 

The security guard who had been watching me clean out my office
cleared his throat, and gave me an impatient would you hurry the fuck
up? look, and I knew I couldn’t put it off any longer. Fuck it, and fuck
her, too. I put it in the trash, scooped up the box with all of my other
personal belongings, and walked away from eighty thousand a year
and a fully vested 401K. 

I threw the box in the back of the jeep and got behind the wheel. I
caught a glance of myself in the rearview, but looked away quickly. I
wasn’t ready to face myself…not yet. Another failed relationship, I had
just lost the best job I had ever had, and I had absolutely no fucking
clue what I was going to do next. Forty fucking years old, and back to
square fucking one.

A New Beginning
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Charlie greeted me at the door, as happy to see me as he was the first
day we met. I kneeled down, scratched his ears, and ruffled his fur. He
licked my face, and I smiled despite myself. I stood up, and looked
around my condo. Who lives here? Where did all this crap come from?
And that’s when it really hit me. I had been living someone else’s life.
Kim’s life. Or rather, Kim’s fiance’s life.The job, this condo, these
clothes…they were all her idea of what her fiance should look like. This
wasn’t me. None of it was me. Charlie nudged my leg, and I looked
down and smiled. 

“Yeah, buddy. You’re right. You. You were my idea, and you’re the only
thing here that truly belongs in my life.”

I went to the closet, and dug out an old pair of jeans and a T-shirt, and
changed into them. I found my old backpack, and stuffed another pair
of jeans and a few other T-shirts into it, grabbed my baseball cap and
hoodie, and took a look around the bedroom. My father’s watch was in
the drawer in the nightstand, so I grabbed it. Nothing else appealed to
me, so I moved into the living room. Nope…nothing in here, and
nothing in the kitchen, either. I got my stuff out of the bathroom and
stuffed it into the backpack, too. I left a note on the bar, telling Kim
that the place was hers, as was everything in it, and she could have it. I
took the key off my keyring, and left it on top of the note. I put Charlie
on his leash, slung the backpack over my shoulder, and locked the
door behind us. 

A New Beginning
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 I called Kim, and left a voicemail telling her to come over to my place,
and pick up her shit. I called Tom, my lawyer, and told him just to let
Kim have everything, including the condo. Protect my bank account, I
told him, but give her everything else. I don’t even care anymore. I put
Charlie in the jeep, threw my backpack in the back, and put on my
shades. I cranked the tunes, and spun out of the parking lot.

Rush hour traffic in Atlanta starts around five AM, and ends sometime
right after never. I didn’t even know where I was going, I just knew I was
never coming back here. Out of habit, I had turned south on 85,
headed back into the city. I started to turn around, but then I saw the
sign for the 75 junction, and I smiled. 75 goes to the beach, and that
seemed fucking perfect to me. It was just after lunch, and I knew if I
timed it right, I could watch the sun set over the gulf. 

I was halfway to Valdosta when Kim called. I was surprised, and even a
little touched by the concern in her voice as she asked me if I was
feeling okay. I told her I was, and that I had really meant what I said in
the note: She could have it all. I told her I had already asked Tom to
make all the arrangements, and that he’d probably be in touch with
her in a couple of days to finalize everything. I could tell that she had
started crying silently, so I wished her well, and hung up. I took Charlie
for a quick walk right there on the side of the interstate, and then we
got back on our way. We stopped off in Lake City and got some fast
food (the first I had eaten since Kim had forbidden it three years ago)
before turning West on I-10. Straight through Tallahassee, and we
arrived in Panama City just as the sun was starting to set. 

A New Beginning
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I found a dog friendly beach, and let Charlie run free while I walked
through the surf. The sunset was beautiful…the most beautiful thing I
had seen in a long time. I watched it long after the last colors faded, and
night overtook us. 

I started to leave, but then I noticed a bonfire just a little bit up the
beach from us. I’m not normally one to intrude, but there were a lot of
voices and some good tunes, so what the hell. I went over to see what it
was all about. I expected college kids, or worse, high school kids, so I
was pleasantly surprised to see people closer to my age. It turned out to
be a corporate retreat, so I excused myself pretty quickly. I just gnawed
my leg off to get out of that trap. i wasn’t about to fall in it again. 

