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Amy on My Mind 

She is love to me in every form; 
the beautiful smile on an innocent child, 
or the rainbow after a storm. 
She comes and goes as the days pass 
by, 
sometimes here - not always near - 
but forever on my mind. 



 



 

 

At The End 

I am glad fort the dark, as it hides. 
The silence, as well.  
A safe haven for the sad, myself and 
others.    
If I hold in my words, they tend to 
disappear. 
If I close my eyes will I go blind? 
Plug in my ears and lose all sound? 
 
I would like to float through empty 
space. 
See nothing and know nothing, 
hear nothing and smell nothing, 
feel nothing apart from presence, 
touch only my own mind.    
 
If I contracted a grave illness, I would 
not mind. 
for I know my boundaries on this harsh 
world.    
All of us ask the same thing: 
what is waiting at the end? 



A glorious heaven, perhaps. 
Possibly nothing, 
everything. 
 



 

 

Don’t Let Me 
Drown 

Write me a poem with your tongue, 
from your mouth to mine. 
Tell me your story, all of it, 
the good parts and bad. 
Just keep me afloat, 
let’s tread through the waves. 
Please, don’t let me drown, 
I don’t want to, not really. 
I’ll keep you safe too, 
I promise, I’ll love you. 
With all of my heart,  
if you’ll let me, I will. 
 



 



 

 

Nature 

A bird in the sky reminds me 
of the lightness of your hair. 
And looking into the trees 
I see leaves in your eyes. 
Your hands are the branches; 
I climb so much higher. 
But you are not nature 
for it is not satisfying. 
 



 

 

Unreal Reality 

When you go away, 
it feels like a dream. 
Did that really happen? 
Is the truth what I’ve seen? 
 
I can’t quite remember 
the shade of your eyes. 
My brain feels all fuzzy; 
did you say “hello” or “hi”? 
 
There’s one thing I know, 
and I know it for sure. 
It’s simply I love you, 
and nothing’s worth more. 
 



 



 

 

The Storm 

My heart is pounding as if you scared 
me, 
but I am not afraid, though I may be 
surprised. 
I don’t need to label this emotion, 
for who needs to know what it feels like 
but me? 
And I do feel it, strongly; it hovers over 
my brain, 
unleashing hail on my mind. 
My heart is struck by lightning, 
my stomach quaking with thunder. 
Has the storm reached you too, 
or are you miles away? 
 



 

 

Consummation 

I want to digest you 
the way a body would. 
Savor your taste, 
and coax out 
all the best parts. 
Acknowledge the bad 
but leave them to die. 
 



 



 

 

Birthday Wish 

Happy birthday, they all start to sing, 
and I blow out the candles; tradition. 
Make a wish, they say, so I shut my 
eyes tight. 
I journey abroad inside of my mind, 
travel to a place where things are all 
white. 
There is no blood and there is no hurt, 
all of my demons are left in that cake.  
Don’t take a bite, just come here with 
me.  
Leave your demons there too; 
let’s get lost in the sky. 
 



 

 

For You 

Every 11:11 I wish I was yours, 
and every night I lay down in bed, 
send prayers from my core. 
I discard my thoughts every chance I 
get. 
I hope they will reach him,  
a god I don’t believe in yet. 
 
I’ve memorized every detail on your 
face 
and when we walk through the halls, 
I try to match your pace. 
I hope for a kiss every time we part, 
when will I be able to hold your heart? 
 



 

 

Stuck 

Frozen in time, I have no beating heart. 
No breath escapes me, I’m stopped, 
a clock that is no longer ticking. 
This numbness is sweet, but it won’t 
last forever.  
Soon I will feel once more, 
not just the pleasures but the pains of 
life. 
 



 

 

 



 

 

Nostalgia 

The bitter taste of nostalgia is often on 
my tongue. 
My teeth are caked with the plaque of 
my past; 
and no matter how many times I brush 
it away, 
it always finds its way back. 
Sometimes I believe that the insides of 
my eyelids 
are tattooed with the image of your 
face. 
The drying out of my pupil, iris, sclera, 
lens 
is commonplace, for I try my hardest 
not to blink. 
I’m trying to be a person but a tidal 
wave comes 
out from calm seas and sweeps me into 
my mind. 
 



