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Darkness

on February 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



Light

beaming down on my sore eyes

breaking me

into tiny pieces

shivering cold    in the coldness we see lines...as thin
as your veins



covering the bruises



that you adapted to your stylish grace

padding the blotches with sweet

powder





showering the beautiful in glitter and shine

  shadows escape the darkness



when laughter resounds, no one hears- nobody listens



everyone left...

              .

              .

              but that is the
way we play



with our hands tied behind our backs



and only the strongest will survive

only the ones with the guts to kill  can show you what it
means to be







ill.



I feel ill, I see a ghost in the mirror



a monster





an addict               
                 
holding the cold gun to my neck

                 
  just one motion







pull it down over your head

learn to





torture

  and rocking & rocking & rocking

selfishly



to the sound of your pulse



I can hear it in the walls

Peeling the paint off your ears

I can taste the salt of violence

And it feels like butter

on my tongue

But ignorance is bliss

So is beauty is its absence.



And no one will ever be alone like I am right now.

Don't you understand?



There's no gun in my hands, no hole in my heart, no bruises, no
demons,



No evil men.







The Gathering

on December 3, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

gathering together in that
eerie town

where muffled screams from shuffled crowds

form ugly inventions that make pristine the guiltless glow

of all the unseen and seen in her wonderland of snow



drinking from our glasses, there’s such silence in the sky

like it's raining from the bitterness, loneliness, and
grey





stitching eyes closed in comfort, in a
secret womb of dread

Washing faces clean until those worries disappear

They gather their hearts only to have them ignored.



Drained thoughts like raindrops collect at a pool underfoot

And splash, with every child's foot, one minute still and
stable

Then scattered, the sounds of creation rip through her lifeless
eyes

In a beautiful peachy rose colored paradise



Awoken with one peaceful call- the angels soothe her sore
body

Her sickness, while they’re in their pale forms

that cannot understand

Who would tie her, bind her still, with another jealous
riddle

Oh to be happy- she'd embrace them, with her pearly sweet
smile

Oh to be breathing- if only seeing, the sun for a little
while

Now back to her cradle, into the stream of blankets she falls
still



Just a child, just a girl, in a silly kind of life--

One that makes you feel sort of warped, through walls stained
white

Nobody would see her, in their infantile shame

Of mindlessness, of chains that crawl, of nothing that will arrive
at all…

But knowledge is a discomfort, something that I've tried to
avoid

For learning, discipline, is not what the world can provide

Only those curly unfurling seamless hopes, dangling from the
outside

Hopes to escape this grown up land, of man and his happy
wife.
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Beth and Death

on November 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

 


the fragrant flowers decorated the
pool

of what had been the way she felt

where a fool at last had seen the line

and scratched the surface to find out

when she broke the glass and drank

Her wine, afternoon became a concubine

For the wind pulled itself in circles

And the words they had left forgotten stilled

But Beth knew to nod along as though they were right

Or had it made sense then with no appetite

Heart skipped a beat, forgot how to pump

And the last thing she knew

she heard the last thump.
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Umbrella

on June 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She clutches close her
remembrances

Of him, when it rained- it stormed

Nothing was wrong, it was always right: the "perfect" note

Waits on the dresser beside her string of pearls

Where He buried himself deep in her arms

When it rained it always stormed

She carries him over the sea...stretching out across galaxies

He listens to her breathing love

Love, loves to play with her hair every morning

Love, loves to wear that same pink waistcoat

Love, loves to carry her umbrella on the sidewalk

When it's raining, raining my tears to hers

When I'd rather be kissing her cheek

Kisses away the self, for what remains is free.













Emptiness

on January 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

You may not know how much I love
you

But in these sorrowful dreams I sleep

In only the shadowy abyss

In a drunken emptiness I wait

For the sun to fill me up

Like old wine on a new year's eve

Smoke fills his shallow lungs

Though the darkness is sometimes haunting

It escapes all recollection

This is my vocation

To save the day for you

My bread, my lover's rose

The tables have food upon them

For the hands that falter through

Windows they hang, from a tree hang

Tired Alone and sad

If only I could accompany you

Those final walks of life

Windows to the soul.







Naked

on January 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She is standing in the shower

Letting the water drip upon her skin

And the slick wet feeling

Leaves her shuddering

Like a child in the dark

If only her heart was simple

If only it were light

But it sinks like a rock caught

Deep in her throat







Bones

on January 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






with broken

  ((bones))

Eyes sore

  Blood so red    eyes as if

burnt out cigarettes

    swirls of

  c o l o r s  dancing in a

room without a view

  shadows

hide our colors

  our bones

our yellow sagging lids

  poorly held posture

  drifting in the green

    w i th out   hands

leafing through bird bones

  singing songs

about wrath,

  garbage  and

disorder. 



My god. We pray to the god of

delusional loving

And spit poetry out of

  our mouths



drinking in the smoky breath of

  a lonely afternoon

drenched in waters and sand

  hold out our hands



embrace

  the denial of

smash x the rhymes in half

  smashx the world

into equal parts  and laugh

  at the silly nature



of human art.