We found a hotel that would let me bring Charlie, and checked in. I got
him set up with some food and water, then went out for some more
fresh air. I hadn’t quite gotten enough of the beach just yet. I walked
down to the water’s edge, and sat down, letting the surf lap at my feet. I
don’t know how long I sat there. Maybe ten minutes, or maybe two
hours. I was knocked out of my thoughts by a sudden splash right next
to me, and in the next instant, a dog who was definitely not Charlie
tackled me into the sand. A woman’s voice called out in shock and
horror.

“Chaplin!!! Oh my god! Chaplin! Get off him!” 

It was a lost cause. My new buddy and I were already rolling in the surf,
laughing and barking as we wrestled for control of his little chew toy.

“Chaplin! Fuck. Are you okay? Get OFF him, Chaplin!”
I sat up, and turned to look. 

A New Beginning
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She was fucking gorgeous. Brown, almost black, hair just past her
shoulders, green eyes, and stacked. She was tall, too. Almost as tall as
me, if my guess was right. It was hard to tell while I was sitting in the
surf, but when I looked up at her, I had to look UP at her, if you know
what I mean. I liked that. I stood up, and saw that I was right. Just a few
inches shorter than I am. I brushed my hand off against my jeans, and
held it out. “I’m Tom,” I said.

She took my hand, but stopped just short of shaking it. The result was
that we ended up just holding hands…perhaps just a heartbeat too long
before we broke the contact nervously. “I’m Jess,” she said. “And you’ve
already met Chaplin. I’m really sorry about that. He’s usually much
better behaved.”

“Ah, no worries. I have one of my own. I’m used to it. Wait. His name is
Chaplin? Like Charlie Chaplin?”

“Yeah…it’s cheesy, I know. What? What’s so funny?”

“Life. Fate. Destiny. Fuck, I don’t know. But it’s funny. My dog is named
Charlie. after Charlie Chaplin.”

“Shut the fuck up! You’re fucking with me, right?”

“Nope. I used to love watching all those old movies when I was a kid. I
never had a dog before, but when I got this one, I knew right away what
i’d name him. He’s up in my room, otherwise I’d introduce you.”

A New Beginning
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“And here I thought I was the last Charlie Chaplin fan in the universe,”
she said. “We simply must get these two together sometime!” She
laughed, and it was the most intoxicating thing I had heard in a long
time. 

“Wait right here,” I said. I’m staying just up there. Let me go get him, and
we can go for a walk together.”

“Okay! I’ll be here!”

I jogged up to my hotel, and took the steps two at a time. I got to my
room, grabbed Charlie, and we bounced out of the room together. True
to her word, she was right where I had left her, and Chaplin was sniffing
around right by her feet. Charlie charged down the steps, Chaplin
charged up the beach, and the two met halfway and exploded into
happy bounces and playful nips. Instant best friends. I was already
hoping Jess and I would have a similar connection.

We started walking down the beach, with the dogs running ahead and
jumping around. We talked, and we laughed. She was recently divorced,
and had moved to Florida just a month ago, looking for a fresh start. She
told me that she had just gotten in her car to drive around and clear her
head, but that she was in Florida before she really knew what she was
doing. I told her my story, and she really listened. I couldn’t even
remember the last time Kim had listened to me. It felt good.

I went back with her to her hotel room. We spent a few hours together,
just talking. There were some light touches and meaningful looks, but
nothing more than that. We dozed off, and I woke up with the sunrise.
I don’t know what today will bring, but yesterday started as the worst
day of my life, and turned into the best day of my life. I hope it never
ends.

A New Beginning
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The Lament of Thoth



Words are the tools of my trade.
With words, I cast magical spells.

With words, I create beauty and horror, peace and war, love and hate.
With words, I can do anything.

But when I look at you,
Words fail me, and all I can do is...

 
Wish for the right words to capture your heart.

Image by Gordon Taylor from Pixabay 

The Word Wizard

https://pixabay.com/users/bntylr-2058304/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=7739818
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=7739818


The Light of her soul is a golden aura I dare not touch.
It burns.
Illuminates.
Disintegrates.
Devils like me
Slink through the night
The darkness of my soul
Wraps around me like a cloak,
Embracing me.
I am my own vampire
Bleeding myself dry
To fuel the dark desires of my cold, dead, blackened heart.
How could an angel of light
Like her
Love a demon of darkness
Like me?