Raw Should Not 
Mean Broken 

I may wear my heart on my sleeve 
but that doesn’t mean you should break 
it. 
The door might be open, but you can’t 
just leave 
whenever I’m upset or pitch a fit. 
So please just say  
that you’ll stay. 



 

 

 



 

 

Oncoming 
Weather 

October the twentieth, and 
the leaves are all brown. 
The smell of winter is on it’s way, 
but not the excited, festive scent 
of gingerbread, not of pine needles 
or snow. The air reeks of cold, 
of bare trees and gray skies. 
In the reflection of the windows 
my eyes look gray as well. 
 



 

 

Goodbye 

Water, wet, precipitation, 
falls from the sky like your anger, 
the heavy rain cloud that is your mind. 
Thunder, cracking like the glass 
rose I gave you, look what you’ve 
done.  
I can’t help but cringe at the lightning, 
for in my mind it is an echo 
of your scream. Those words.  
Goodbye. 
 



 

 

Three Little Sisters 

Sister number one moved away 
To the distant land of Crystal Bay; 
She lived with her lover 
Until he left her without a buffer. 
 
Sister Two dropped out of school, 
And worked on hair and nails. 
Then her shop burned down and she 
Came running back to Sister Three. 
 
Now Sister Three knew what to do, 
Worked hard for her degree. 
Said to One and Two “I told you so, 
You should have been like me.” 
 
All three sisters live as one; 
They’ve smarted up, you see. 
Sister Three saved Two and One, 
And showed what they could be. 
 



My First 

Through rosy eyelids, the TV flickers, 
all shades of pink and orange. 
It is ignored, cold shouldered 
like the half-finished bottle of tequila 
shared between the two, 
chased with seawater and each other. 
 
Fingers and mouths, 
touching and tasting all they can reach. 
Hair, skin, soft and tender. 
A neck, the small of a back. 
 
And after; the faltering breaths, 
her curse, loud and harsh. 
clattering keys, the deadbolt sliding, a 
slam 
of the front door, of a heart. 
 
Bright headlights, a cry out, just one 
flash 
but then more, a bang and a crash, 
a life almost lost but not quite gone 



as the love between lovers. 
 



 

 

Demons 

Her demons are eating her alive.  
She sits in class while they feast on her 
flesh,  
thrive off her pain. They suck the life out 
of her.  
Her limbs become limp and her eyes 
dull.  
Her friends keep her close, afraid  
the demons will coax her away.  
Little do they know, she’s already long 
gone. 
 



 

 

On to the Next 

Trying to stay between wavering lines, 
the car obeys every command but 
should I really be in charge? 
Numbers of houses blur 
all together, which one belongs 
to this girl? 
 
The bitter taste of alcohol still   
lingers on my tongue, and the 
pain of the other leaving 
continues to sit heavy 
in my heart like a knife.  
 
Her house smells the way 
I might imagine heaven would, or 
the inside of a gingerbread replica   
still baking in the oven; it feels 
just as hot, sticky and sweet  
with the sweat of melting 
gumdrops and peppermints. 
 
A baby’s cry vibrates 



against my eardrums. Is it him,  
the “only man in her life”? 
His blonde does not match 
her red, his face free of the freckles 
that create a treasure map 
on hers.  
 
X is supposed to mark the spot 
but have I got enough patience  
and diligence to dig up  
what should rightfully belong 
to me? No, this is a fortune 
that must come natural, it is not 
to be sought after like a prize. 
 



 



 

 

There’s No Going 
Back Now 

I wasn’t quite sure what it was that I 
wanted, 
I wasn’t quite sure what it was. 
You took it still, my flower, 
and plucked off all the petals; 
she loves you not. 
And after, you broke apart the stem 
and tossed the pieces away; 
you just left them to rot. 
 