Freak

on January 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Tell me what you felt

When the rain came down that night

What was in your heart



Filing down the halls

Did you ever think of it

Your generation



Maybe you will see

There is nothing but the sun

And we'll make it shine



But I think I know

What exactly is in you

The reasons you choose



To walk down this road

To find the lonely roses

The one who is home



I know you feel well

In this place where you sleep so

Delicate ego



Passing through the waves

Making birds fly with your hands

Will you ever land



I doubt you will find

Me when you have found yourself

I am not your friend



The sin is in me

The knife is so gentle now

My lover so free



I chose to be this

Don't you go blaming yourself

It is not your fault



The dark night craves blood

The angels sing for the moon

You don't deserve love

Seeing the Light

on April 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Goddess of the golden tears

Mistress to the tide that is rising

Bring light shining in through me

In through me bring this light shining





Golden hair of sunlit fields

Of many flowers, wilder than her eyes

Tomorrow dawns, a new birth of laughter

Angels' songs will carry me over





Ageless sunrise, off sweeping new horizons

Despair and darkness rules the winter night

Bring the softness of lullabies

And the quivering halo of ageless life



Golden sun, the fortunate spring I've sought

The eternal shore, of waters everlasting

The savior seeks his children, the water is so fresh

eternal drink of purity, be blessed





Salt protects, mixing salt with water and blessed wine

We seek to create an image, brought to your eyes and mine

Sunshine is freed by the cloudy mist

And an ocean of rain comes following her kiss





The thorns wrapped around her heart

Can contain no more grief

And if you seek an Angel or a God

You must get onto your knees and pray relief





Show the world you are worthy

To begin this amazing journey

Through the sorrows of agony

We venture into the many eyes of our new eternity
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Trapped

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Daylight streams in through this guilty
crack in the wall

I'm sleeping on a plank and it is cold inside this cell

Oh how the ugly sleeps so well inside these metal bars

Where denial dreams so lovingly of all her blinding sorrows



The rhythm of the blue skies, the clouds, the yellow sun

I miss the sweet music of the birds, their melodies alone

For here inside this pool of grey, I'm drowning in despair

I tremble when the light's so pale and vanish when it’s gone



Oh to stroll among the hills, instead I wait inside this tomb

Dusting off my weakened mind, as I grow tired with boredom

In this prison of my life where my heart has learned to steal

From the venom of bitterness or the presence of a mirror



Decaying in this loneliness I try to find an appeal

As the repetitions create a new me, so bare and so unreal

For here in my intrepid world, their hateful eyes will take

To anything they find that’s left, to anyone just breaks



In this fragmented gloom, we'll taste our miserable pains

Feeding upon their flesh, tearing out their worn remains

For thirty years have gone by, and I am doomed rest alone

A person without a reason as I fear I have become



Looking for a kind of peace as I keep on resisting fate

With every fragile taste of life for which I am still
grateful

But in this cage I find myself, in this lake of darkness

Where only in the dismal light can you see your own
existence











The Peaceful Kingdom

on March 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

"Welcomed in the sky,--

once children we were free,

oh Earth's clouds, unfold so brilliantly

bring me the light and sing

till the nightingale

larks of freedom in thy soul."



Covered with the darkness by a dread of hand,

we were compelled to hear:

the piper pipe of many a man

in a kingdom far from here.



What were its thickest shades where they'd been led?

a watered heaven, no winds in their breath,

from the seats of the valleys into the night,

he followed them by trail of death.



Quench, Oh children from my sight

for there to God, thou mortal hands are skies;

burnt of tender morning, stain their world with fire

their bodies left the voice of the light

a thousand spirits of my happy day,

forever lurking in my evil ways.



my foe beheld it in the maiden when she ran away,

to be with the flowers in my garden bright and free

in a land that longs for her silvery hair,

does not she laugh with woe, for the valley that loved thee?



"Oh the steps of the happy and never want of joy.

it bears their hearts with painful tongs,

night is called by His image, but I made a bank:

where thy dream of every man is wrong,

it is for another pleasant sound reborn:

and I say to welcome in a threatening horn

while our sports have tasted in silent delight

she'd fled with a freedom, the maiden fair,

sit down, to waste in hell's despair;

I guard them well with thee behind me,

who doth give his youth a harlot's curse

blasts! These forests of thy father's moor!

I murmur my wishes but only to his fervor

what was my joy, but a hapless plea?"



"Oh Earth's clouds let thy ruddy eyes see day

angels shall brush my shady roof,

there they may find hope under leaves

so many children are stripped

of thy father; does it keep my love in vain

oh Day of Mourning,

come down and bid thee such a sign."



ten-thousand spirits of woe!

what shall be in the home of her mournful head,

whose ears have built Jerusalem

in thy heart and soul?

when He was dark, no injury,

to the sacred years,

when Mary had spoken in the night of a spirit,

he became a bright mane of stars, to sit

beneath our Father's throne,

and know thy Peace, the Dove, but can it be?

for the longings of their eyes so poor,

oh To be like them and scream of war!

or to vanish with the night, to be the dying star

beheld such a brilliant sight, from our father's shore.