Image by Stefan Keller from Pixabay 

The Light of Her Soul 

https://pixabay.com/users/kellepics-4893063/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4806740
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4806740


Be tender with each other.
Treat the people in your life
As you would treat the most delicate flowers,
The most precious treasures.

Image by bess.hamiti from Pixabay 

Be Tender 

https://pixabay.com/users/bessi-909086/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=729512
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=729512


The wind caresses my cheeks,
And the rain kisses my head.
The fire warms my heart and soul,
And the Earth supports me.
The Light guides my path,
And the Darkness embraces me.
I am one with this world,
And it is one with me.
This is all I know of love.
This, and you.

Image by 피어나네 from Pixabay 

This, And You 

https://pixabay.com/users/pieonane-6778364/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=3356212
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=3356212


 We were two lost souls 
 Searching for a way to be whole.
 Then we met, and our worlds collided.
 
 We held each other, broken and bruised
 Until our wounds began to heal.

 You showed me the beauty in my scars
 And I found peace in your loving arms

 You are my forever.
 I will love you for all my days.

Image by Dimitris Vetsikas from Pixabay 

You Are My Forever 

https://pixabay.com/users/dimitrisvetsikas1969-1857980/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=3064048
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=3064048


Let me hold you
Until all your broken pieces
And sharp edges
Melt into the softness
Of your true self.

Let me kiss you
Until you forget
That you were ever broken.

Image by AxxL from Pixabay 

Let Me 

https://pixabay.com/users/axxlc-1861698/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1698800
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1698800


You are the missing piece of my life.
The light to my darkness
My heart beats in time with yours
Two lost souls who only make sense together.
We are a symphony of love.

Image by GYUHYECHOI from Pixabay 

Symphony of Love 

https://pixabay.com/users/gyuhyechoi-14295403/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4628755
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4628755


I’ve watched the sun rise over the mountains.
I’ve watched the sun set over the ocean.
I’ve danced under the full moon,
Deep in the ancient woods.
I’ve walked through the gardens of kings,
Filled with ten thousand butterflies and flowers;
But I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as your eyes.

Image by Adina Voicu from Pixabay 

The Unmatched Beauty of Your
Eyes 

https://pixabay.com/users/adinavoicu-485024/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1308307
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1308307


Sit with me.
Lie with me.
Be with me.
Let me show you
All the ways
A heart can touch a heart
A soul can touch a soul
And a body can touch a body.

Image by Adina Voicu from Pixabay 

Sit With Me

https://pixabay.com/users/adinavoicu-485024/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1545885
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1545885


The weatherman says
It's going to be dangerously hot today.
I wonder...
Has he seen you staring back at him?
Has he felt your breath against his throat?
Has he tasted your kiss?
Has he worshipped at the altar
Between your thighs?
I don't think he knows
What dangerously hot is.

Image by Herbert from Pixabay 

Dangerously Hot

https://pixabay.com/users/hg-fotografie-2282886/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1899824
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1899824


Sunsets and poetry
The sad songs that say so much.
Kisses from puppies,
And bubbles from guppies.
Ice cream and posies,
And red, red rosies. 
The taste of your mouth,
And the light in your eyes.
What else is there in this world?

Image by JackieLou DL from Pixabay 

What Else Is There

https://pixabay.com/users/jaclou-dl-5602247/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2646017
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2646017


I don't believe in much of anything anymore.
Not gods, not devils, 
Not angels, not demons. 
Not fate, karma, or destiny.

But Maybe…
I could believe in love again
If you showed me how.

Image by Enrique Meseguer from Pixabay 

Faithless

https://pixabay.com/users/darksouls1-2189876/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2693196
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2693196


I'll be your guardian angel,
I'll be your instigating devil.
I'll be your cosmic lover,
I'll be your earthly delight.
I'll love you from your sacred root
Straight up your chakra tree.
Let me in your holy space,
And I'll send you into outer space.