Scars 

It’s funny, the way people see 
you versus they way you see 
yourself. She was always so happy, 
or so we thought. So it looked. 
Nobody noticed the scars 
on her wrists, or the ones 
on her heart. Not even me. 
Now we’ve got our own, carved 
by her nonexistence. 
 



Demon 

I fought and I fought against her words 
but they filled my mind and my heart. 
I spit them back out at my lovers 
and friends, and no, I would not speak 
her name. Together, we rid me 
of her. She left. She went on 
to torment another. 
 



Tight as Can Be 

Your mouth may be shut tight as can 
be, 
but your actions show me the truth. 
I know you may not agree with how I 
may be 
bit it’s not as though I always do with 
you. 
 



And on the Day 
That I Do Fall 

And on the day that I do fall 
I hope only to know my own 
purpose, and for the ability 
to say that I have completed 
that which the world has asked 
of me. 
 



Monster Kibble 

I could never hurt you 
the way you hurt me, 
and that’s why we won’t work. 
I could never rip out your heart 
or suck the tears from your eyes. 
See, you fed off of the pain 
that I felt, but I feed off of joy.  
I bask in the light that I can bring 
to a face, I rub my hands 
by the warmth of happiness. 
 



Winter’s Chill 

Winter’s chill forces his hands into his 
pockets;   
it brings blood to his face, makes him 
glow pink.  
It seeps into his pores, and then out as 
he sits by the fire.   
  
Winter’s chill never leaves my body. I 
feel it always; 
no matter the season, no matter the 
weather.    
It forces my arms to cross over my 
chest;   
it brings blood to the surface of my 
wrists.  
 
His poison sept into my skin through my 
pores, 
and his words sank into my brain, rang 
in my ears.    
He said I wasn’t good enough, and then 
I wasn’t.  



I hope someday someone will tell me 
otherwise.    
Until then, summer will never come to 
me.   
I’ll be stuck forever with Winter’s chill. 
 



Depression 

The monsters under the bed are no 
longer there, 
instead they reside inside of the mind. 
The childish ones are easily dismissed 
with the flick of a light switch 
or the creak of a closet door, shut. 
 
These monsters are recurring; 
they taunt and torment, scream harsh 
words. 
Sometimes the threaten, and some ask, 
“what can they do?” 
They’re not really real, not really there. 
 
I can see them, though, all rough skin 
and sharp teeth. 
I’ve looked into their eyes, those dark 
discs, 
smelled the sickly sweet aroma exiting 
their pores. 
It drew me in all those years ago, and 
now I suffer. 



 
The worst part is that the monsters are 
me, 
a dysfunctional part of my brain. 
The doctor gave me medicine 
which turned me into a shadow, 
a ghost of my former self. 
 
Meditation, yoga, slow breathing: 
exercises to banish the thoughts from 
my head. 
They work, maybe, but not forever. 
Soon enough the monsters return. 
 
I cannot seem to escape these 
shackles 
because the monsters locked them up 
tight 
and swallowed the key. 
 



The Mug 

I began as clay, sand and water,  
on the edge of a river far away. 
A woman’s hands shaped and molded 
me 
into a mug, uniform, like many others. 
 
I was placed on a shelf, awaiting my 
time, 
the time I’d be chosen by you. 
Your pudgy fingers wrapped around my 
handle 
and you said “this one, mommy, I want 
to paint.” 
 
You gave me color, and pictures of 
snakes, 
and scribbled your name on the bottom. 
In that moment I became yours, Jake, 
but first you sent me away. 
 
I was burned and scorched, oh how it 
hurt, 



and my skin changed, it became shiny. 
I waited, healing, for a very long time 
until finally, you came back again. 
 
You loved me and used me, 
filled me with both milk and juice. 
but as time went on I tarnished and 
cracked 
and one day you slipped and I 
shattered. 
 
You tried very hard to put me back 
together, 
but I was never the same. 
My cracks could be seen and I became 
fragile,  
breaking at the slightest of touch. 
 