Thorn

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

my inner peace,

the thorn

finding a place between the norm

we run and run until the words entwine

but each one seems square and ostracized...I'm on the fringe

How can we reach the stars when there is so much distracting
ours?

From the beauty of the moon

my inner peace

and a thorn



I want you to know, the wild and submissive

The world beyond this gross habitat

Where lizards walk in silent reverie

This is insanity, fucking insanity

I want you to scream something different

Something that I can't hear,

but everything is wavering

Nothing is ever clear



I want to hurt you

Violence beats in my heart

Where the daggers twists in ruination

When a soul's been worn beyond repair

How do we turn love sour

When do we pick the morning's flowers?





I wish you knew me by name

But all you see is the same grey

I have become the self-sacrificial

I know things have become so...artificial

But that's life when you're down

Can't fight it, spin things around

See it in white, colors aren't clear

But nothing is beautiful to you dear



Where is that inner peace

The inner saving grace

No one knows the nonsense it grows

How do we fall in love now

When there is nothing to love

But these speckles of dust

running now, running away

Because you know down here

They don't come true





You know down here that

Dreams don't come true

Unless you've got some

Big air balloon...

Take this away

Take it away

I can't stay

I won't stay here





Beautiful Burnout

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Angry hearts and smiles in clay

The world is dead, and gone away

No reason to laugh, don't bother to cry

Those pills won't make you better

You don't even have a reason why...



Just let the children chase the smoke

One more day in hell

Make the world a tragic place

Ignore the weak, and give the rich dollar bills



Because you have your mind made up

You don't know you're living for

You never knew me

I was the only girl



Give in, give in children

Give in, give in

Angry hearts and smiles in clay

Nothing matters to me



You want something from me

You want nothing at all

I don't want you to need me

I'm leaving just like you



So waste away in your reverie

You'll lose your magic, you'll lose your voice

And when the violence finds you there

You'll know you're haunted by a special kind of ghost

Wings of Butterflies



she was stolen by the silence in their eyes

an angel in the city of stars that shimmered

how could anyone tell her when she cried

she was unlike the rest with her wings of butterflies?



they got messed up on their way home

home to the only place they'd ever really known

even though they wanted to be everything

just wanting a reality they can could their own



And she knew it was what she wanted to be

a writer, an actress, and a singer at only three

now her tears are only shadows when she’s too thin to wear a
dress

and she worries that the sweater hides mistakes she won’t
confess



in the corners of halls where the lonely children sleep

wrapped up in their sorrow, as sorrows grow so tired

he cries because he knows he messed up again

she's got her nerves unwired, if only she could get it
right



she just wants to be happy but she knows, the lie

when these shadows become faces and reflections of the past

all the memories, the ghosts of them, start to get the best

she wants to disappear because she's tired all the time

so she lights up her cigarettes and flicks the lighter with her
pain

she will do it just to feel the bliss of this escape again

"you're just as gorgeous as a dancer" he says through a fog of
sleep

but she only feels like cancer when she looks at what she
sees

all the scratches and the bruises, the sun won’t make them
fade..

is this loneliness or is it something that she must now
convey

to the crowd of soul-less observers, watching with
dismay


she's neither made it back to the
place she would belong

now they sneer and hold regret as if it were wrong

and for now silently weeping, always when they arrive

if only she could be like those little butterflies

and just flutter like an angel up into the shimmering
sky

A Blank Daze

She fell asleep hearing the sweet
tunes

to her blue mountains and autumn rain

but when she woke up all that was there

were her worries and her heartfelt pain



nothing could erase the promises she made

to the glorious man living in the sky

knowing that living was a sacrifice

who could explain, it was better just to die



when the world let's you down

when the world still walked away

from the truth that your love

was something worth the stay



I wish you knew that I meant well

I wish you knew that it was hard as hell

To do the right thing when everything's wrong

And you know everyone is really alone



I'm sorry for believing in something that wasn't true

I'm sorry for believing that I was in love with you

My hearts just something that can't express

What you need, maybe I am not the one you need



I'm still living in this web of lies and dreams

Wake me up so I can still keep living

There's nothing else worth fighting for than everything

When it all comes down to the truth, you still mean
something.
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Just a Girl Interrupted

on November 30, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

It's just too easy to find yourself in
a parallel universe

Looking backwards to see the face of one you once knew

She is beautiful now, wearing painted porcelain

She is so low, so slow, so very thin now

It's easy to slow down your heart beat

To watch the clouds passing overhead

It's easy to watch the hallways rearrange

And forget what you had meant

Or wanted to say, the things that get erased

Every pointless memory, say it was done in vain

She walked through a tunnel and found herself manic

She wasn't crazy only she's a schizophrenic

Now everything's in her way, she's dying to become

Someone who isn't vain, someone who isn't young

Her days are numbering, she's too worried about her dress

Every day she wakes up just to remind herself it's just this

When her battles are being waged, over empty bottles of
sunshine

Failure felt so ugly, like the ugliest thing you've ever shed

So she walks through the sunshine with her pain so exquisite

Something they might adore but probably won't ever visit

She's washed up and washed over, clean queen spick and span

She doesn't know the meaning of the letters, so she memorizes his
hands

She's not writing her history, they're writing her lines

And every little tear fall is some emotional disturbance

There isn't much else to say, save that nothing matters
anymore

The doors are shut, her veins are sore

All the constant feeding, bleeding, shitting, sleeping

Getting up, getting ready, for the lessons learned of a
family

Wasted years, wasted tears, wasted mind, wasted life

What's the point, she cries, why ignore what I can't even
fight?