Image by 0fjd125gk87 from Pixabay 

Angel or Devil

https://pixabay.com/users/0fjd125gk87-51581/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1284369
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1284369


Come, my love.
Let’s watch the rain,
Or the snow.
Let’s watch the sunrise,
Or the sunset.
Let’s share A simple life
Full of love And laughter
And a million quiet moments Such as these.

Image by Gabriel Ferraz Ferraz from Pixabay 

Come, My Love

https://pixabay.com/users/gabrielferraz-1469197/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1643452
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1643452


There are things I know,
And things I don’t know.
And there are things
I don’t know that I don’t know.
Forgotten memories,
And memories not yet made.
Truths I once clung to, but released,
And truths I have not yet learned.
Truths that never were…
And truths that always will be.
But none of it matters
When I look at you 
Because all that matters 
In that moment 
Is desire.

Image by Jess Foami from Pixabay 

Things I Know

https://pixabay.com/users/cuncon-3452518/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1720486
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1720486


Show me
The parts you never show anyone
The scars
The blemishes
Everything you don’t love.
Let me show you
How beautiful all those parts are.
Show me your wounds.
Let me show you
How healing my kisses can be.

Image by Henk Mohabier from Pixabay 

Show Me

https://pixabay.com/users/icy808-3002849/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4035095
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4035095


Show me where it hurts
So I can kiss the pain away.
Show me the wounds
That just won't heal
So I can pour love into them.
Show me the scars
Of the battles you've won
So I can taste your victory.

If you would only
Let me touch your soul
I would set you on fire
From the inside.

Image by Victoria_Watercolor from Pixabay 

Show Me Where It Hurts

https://pixabay.com/users/victoria_watercolor-6314823/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4551435
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4551435


So many people are hurting out there.

Forget about your religion, your spirituality, your beliefs.
Forget about your life purpose or personal development.
Forget everything...
Just offer some kindness.
A smile. A laugh. A hug.
Words of encouragement.
Food. Money. Whatever.

Image by Kasun Chamara from Pixabay 

People Are Hurting

https://pixabay.com/users/kasunchamara-2976103/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1653541
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1653541


We Are One



When you are alone,
Be thankful for peace and serenity.
When you are with loved ones,
Be thankful for each other,
And the connection you share.
There is always something to be thankful for
This day, and all days.

Image by Sabrina Ripke from Pixabay 

Giving Thanks

https://pixabay.com/users/sabrina_ripke_fotografie-3549203/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1768857
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=1768857


II have never understood
People who can’t sit 
Alone in silence.
Why are you so afraid 
Of being alone with yourself?
What do you think 
You will do to yourself?
 
Or is it the demons
You keep at bay
With the noise and chaos and distractions?
Do you think they will find you,
My love,
If you learn to be still?
 
No, my love. No.
 
The demons are attracted to your noise.
Your chaos. Your suffering.
 
Remove all of that,
And the demons will lose interest. 
There is easier prey
Than the warrior who lives in peace.

Image by Alexander Belyaev from Pixabay 

Sitting Alone

https://pixabay.com/users/norexy_art-12846237/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4338034
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=4338034


Sometimes, loving someone isn't about giving them what they want,
It's about giving them what they need. 

Sometimes, when you give someone what they need,
They will hate you for it.

So, I hope you understand me when I say
I love you enough to stand in the fires of your hate.

Image by Ronald Plett from Pixabay 

The Fires of Your Hate

https://pixabay.com/users/ronaldplett-5139674/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2821775
https://pixabay.com//?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2821775


Loss



“Don’t go.”

“I have to. You know that I have to. It’s a war, and somebody needs to
tell those flyboys where to drop the bombs. That’s my job; it’s who I
am.”

“I don’t want you to go.”

“I know. I don’t want to go, either. But I have to. Besides, you couldn’t
really love a coward, could you?”

“Staying here wouldn’t make you a coward.”

“Yes it would. It’d mean that I was afraid of leaving you.”

“Bill, I’m the one who is afraid. What if something happens to you? I
can’t…”

“Hey now, this is me. I’m the navigator. I always find the way back
home.”