Eventually I could no longer be fixed, 
and was thrown away like the trash that 
I was. 
 



 



Thoughts of the 
Sky 

Clouds are the innate thoughts of the 
sky.    
Cumulus, fluffy and white, are joy; 
a happy feeling, ecstatic, endorphins 
released in the brain.   
Stratus, long and dragged out, are 
despair; 
depression, the endless stretch of gray. 
   
Cirrus, those starburst shapes, are 
excitement;   
an energy building up and finally 
bursting,   
seen in a twinkle of the eye of the sky,  
shining on a Summer’s day. 
 



Baby Bird 

I’m a baby bird with too big a heart, 
kicked out of the nest for my difference.    
It weighed me down so I couldn’t fly    
to a place where someone accepts me.   
I’m stuck here alone, sunk deep in the 
snow,   
shivering and shaking and starting to 
numb.   
All because my heart was just a bit big; 
I’m bizarre, I’m different, and as far as 
they care 
A cold, hard end is just what I’m worth. 
 



Time Warp 

My mind warps the world to look like its 
desire. 
The claw in the arcade morphs into 
your spindly fingers,    
reaching to choose a toy to place in the 
sticky hands of the little boy  
who breathes his hot, happy-meal air 
on your glasses    
and then draws faces in the 
condensation. 
 
Spanish moss hanging from the trees 
lightens to the perfect shade    
of golden brown that hangs in tendrils 
from your head,  
tangling in my fingers and tickling my 
nose.    
 
The howling of the winter wind is your 
voice,  
the first time you whispered your name 
into my ear;   



so quiet that it seemed precious, a 
secret.   
Everything you told me was that way, 
hidden from most but gifted upon me. 
 



Suicide Repellant 

There are quite a few things that keep 
me alive: 
Beauty, in all that it entails, 
such as sunsets, freckles, eyes. 
Words, external and in, 
such as poetry, lyrics, thoughts. 
Sounds, as well, which bring back 
memories, 
as in vinyl records, rustling leaves, 
crashing waves. 
These are the best antidepressants 
but even they are not perfect. 
 



Sweep Me Away 

Oh, sweep me away, right off my feet. 
Take me away and into the beat. 
Make my heart pound, fill my with the 
sound, 
and fall in love with you. 
 
Grab my hand, pull me into the blue. 
Decorate my mind with pictures of you. 
House my heart with your love, 
and my dreams with your scent. 
Fly with me above. 
 



Acclimation 

I just can’t understand   
how people can be happy 
how they can go home every night   
and not cry, or cut, or swallow pills    
how at the end of the day    
some people don’t hate themselves 
don’t want to end their own lives 
because I’ve felt this for so long 
that now it just feels normal. 
 



Birth Month 

Every year in the month of September    
the leaves start to die while I begin to 
remember.    
You said they were pretty, my love, 
those shades of red   
but you know as well as I that red is the 
color of blood.    
Children play in rotting leaves, 
unknowing,   
jumping into piles of corpses and 
picking up fragile skeletons.    
How different are we really, from the 
trees?    
When we get our hair cut every so 
many months, 
or maybe our year is the same as a 
tree’s decade   
people turn brown and fall to the ground 
all the time. 
 



Two Figures in 
One Bed 

Two figures in one bed; 
a hand longing for another. 
Toes just barely touching 
but faces turned away. 
 
They’re spiraling down, 
words biting like a snake. 
Fire flowing from both mouths 
but they still sleep like lovers. 
 
Shattered glad reflects 
bits and pieces of a red face. 
and drops of saltwater  
fall from another. 
 
She admires his work; 
what creation. 
She buys him a canvas 
for it’s become her skin. 
 



A gift, made of jewels. 
Everything is claimed to be fine 
so the bed remains full. 
Two figures, apart. 
 
In the morning, one figure. 
A note left on the bed. 
“Don’t look for me now. 
I loved you. I did.” 
 