The twisting lines, every line blurs, drunk on prescriptions

And everything's still so fucking obscure

No logic just escapes her in this world of perpetual
ignorance

Every little lucid smile hurts her like shards in her ribcage

And when she smiles all they do is look away

What good are taking chances when you'll give up anyways?

She wanted to be a writer, she wanted to be something too

But you took that away from her, that's what you people do

You slap down, you confine, you trap us in our own minds

But deep down you simply misunderstood one simple lie

Every rule that you've abandoned just to make this one true

I never meant anything and my mind was worthless to you

Because if it was worth anything to change me into this

Then you can have back your success, you can have your
lives
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War

on December 4, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

We settled our bodies down

Into a place of peace

Were those memories found



Some days the air was cold

And we let our hearts get warm

In a place where we could grow



No tears fell from her eyes

Angel's whispers of the past

We meant to sour the skies



So boldly

she would shatter

The pride of any soldier

still yearning for a father



We're just toy soldiers

Marching off to war

Don't follow, don't follow anymore



In this time of worry

Of questions needed to be asked

Whose angrier than her?



For these endless wars

Of murder, of torture, of terror

For this endless war waged for ...



We have no choice, we have but no will

No power over our own hands, still

To save our world from warring lands
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Joy of Writing

on December 7, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

"Writing is a joy, the
light amongst the dark, and is the voice of my heart."





Joy of Writing





Sometimes when I feel blue

I write a happy poem

And then as I write them

I think about you



I love the person who

Can feel such a strong passion

Sometimes when I feel blue

I'll write a happy poem



And if you like my poem too

Then it must be a gem

I'm happy you enjoy them

Because I think of you

Sometimes when I feel blue
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Winter Love

on December 9, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved








Winter secrets buried in white

As in dark we whispered nightly

Buried in the drifts of snow

Secrets told, they'll never know



In the dark we were whispering

Wandered majestically through white

As the ice melts from the clouds

All the secrets that you know



Hymns of starlight, bright light showing

Solemn eyes that faced the morning

In the bright light shown she sang

Of her blossomed love, she sang



Of all the haunting things she kept

Like blood let upon a spring thorn

In the winter she had slept

With a lover, now he's gone.













[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Goddess of Snow

on December 9, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

Gathering tree limbs in
the harsh winter

We stutter and we chatter

Our bodies feeling cold,

used, and beyond repair.



We're the helpless ones,

But she came into this world

Like a thundering cry

It ripped through the darkening sky.





Taken far from home

She slipped like a cat

In between their eyes

Darting back and forth then away



As I am gathering wood for the fire,

Nothing feels more sweet than the cold

She holds me in her raspy winter embrace

Can I not bare to fight it any longer?



Can I not bare to stand at all?

To part from her glance would be to change things

I choke down these silent romances

Remembering ...



I inhale and exhale the warmth of her life

As if I could be something great- but now who?

Unknown to this crowd, a hopeless one that I am

A lonely girl with infant dreams



Why do cowards cry? Why do men embrace their tears

When you know we're only cowards




The sun has gone down as

The icicles lick the earth

With spring restlessly trickling

Beneath shafts of bitter ice



She is the body of a woman

With her slender form

And her sleek white hair

She is pregnant with love



We give our hearts to her

Our homes and our thanks to her

And as we comfortably lay there, hand in hand

a gentle tear silently escapes my eye
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Come What May

on December 9, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved



Passionately, on this wedding day

Forever, with your loving grace

As upon your eyes I gaze

Passionately, on this wedding day

I will be there for you come what may

I will be there, this I promise

Passionately, on this wedding day

Forever, in your loving grace
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Violence

on December 9, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

...who cares only for
himself

And no one else,

when battles rage and people scream

No one to dare, to part the silence

...who cares only for himself.





Bare, born to die...who cares

For them, who dares

To care? Not you.
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Love's Spring

on December 11, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

your golden hair

flowing in the radiant sun

as you traced your forefinger across the page, when time

couldn't be counted on...

We laughed, we, as our words danced

upon stages set, we need no structure

You are my poetry

you are the inspiration in my heart.

Your blue eyes sparkle,

We find spring-time in its

warm bath of life, shining in passages of light

and time is not always something that

can be counted on.
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Road of Delirium

on December 11, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

The path of destruction. He laid me
down in a tub of crimson dreams

I followed the yellow bricks down the road of delirium, as
everything is not what it seems...

It doesn't matter now. I have asked all the big questions to no
one...