“Bill, I’m serious. We just got married. I don’t want to be one of those…
women. You don’t have to watch Evelyn cry. Every day, she’s in that
office, tears just running down her face….I…I…”

“Peg, you won’t be one of those girls. Even if something happens…and it
won’t…but say it does. You can go to Texas. My folks would take good
care of you. Hell, go there now. You’re planning on stopping there on the
way back home anyway. Just stay with them. You don’t have anything in
Miami anyway…”

Don't Go

1



“Only my job, Bill. And my mother. She needs me, Bill. And Henry, too.
And who’s going to take care of Paul? My whole life is there, Bill.”

“Why do you want to work, anyway? We’re married now. I’ll take care of
you…”

“Bill, don’t. Not now. Please?”

“You’re right, I’m sorry. I just don’t understand it, is all. But we can talk
about it when I get back. And then we can try for that baby, right?”

“Ha. Sure thing, Bill. Mama would love a grandbaby, wouldn’t she? And
can’t you just see Henry’s eyes light up? I bet he’ll be the best grandpa a
kid could ever want. Probably teach him how to wrestle alligators before
he’s out of diapers.”

“Have him out on that damned reservation jibber-jabbering like one of
the Mics before he even learns English.”

“Oh Bill, stop. You know how they love Da—Henry. He saved them, you
know.”

“Yes, everyone knows how the great Henry Coppinger single-handedly
saved the Mics from extinction.”

“Well, he did, you know.”

“I know, Peg. I’m just trying to get you to smile. You’re so pretty when
you smile. Smile for me, Peg. The boat is getting ready to leave. I’ve got
to go.”

“Sure thing, Bill. Kiss me, and then go. But come back as soon as you
can. Promise me, Bill.”

“Anything for you, Peg.”

Don't Go
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She stood there on the dock, and watched the boat until it had sailed
out of sight. Then she sat and watched the sun sink into the sea. And
then she cried all night long. The next morning, she got off of the hood
of their car, got inside, and began the long drive back to Texas. She
stayed in Texas with his parents for a week, but then went on back home
to mama and Henry. That was December 1, 1942.

On December 6th, 1942, she got a telegram from the Army telling her
that the plane was lost, all crew presumed killed in action.

On February 7th, 1942, She found out she was pregnant.

Don't Go
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Image by Dave Hostad from Pixabay 
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She works twelve straight hours and never gets thanked,
Cleaning up the messes that other people make.
She works her fingers right down to the bone,
Just so she’ll have a place to clean when she gets home.
 
The love left her marriage many years ago
And the emptiness surrounds her like a halo
But it’s the only safe place she has ever known
And she’ll stay here until her kid is grown.
 
And She Cries
And She Cries
 
He tells her all those hurtful lies
And forgets just how hard she tries
He ignores her when she sighs,
And She Cries.
 
She can’t remember when she bought something for herself
Or when she took the time to just be by herself.
She can’t remember when her life has been about her
She can’t remember when she ever felt secure.
 
She can’t forget the way he makes her feel
And she can’t forget the whole ordeal
She can’t forget that they’ve grown apart
And she can’t forget her broken heart.
 
And She Cries
And She Cries
 
He tells her all those hurtful lies
And forgets just how hard she tries
He ignores her when she sighs,
And She Cries.
 
She thinks about the way her life was meant to be
And She Cries.

And She Cries



I know that prayer doesn't work
Because every night
I pray for death
And every morning
I wake up
Disappointed again.

Prayer
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Do not speak to me of heaven
Unless you have crawled through the fires of hell.

Do not speak to me of love
Unless you have clawed your way out of the pit of despair.

If you've never been lost in the Dark,
You are not ready for the Light.

Do Not Speak to Me
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In the deepest darkness of the night,
I'm haunted by a lonely sight.
A ghost sits alone and cries,
Wailing her heart out under the skies.

My heart aches with every beat.
She’s so sad my heart breaks.
I close my eyes and cover my ears,
Trying to block out her lonely tears.

I wonder when her pain will end.
Will she ever be happy again?
Yes, my love. Soon you’ll see
Your lover walking through the trees

You’ll see me when my time has come
And my work here has been done.
I’ll come and hold you tight,
And chase away this lonely night.

Ghost Story
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War is all I've ever known.
War and struggle and strife.
I am nothing but wounds
Wounds that will not heal.
And the scars of wounds past.
So much pain;
So much suffering.
And no end in sight. 
I just want some peace.
I just want some peace.