Chain-Link Mind 

Inside of my brain is a simple chain;  
each thought links to the next.   
As soon as it starts it cannot be 
stopped; 
the chain will not break till the end.   
Sometimes it pulls me to a new, nice 
place, 
but mostly it just holds me down.   
Often I long to break it myself  
so I can fly - instead of just drown. 
 



Doctor Love 

I went to the hospital and showed them 
my wrists, 
they saw my eyes filled like pools and 
knew right away 
so the nurse told me “one moment, 
please, miss.” 
A few minutes later the doctor walked 
in. 
He took one look and filled a 
prescription, 
it said lots of hugs, happy music, and 
books. 
Take as needed; in fact, overdose. 
 



Meeting Place 

We met at a dance and fell into a 
trance, 
surrounded by noises and sights. 
All of a sudden our hands were 
attached, 
both of us had met our match. 
 



 

 

 



Carvings and 
Cuttings 

There’s a certain beauty in carving  
those lines in what could be a tree. 
The sap that runs red, it drips from the 
scores; 
it runs rivers on bark that isn’t quite 
bark, 
but isn’t bark just the same as the skin 
of a tree? 
So what makes it different than the skin 
of just me? 
 
People cut words into trees every day 
and leave scars that never quite heal, 
but then say 
that it’s not okay when it’s skin. 
 
If skin and bark are the same, then so 
are these acts: 
these carvings and cuttings, these 
killings and guttings. 



Whether they say his initials plus hers 
or UGLY or STUPID, they bleed either 
way. 
 
And people, as well, chop trees every 
day; 
just cut them away, for good and to 
stay. 
So why can’t I cut my own self away? 
For good and to stay, I’ve had enough 
days. 
 
Just accept it, my time is now done. 
I had all my fun, but now I must run. 
And no, you can’t come, you’ve got 
tunes to still hum; 
a life to live out, I don’t have a doubt 
that you will do so much better than me. 
 
Just promise one thing, please: 
see all the sights that I wanted to see. 
 



The Pain 

She woke up this morning with a pain in 
her heart; 
it couldn’t be hidden or torn apart. 
By the time it was covered, I’d already 
seen 
what she longed not to be. 
 
Most days she tries to pretend it’s not 
there; 
plasters on a smile and does her 
makeup and hair. 
Today she just couldn’t fake happiness, 
through the tears in her eyes, she tried 
her best. 
When they’d dried, though, she knew 
that I did too. 
 



 



Koala 

I once held a koala when I vacationed 
in a foreign land. 
I paid a man with paper bills to have my 
picture taken, 
and when my time was up that koala 
didn’t want to let me go. 
I think that maybe animals can see 
what people can’t, 
because no one has ever tried to hold 
on to me after our time was up. 
 



My Special Talent 

Everyone excels at something: 
I am good at feeling. 
I fall in love with everyone, 
everyone I meet. 
 
I get it in my head – I’m stuck. 
Her eyes are gorgeous, 
his smile’s stunning. 
Her figure is incredible, 
he knows just what to say. 
 
I don’t just feel the good things, though, 
the bad ones surface too. 
I scare people away sometimes, 
they’re not sure what to think. 
 
Overall, I think it’s good, 
this special trait of mine. 
I’ll give you all of me if that’s okay, 
you can hold my heart. 
 



No Time 

I have a weighty choice to make, 
it seems my entire life’s at stake. 
The future’s looking very dim, 
so should I drown or should I swim? 
 
I’m afraid to live but afraid to die, 
can’t say hello yet can’t say goodbye. 
I’ve got no will to get up when I fall; 
am I really alive at all? 
 



 

 

 



 

 

Deadly Windows 

Your very eyes are a metaphor for 
death, 
and I don’t mean all shades of blue 
or the way your pupils contract.  
Not even the whiteness contrasting with 
color.  
I mean what’s behind them, the way 
you look at her, 
when you promised no one would steal 
that look, 
that it was meant always for me. 
 