They weren't ever answered and I am getting bored of asking
them



Just give me something that I can hold onto, something that's not
crying

Give me something worth living for instead of these daydreams

I know it's meaningless you see, I have given them nothing
right

So remember this, I have a need for coffee and I haven't had it
yet



I know there's an answer out there somewhere, somewhere over the
rainbow

Of the nihilistic theories, I couldn't even think of the reason why
then

I was standing alone, at the train still breathing, just chasing
the pain away

And you are there. And I think it's almost this question that's
embarrassing me



I kept asking about God, if he was a man watching from the
balcony

And over our heads he was standing, and the old grandfather clock
frowned

I was pounding my fists into the door screaming, is this all I am
about?

In this path into the end of the world...a road of
delirium.
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Destiny

on December 11, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

Cast aside from the
beautiful land of paradise

By dirty deeds of the kind we can't name

I buried your lies in a world that was too kind

You will discover you worried eyes went to shame



Your destiny is to be left out of the sunshine

And all the rainbows in the sky can't bare your lifeless pain

You will spiral out from our beautiful castles

Of the most curious sunny skies that I reign



Take your stone cold mind, your cold sore soul

And out of control, you'll go out of control

And when winter comes you'll be stolen then

And you know that you can't be saved from it



We are tired of your desperate lifeless visions

Your mysterious questions that seer with such yearning

But take it slow, you will learn eventually

That your time has come, you're fallen from our grace
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Forever Alone

on December 11, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

In lost and uncharted lands

She stumbles amongst her family and friends

What is the reason she's going on

When death is around every corner



She thought she could cross over

Into the arms of someone else

But he rejected her for another

And now she's alone, all by herself



In lost and uncharted places

Empty glasses and vague faces

A basket of flowers, a memory gone

Or some kept, but for no one



In a home without a name

In a land that never was explored

A broken girl and an empty bottle

Of things she had kept but never remembered



The times they were together

And when they were apart

They still had each other,

But could they forever?



Those times do change

Keep her close to your heart






Static Impulses

on December 11, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

calm torrents of static impulses

rain upon

disordered sounds of a soul's

confused momentum...

fellow nurses bandage

the bruised mind's ego

in static TV screens

of dead head machines

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Oblivion

on December 11, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

I slip into the naked fog

wearing my own nakedness

And this miserable light

bathing in the aftermath

Of the sunshine's fainting

Over hills of snow

the sound of birds

enters tired ears

Remaining but a shadow

and I swim in this raw

fatalistic pain

of dying one more day

Living for nothingness

breathing in tune

with this existential

maddened world

I slip into an abyss

curling like an unfurled red carpet

straight into oblivion
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Road to Ruin

on December 12, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

This is a story about Amy Red

She kept a box for all her magazines

Clipped little snippets of stories

And fed them to her pet rabbit



Conversations went away but then she was ten

And her parents mumbled through their sleep

Seldom did their talking comprehend

The deepness of her soul, it was so deep



Black jackets, and February lovers holding red flowers

In the autumn mist October fairies making magic rainbows

Out of the pain that they painted on their toenails

Drifting through this feather chaos we call life, you know



I said I was sorry

But it didn't really matter to him did it
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Bleed Like Me

on December 12,
2007.  © Gabrielle, All rights reserved





static is playing on the radio

knives are drawn and ready for the fight

her voice is heavy, spitting songs of seasons

nothing feels right today for anything

it's too late to make an impression

there's nothing left I have to say

the conversation's dry and going nowhere

this is how it feels to be empty and

never hunger, never ever hungering

you'll find a better desperation

to half fulfill your needs

just remember, baby, you don't want to bleed like me
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Sparrow

on December 12, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

A sparrow's voice you can't
contain

She will sing

And in the meadow beside the girl

Who tossed a lonesome ring



For she did not like the king

Ties a lonesome thing

To save herself to be a queen

The sparrow, she will sing
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Divine

on December 14,
2007.  © Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I have the hands of a Goddess

And I offer you my image

Made sacred by the spirit in my heart

I am celebration of the divine

And the mystery of her bright radiance

I call forth spring from the deep snowy glaciers

and far off in the meadows I hear them singing

I am not just a traveler in this dark cloak that

I wear, learning to read the sounds

of a whistling cry

from the deep dark depths

of your stubborn haunted demons

that sour and scorch my toes with fire

I praise you for your beauty, that you may

conquer these fiery spirits

That slip and prance and tiptoe

Through one world to a next

I will be there laughing all the way
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Blessed

on December 14, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

Father sun gave his first light breath
of morning

In a meadow of sorrow’s spring, sing,

She came to him, “Ho Power of the East!”

And cut through the darkness, she sang

Of the summers of the flowers of the rain and shine

In giving to our being, creator, healing

Faster and faster, the spiral dancers dance

Knowing and loving your inspiration

To the north and the south, the east and west

Our father and mother in heaven, we shall be blessed!
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Goodbye Princess

on December 15, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Goodbye Princess,  drifting in your sea of sweetness



  Sacred hearts of a dangerous game, a lover's kiss

Another word, whispers, and a promise held close



Another season left in the haunted house on your own

Looking into these corners for a ghost of your past



How does it feel to be on your own? How does it feel?