Longing For Peace
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Burn, burn
Burn it all down.
Light that fire and gather 'round.
When you know you're everything,
You don't need anything.
So burn, burn
Burn it all down.
Light that fire and dance around.

Burn It All Down
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I get so close
To healing those wounds
I get so close
To feeling no pain
I get so close
To peace

But then something comes along
Or someone comes along
And I'm not that strong
No, I'm not that strong

And it bleeds out
All over the page
And it bleeds out
All over the stage
And it bleeds out
In a hollow rage
And it bleeds out
And it bleeds out
And it bleeds
Out.

I don't want to hurt you
I don't want to let you down
I don't want to scare you
And I don't want to lead you on

But there's a darkness
Inside of me
There's a poison
Flowing in me
There's so much pain
Living within me

And It Bleeds Out
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An ache within my chest,
An endless sadness.
A heavy burden…
The weight of this pain-
I try to carry it
But I fail.
A constant ache,
An ocean of tears.
There is no solace.
The wounds never seem to mend.

The Wounds
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Our love was like a song.
But the melody has faded,
And the lyrics are gone.

I search for you in memories,
I wonder where you are,
And if you still hold me in your dreams.

Though the love may be lost,
I'll hold on to it.
What else can I do?

Our Love Was Like A Song
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Pretty Snakes Still Bite



Death, a mystery that none can escape,
An inevitable end.
A journey everyone takes alone.

In the end, we all must depart,
Leaving behind memories.
Nothing but memories.

For life is fleeting, but death is sure.
A reminder to cherish, love, and appreciate
Those you know…
And maybe even those you don’t know.

Death
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The thing about broken hearts
That no one ever believes
Is that they never last, my dear.
You feel it in your chest-
This cold, dead, hardened shell of a thing,
And you can’t possibly see how it will ever love again.
And it doesn’t. It never loves again.
But that’s okay, because it has a new purpose now.
It protects 
The New Heart,
Slowly growing inside the broken shell of
The broken heart.
When you are ready to love again, my love,
The New Heart will break through the shell,
And you’ll have all your love to give again.

The New Heart
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Loneliness



In the land of Avaria, where magic flowed freely and creatures of myth
roamed the forests, there lived a man named Arin. Arin was a skilled
diplomat, respected by all who knew him. He had been sent on a mission
by his king to the distant land of Xa, to negotiate an alliance between
the two nations.

Arin was a solitary man, always preferring to keep to himself, lost in his
thoughts. He had never married or formed any close friendships, and
had always been content to wander alone through the wilderness. But
as he traveled through the unfamiliar lands of Xa, he felt a loneliness he
had never experienced before.

The people of Xa were strange to Arin, with their peculiar customs and
exotic cuisine. Everywhere he went, he felt like an outsider, unable to
connect with the locals. His only solace was in the beauty of the land
itself, with its vast deserts and towering mountains, and in the sound of
his own footsteps echoing across the barren landscape.

One day, as he made his way through a dusty canyon, Arin heard a faint
sound coming from up ahead. It was a song, a haunting melody that
seemed to call to him from some unseen place. Intrigued, Arin
quickened his pace, eager to discover the source of the music.

As he drew closer, the sound grew louder and more distinct, until he
finally came upon a small clearing in the canyon. There, seated on a
boulder, was a young woman with long, flowing hair, strumming a lute
and singing softly to herself.

Diplomatic Mission
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Arin was entranced by her beauty. Her eyes were as blue as the sky and
her skin was as fair as the snow. He approached her tentatively, his
heart pounding in his chest.

"Who are you?" he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

The woman looked up at him and smiled, her lips forming a gentle curve.
"My name is Alara," she said. "And you are a stranger in these parts."

Arin introduced himself and explained the reason for his journey to Xa.
Alara listened intently, her fingers still strumming the strings of her lute.

"I can sense your loneliness," she said, her voice soft and soothing. "But
you need not be alone. There is a world of beauty and wonder out here,
if you only know where to look."

Arin was struck by the woman's words. He had always considered
himself self-sufficient, able to survive on his own without any need for
companionship. But as he looked into Alara's eyes, he realized that there
was a world of possibility that he had been missing.