Impossible Repairs 

You said you fall in love with people you 
want to fix   
and when I said I was afraid I’d start to 
love you 
you said that you were afraid too.   
Now I see that you meant exactly what I 
did, 
not that you’d love me back.  
But darling, I know with complete 
certainty  
that you want to fix me 
and I’d like to think I could fix you too. 
 



A Tangible Story 

Life should be like a fiction piece; 
a beginning, middle, and end.  
Never a bad ending, maybe love lost, 
but always another to be found.  
Life should be like an epic poem;  
maybe it’s sometimes confusing, 
but it would forever be rhythmic and 
beautiful.   
Every loves-me-not petal followed by 
another. 
 



Something About 
You 

Something about the way you look at 
me  
makes tears fall from my eyes like big, 
fat raindrops 
and something about the way you talk 
to me  makes my heart go crazy,   
pounding like a soaked-to-the-bones 
little girl   
whose bright pink umbrella lays 
forgotten.  
Something about the way I feel when I 
think of you 
makes me want nothing more than to 
be wrapped up 
in the blanket of your arms.   
There’s just something about you  
that makes me long for the impossible. 
 



 



Salty Haired 
Pacific 

California girl, with your beautiful eyes, 
your words flow like melodies  
but they’re telling me lies. 
Your hand brushes mine,  
oh, you’re simply divine 
but you can’t be mine. 
 



Thinking of You 

The pouring rain 
makes me think of you, 
‘cause it’s falling hard 
and I am too. 
 
The rising sun 
makes me think of you, 
‘cause it shines as bright 
as I do when I see you. 
 
The evening stars  
make me think of you, 
‘cause they’re always there 
both old and new. 
 
All that I see 
reminds me of you, 
‘cause it’s all around me 
and we are too. 
 



Private Sanctuary 

Your callused fingers reach into my 
chest  
and squeeze my still-beating heart.   
Your fingernails dig into my flesh  
and drag, slowly, drawing blood  
that drips down your arms.  
 
As you leave me there, gasping 
for breath, the soles of your feet crush 
the bones  
in my fingers. They crack, crunch, 
collapse 
under your weight; your thin figure 
feels much heavier than it looks. 
 
Your screaming often became more 
than just loud noise, it was a monster 
that threatened me in my sleep, a 
demon 
who possessed my body and mind; 
who forced me to do those things 
I am not proud of.  



 
The faces of loved ones, lost, 
swarm my mind. I pushed and shoved 
them 
from me, ran away like a child 
from their kind words, all because of 
you 
and the selfish greed that infiltrated 
your fingers; 
wrapped them around me, isolating our 
relationship. 
Yet I stayed, attached at the hip 
to the one I loved most of all, 
the one I ache for most of all. 
 
Now I realize what you’ve done. 
You shattered me, both brain and bone, 
but now I’m holding up the red flag. 
I’ll break through the bars of this prison 
that you call love, and build in its place 
my own private sanctuary. 
 



Behind The 
Appearance 

Eyes glistening jewels, 
lips red as roses. 
Turning geniuses to fools, 
beautiful in all poses.   
 
Hairs raised on the back of a neck, 
butterflies felt deep inside. 
a rush of water with just one peck, 
deeper and deeper I dive.   
 
I wish to graze your lips, 
gently, with my own. 
the way your back dips; 
your voice, that tone.   
 
Light brown freckles on the bridge of a 
nose, 
a strand of hair untucked from an ear. 
with every sense my emotion grows. 



stuck in bright headlights, I’ve become 
the deer.   
 
That scar on your cheek, 
where is it from? 
May I take a small peek 
into what makes your heart hum? 
 



Ode to Justin 

Money in my hands,  
faces, crisp and green. 
They want to fly away, 
bring back your heart’s desires. 
For you, I would toss them 
into the crackling fire. 
Forget the world, we can 
lose ourselves in orange 
cheese, dripping from 
broccoli, peppers, cauliflower. 
 



Out of Sight, Out of 
Mind 

Out of sight, out of mind, 
I can feel you fading 
like you did before, with her, 
in those waters you were wading. 
 