Do you understand the nature of the rolling stone?

How it rolls on and on...we all fall down

  Goodbye Princess, another place for a real life dream

And everything you wanted turned into nothing,

Turned to smoke and mirrors...

  You'll never truly get there.



Never mind the world calling from the heights they will
scream

  You never got there, to that place you had seen

But maybe all these broken dreams won't get you down

  So low, low, can't get any lower now.



Why don't you try and run and hide,

From all those faces the walls provide

  This is the last time you will sing a happy song

And lullabies today, it's wrong.



  Goodbye Princess.

You know...the rain is falling and you're gone.
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The Witch God.

on December 25, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

November is the wicked month

Freckles on a window, fixed your eyes to the sun

Drowned by the whiskey and watered down

Her pallid memory gone sour and dried out

The sadness sings and smoke drifting round and round

and round again their skeletons in perfect fear



Of frantic motions, zig zag signaling in the dark

The freak-out drag queen in silky sheets

swims through molecules and steals your shoes

humming along with the violent abyss

Blank screen screams for her masochistic resistance

I sit and stare. I sit and stare.

Where is the logic, dig deeper dig deeper

Perhaps we must reach out our arms and embrace

The light dance in circles and skip our meds tonight

November is the wickedest month

Repeating your name in siren lyrics, the profound

dirt produced a strange resemblance of a zombie

drunk on the realistic rhythm of the same thing

It's the same thing the same thing

Her ears are ringing and she's late for her appetite.
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Marian

on December 27, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

In the haunted house

Beside the rusted cabinets

Lives Lady Marian

The ghost of keeping secrets



She stores them in her

Box, beside the black candles

And her frock

She doesn't give a fuck

Bids the children good luck





In a blanket of silver snow

Behind a black dark shadow

She waits intoxicated

For the hanging of her father

He loved her, Oh he loved her Marian...



I am in this soaked sadness

Saturday I was waiting

Wasted the night-time sleeping

In a slightly daydream

In the morning found a demon

In my dresser wearing lipstick

Laughing,

He was laughing...





I am weak to Mary

She lights the candles, I hold my chest

Practicing her magic of light

Life springs to life

In her sight

Shaking

Marian! Marian! Man where have I gone?



Mary Mary quit following me

Into the blood red of the sun

No longer so cold and crazy

Polished like a silver gun
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Mad World

on December 30, 2007.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved

Who wants to be crazy when

everyone is ashamed

the same thing gets done over again

and no one's getting blamed



Everyone is dying sober

Everyone is living bad

We could be the perfect thing

But you were all I had



Who wants to be crazy when

The same thing is on

Nothing ever makes sense when

You're always the same



Everyone is dying sober

Everyone is living bad

We could be the perfect thing

But you were all I had



It's a mad world

It's a mad world



Who wants to be crazy when

everyone is ashamed

The same thing, the same game

Who is the one to blame?



Maybe I'm the paranoid psycho

Maybe I'm the one to blame

I am everywhere and no one knows

I never wanted to be the same
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Black Moon

on January 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





There's a black moon yawning in the sad sky

There's a pale tired girl yawning in the doorway

A million little bottles filled with potions

Secretly immune to every word she wrote

Her story was sold to a dead teenage boy

Invisible hands guided her through twilight

Summer-time came and stretched her burning heart

Over the yellow earth and made it bleed blue

I wrote this on the back of my hand just for you

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Perfect Light

on January 4.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

In Shades of yellow

Purple lilacs and sugar-gloss fragments

candles burning in the airy summer breeze

Shamans hiding in the tobacco sheds

Little birds flutter out in the smoky sky

Born to live here in the perfect sunshine

In the perfect light
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Instincts

on January 4.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I breathe down her cold
neck

In the shower I hear the water drip

I read through her emails

When I am alone, I can feel her

Bones in my bones, heart in my heart

I know I am helpless, I cannot bare the fact

That in this world it is illegal to kill

Because all I want to do more than anything

Is to destroy the one ugly pure thing

The thing that makes me ill
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Decay

on January 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Cold breath upon steel skin

No one hears the whistle blow

Her heart, gaping wound

Beckons for the lord to fill it

The void's got a station in her mind

The smell of sweet tears flow

We are the art, we are the beautiful
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gone

on January 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

All I know is that

You

I never knew

You

I was too afraid to understand

You

Pushed me to my limits

You

Watched me fall

and I

I

never knew

you.
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Naked

on January 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She is standing in the shower

Letting the water drip upon her skin

And the slick wet feeling

Leaves her shuddering

Like a child in the dark

If only her heart was simple

If only it were light

But it sinks like a rock caught

Deep in her throat
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Emptiness

on January 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

You may not know how much I love
you

But in these sorrowful dreams I sleep

In only the shadowy abyss

In a drunken emptiness I wait

For the sun to fill me up

Like old wine on a new year's eve

Smoke fills his shallow lungs

Though the darkness is sometimes haunting

It escapes all recollection

This is my vocation

To save the day for you

My bread, my lover's rose

The tables have food upon them

For the hands that falter through

Windows they hang, from a tree hang

Tired Alone and sad

If only I could accompany you

Those final walks of life

Windows to the soul.
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Harps

on January 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Your old harp

Left hanging in the wind

The angry chair sleeps

Stiff as a bone

In your left side

Denied by your mind

All the bright things

She doesn't know...