Over the next few days, Alara showed him the hidden corners of Xa,
introducing him to the wonders of the land and the people who lived
there. Arin felt himself opening up in ways he never thought possible,
his heart bursting with newfound emotions.

Diplomatic Mission
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But as their time together drew to a close, Arin knew that he would soon
have to leave. He felt a deep sadness, knowing that he would be
returning to his old life, devoid of the joys he had discovered with Alara.

On the day of his departure, Alara gave Arin a small box. "Open this
when you feel lonely," she said. "It contains a part of me, and will always
remind you of the beauty we shared together."

Arin thanked her gratefully, feeling a lump rise in his throat. He knew
that he would miss Alara more than anything in the world.

As he traveled back to Avaria, Arin couldn't shake the feeling of
emptiness that clung to him. He thought of Alara often, the way her eyes
lit up when she sang, the way her laughter filled him with warmth. He
longed to see her again, to experience the joy of her company once
more.

Months went by, and Arin returned to his duties as a diplomat, but his
heart was no longer in it. He went through the motions, negotiating
treaties and attending state dinners, but he felt hollow inside, a shell of
the man he used to be.

Diplomatic Mission
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One night, as he sat alone in his chamber, he remembered the box that
Alara had given him. He fished it out of his belongings and held it in his
hands, the weight of it comforting. He lifted the lid, and inside was a
small, intricately carved wooden figurine, in the likeness of Alara.

Tears welled up in Arin's eyes as he gazed upon the gift. It was a
reminder of all that he had left behind, of the beauty and wonder he had
experienced with Alara. He clutched the figurine to his chest, willing
himself to remember the warmth of her embrace and the softness of
her skin.

His joy soon turned to bitterness, however. Whatever magic had once
infused the item had faded away long ago, and no matter how hard he
tried, he could not bring Alara back to him. He sank into despair, and
died of loneliness.

Diplomatic Mission
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She writes
So beautifully.
I wish
Her words
Were meant
For me.

She Writes
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Can I just…
I don’t know
Play with your hair, or something?
Can we hold hands?
Put your head on my shoulder,
Or let me lie with my head in your lap.
Stroke my temples
And the sides of my face.
Kiss my forehead
Wrap your arms around me,
And hold me.
Let me cry.
Let me cry.
Let me cry.

Starved For Touch
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Sometimes I wonder if it's possible to die of loneliness,
But I know it's not.
Because if it was possible
To die of loneliness...
I'd be dead already.

Die of Loneliness
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The literal darkness 
And the metaphorical darkness 
Bleed into each other,
And silence wraps around me
Like the arms of lovers long gone.
I can’t decide if the pain is so real or surreal. 
It hurts too much to be clever.
 
If I could step outside of my body
I don’t think I’d ever step inside again.
 
Forevermore 
A restless spirit 
Free from the pain,
But not the anguish.

Darkness
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Solitude slips into loneliness,
And sadness slips into melancholy.
Winter, it seems, has taken root in my soul.
Ice flows through my veins;
My heart is frozen between beats.
Time stops, and there is no hope of a spring thaw
To release me from my self-imposed exile.

Solitude
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I don't know
Who you are
Where you are
How you are feeling
I don't know
What you are doing
What you're thinking about
What you want out of life
I don't know anything about you.

Yet. 

All I know is...
I miss you, and I wish you were here.

Who Are You
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Kiss me
Until my pain
And your tears
Wash each other away.

Pain Washes
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Amidst the silence,
In the stillness of night,
I sit alone.

The world seems distant.

The quiet is deafening
The darkness creeps in.
I drown in the silence,
And my falling tears.

Drowning
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Alone, I face my darkest fears.
The doubts, the ghosts, the haunting tears.
The memories of what could have been,
The shattered hopes, and the shattered dream.

Alone
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Alone,
I sit and contemplate
The silence that surrounds me
And seems to permeate
My heart…my soul…my being.
No one to talk to,
No one to care
No one.

No One
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My heart aches with a pain so deep,
It never seems to sleep.
The memories of you, the memories of us
A love so strong, so pure.

But now you've gone and left me here,
Alone with my pains, and my fears.

My heart has been shattered.

Shattered
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