Now how can I trust the same as 
before? 
It’s like you’ve slammed an open door. 
Maybe slowly, with care, it can reopen 
again 
but creaking and cracking, close it and 
it’s the end. 
 



That White Nurse 

Once upon a time, in the middle of a 
room 
with white walls and a white bed 
covered in white sheets, 
a nurse put a curse on a little baby me. 
Now I’m stuck falling in love with all the 
wrong girls, 
the ones who are not attainable, not 
that any really are, 
but at least the ones who won’t fall for 
me. 
Or maybe I’m on the other end of it, 
because girls have definitely loved me 
but my heart cannot be attained. 
 



Like I’m Dying 

I hate when people say to live 
as if you are dying. 
Aren’t we all already dying? 
Some faster than others, 
but dying just the same. 
Each breath that enters my lungs 
is one closer to my last. 
 



Presence 

Tomorrow is not a real time or place, 
it’s just a thought until it’s today. 
Yesterday is just as fake, 
it taunts me even more. 
 



 

 

 



Vivid Flood 

Your face looks so familiar, 
though it’s different from the past. 
I miss you, I miss you, and everything 
we could have become. 
Your lips are so enticing, 
your eyes, your face, your hips. 
I wish it had worked out between us 
back then, you and me. 
I must have loved you, I know I did. 
 



Open Me Up, Set 
Me Free 

I want you to open up my skin and let 
the blood run free, 
and I want you to show me all the 
bones in my body. 
I want to do these things myself but no 
one will let me. 
So I want you to slowly kill me, to finally 
set me free. 
 



Reverse 

If I could, I’d live my whole life 
backward 
rather than forward, reverse this train 
track. 
Instead of being stuck making all the 
mistakes 
I could take them all back again, 
every single one. 
 
 





The Waters of Life 

Sometimes a sharp intake of air 
feels almost identical to a jump 
into a dark, icy lake; 
fresh and cold and surprising all at 
once. 
At first it’s a shock, and you’re frozen in 
place, 
and then your mind begins to kick start, 
registering the sensations. 
The water’s so cold, the world is so 
rough, 
that the pain comes flooding into your 
limbs. 
Still, you’re stuck, unable to react, 
destined to drown in those churning 
waves. 
 



To Be Happy 

I’d give anything to make this all go 
away. 
The only thing I want today is to be 
someone else, 
someone who is better than who I’ve 
become. 
I want the ability to be a regular person, 
to get up out of bed without the fear, 
to not drag the razor across my skin 
each night, 
not to wish for death every second 
of every minute 
of every day 
of my life. 
 



 



Acoustic Romance 

Play me like you would your acoustic 
guitar. 
I’d like it if you strummed on the strings 
of my skin 
and made sure I stayed in tune with 
you. 
Write a song using my hair, 
about the way I look in the early 
morning 
or after I’ve had too long a day. 
Tattoo the chords on my body; it’s your 
canvas, 
to do with however you wish. 
 



Age Rage 

When you are a child 
you don’t want to sleep, 
and then you grow old; 
all you long for is the deep, 
a sweet release. 
 
You’re so young, 
you want to be grown, 
but then you are 
and you feel so alone. 
 
The thing is this: 
what you’ve got makes you sad, 
then you get what you want 
and you miss what you had. 
 
I wish for true love 
and then fall right in, 
but it’s not what I thought; 
the prize I saw, I did not win. 
 



An Adult’s Game 
of Pretend 

Sometimes I like to pretend. 
Blankets become arms, 
empty space is filled. 
I can be happy, free. 
 
Sometimes I like to wish. 
I wish you were here, 
I wish you had stayed. 
Pretending is better. 
 
Sometimes I live in the past. 
Close my eyes and keep it that way, 
feeding off memories, 
but I have to come back. 
 
Eventually I must face the truth. 
There is an empty crease in your pillow, 
and it will not be filled. 
Blankets are not arms. 
You are not here. 



Memories are not tangible. 
 
Often I long for endlessness, 
with whatever that entails. 
I would like to think sleep, 
for you tend to surface in my dreams. 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 