How the world was

Before the rain

Hit the slaughtered ground

The lonely boat

Sails on to the trees

Left in a spin

The reawakened.
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Psychokinetic

on January 8.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





They were bewitched by the
evil eye

That in the silence suffered

Her evil has a face

That you must abandon soon!



Is it a ghost at the door

Knocking over the furniture

As the water drips, it doesn't permit

Explanation as to the culprit



Her body feels so warm

The rain drips down her silky skin

In this angelic rhythm

Speak now or forever hold your tongue.



I hear a shuffling at the wall

Voices never flee the darkness' call

She shudders in the night alone

The mind of the lonely one.



Your darkness overwhelmed my soul

Overwhelmed the children with her wickedness

In the old room where the doors still would creak

There was an old leak



Her heart was still, as old ones feel

Was it the devil, or was it her?

Noises in the dark, hold on

I have seen things but you'll never believe me



she brings with her the knife

At the wooden table at dawn

Prays to the harp as it tunes her life

A mournful celebration of wicked times



Agatha's poor heart feels so still

As the world spills its cold

do you remember

The shrill?



The hand over the clock

Can you hear the ticking clock?

If only she could move mountains

Cast spells of the future, hope for the better



Faded dreams and red riddled roses

She only wanted to enchant their heavenly eyes

But this is the price you pay

For riddling the song away



Only her soul knows, the movement will go

If only she holds herself very still

In a sweet solitary surrender

She will heal them of her splendor



It's the tide that brings the gothic child

Back to the phantom lips of an angel

Hear the little pitter patter

Hold yourself still if you are able.
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Blissful Kingdom

on January 8.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

the stench of your rotten
flowers

fluttering in the autumn breeze

  flowing in the wind

brushing the air with life

    I twist the blade in

And see the world release

  Trickled down my bloody bones

Saying goodbye to all the angels

Who know that madness hurts

Who see the art of pain

  And can express the things I

don't bother to anymore

  There will be revenge

For all the things that desperately

Taken away

  I will pull my boat to shore

And I will be your queen

I will show you what a kingdom can be

I will shower the world with flowers.
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The Secret Garden

on January 11.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Beyond the garden door

Is a world of enchantment

A world of lost faces

Of the elves and fairies
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Bones
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Beat

on January 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

You want to talk about it

About the things you can't

understand

  those yellow feathers in the wind

The lines they follow when they're tired

  Often collected at the bottom

The patients in hospitals with broken bones

The lonely girls without happy moms

You need to talk about it but it doesn't matter

Things you never said, never will

because in reality...nobody really even cares.
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Shade

on January 15.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



  Join me in my heaven

Way up in the misty clouds

Away from all the crowds

And delusional sounds

  Away from the siren

And the angry gun

Join me in my heaven

Join me for I'm alone

  I am alone

I have a rose for you

And it is red and then the sky is blue

  I have a heart that is so true

And it is blood, it is blood red too

I'll compliment myself

But you don't need to

there's nothing left, but wretched pain

And so I live my life

Inside the grey.
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Wine

on January 16.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I want to scream red

And let the world rip apart

For my breaking heart
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Broken Record

on January 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






So many leftover why's

Who I was afterwards and who I was before

Who It was I was that you never knew

I seem to wonder, I wonder

I seem to wonder  wonder

After this day is over and

I was somewhere other than here

When In sleep they cast their eyes

And selfish worries and why's?

Questioning what it was inside her

She knows it sounds still so obscure

I am not always who I am and it hurts

To know your fate is ruled by worth

Who I am sometimes I don't know

I wonder though yet I wonder

And in this place I feel so hollow

Hollow in this place I feel so hollow

In this place I feel so alone

Perhaps it is my heart's painful hope

Pain, that's gnawing at me and insane

making me insane

It seems like a broken record to complain

To complain that it is this pain

This pain that's driving me insane

And all I can do to keep myself sane

Is to state it plainly.

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Bleed for You

on January 19.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved







Everything is in absence

in which nothing is fulfilled

the ego laying dormant

all his thoughts are being revealed

peel away the surface, underneath the skin

your sweet blood, a rosy red

I scattered her ashes,

dancing in the delicate light

I danced a song to the earth

Orphan earth and her painful pride

I am colorless

I am so monotone and He is fleshless

I am your backbone. I know you

Must be feeling alone, I'm breathless

But I am sick of giving you everything

I'll cut off my hands, I'll tell you a lie

I'll make sure it’s true

I want to appease your anger

So I'll give you my heart of led

If you want something else then

I'll give you my pain instead.
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Flame

on January 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The ghosts are feeling
their way to light

The storm clouds run away with the night

Life slips into a red sedate sun

Paramnesia, we left her unfettered

The stoic man with dry callous mouth

Silver vexation, raving murder rosy lips

destroyed asphyxiation

Phantasmagorical apparition

Apathy- translucent and stoic

Dry your tears or drown in them

A storm of sorrow and rage

The translucent dreamscape

Under a silver moon

Drowning in the intense flame of pain

The world was a splinter

An opaque red ball of fire

languishing his fruit

she withers

like ash

and

cold
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Illusion

on January 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

put that [violent] man  into a
box

let him scream at nothing. . .

until the keys fall into their holes

let him shake back and forth

while the moon is circling



Tell him the truth

“Yeah,” dreams are an illusion

Strap him to the earth

Let him feel his senses crave



Let him follow all the signs

North into the grave

Whether they are hollow faces

Smiling or crying without hope



Remember when he's choking

That he's just an illusion

And this old place for him

It may be where he is meant to be



That's what happens when you

Lose your mind, ya see

Nothing ever tells a good story

Like the one you never tell

Let him bathe in the hatred

Animosity for human kind

Tell him it's all over

Let him know that it's all in his mind

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

No Wings to Fly

on January 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I want to fly

But I can't

The sounds are close to my ear

But I can't hear them

  I wonder what it means to be

comfortable

while I'm waiting in this chair

for the nurse to come in

and all I can think is that

I am ugly and awkward

as she touches my face

inspects it for any blemishes

she finds too many

and I am only fourteen

yet I have slept around too much

I'm not "trying to get pregnant"

but I've been losing myself in

these crimson walls

I would like to stain them

with the blood of my own youth

but they already know me

from the spots on my face

so go ahead and spit on me

for being so innocent

I am in love with their eyes

because they understand torment
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Love Affair

on January 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I met you on the bridge

You felt me up and handed me a rose

I loved you from then on

And you still didn't need love



So why do you hate me

From the moment I set eyes your way

You gripped me with satisfaction

ready for some action



Your eyes are sweet like sugar

But sour like lemons

I know you hate me

As angry as violence



Because this is the end

Of our love affair

You know,

You were never really there.
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Egg shells

on January 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Are

You as

Dead as I

am when I can't

understand what you think you understand

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

every day you die when you go to sleep

the way I do

still the same

as you

are
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Agony

on January 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

eyes that

seem too tired

itchy and



stone cold

hands

feet walk

through mist





heart that

is too pained

sick and



stone cold

hands

lips kiss

his veins



bones that

ache always for

reasons of



this time

she

waits like

her soul



inside your

open mind is

no time but

I lost count



open me up, and pick me apart

tear out my veins and let my blood

trickle down your lips

so that you understand my life

isn't worth the sacrifice
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Home

on January 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I shed my tear because

She is gone from here

She is gone, and I still miss her

But I can feel her presence still

And she whispers her good will

in a place of so much love

That's somewhere where my heart is dear

Somewhere safe and full of clarity

I shed my tears because I miss her

We love her so much more than she knows

She lives on forever and ever

Her memories are still there because

I can see that she is still somewhere

Still a presence in my soul

In God's beautiful kingdom

Heaven and earth

And I know she is at peace

Though I want her to be home

Her place is everywhere

never truly gone
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Broken Hearts

on January 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She met him halfway there



They shared scars and it cured them of their suffering



Wishing away the hate and devouring each other’s love



They exhale and simply sleep in each other’s arms knowing



That their tears will never mend the pain



Sorrowful blue, sorrowful scars



If only love was as fragile but we know



Love loves to break our hearts
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The Witches

on January 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

They were bewitched by the evil
eye

That in her silence suffered

This witch has a face

That you must have seen



Is it a ghost at the door

Knocking over the furniture

As the water drips, it doesn't permit

Explanation as to the culprit



Her body feels the warmth

The water drips down her silky skin

In this hollow place

Speak now or forever hold your tongue



I hear a shuffling at the wall

Voices never flee the darkness' call

She shudders in the night alone

The mind of the lonely one.



Your darkness overwhelmed my soul

It bathed the children with your wickedness

In the old room where the doors still would creak

There was a battered ghoul





Her heart was still, as old ones feel

Was it the devil, or was it her?

Noises in the dark, hold on tight

Try to follow a string of light



Bring the black hilted knife

At the wooden table at dawn

Pray to the harp as it tunes your life

A mournful celebration



Her heart feels so still

As the world spills its cold

do you remember

The shrill cry of your soul?



With a hand over the clock

Can you hear the ticking clock now?

If only she could move mountains

Cast spells for the future



Faded dreams and those red roses

She only wanted to enchant their eyes

But this is the price you pay

For riddling the song away



Only her soul knows, the movement will go

If only she holds herself very still

In a sweet solitary surrender

She will heal them of their splendor



It's the tide that brings the gothic child

Back to the phantom lips of the angel

Hear the little pitter patter?

Hold yourself still if you are able.
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Will You Stay

on January 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The beauty of the sky is
so great

I see angel's shine above this sunny shore

It seems my heart is beating strongly

I could not imagine a life lived before

I've done it all to get you here


All her stars are in their
courses

All her stars are drowning in orbit

When all things must pass

All things must pass away

Who will ever conquer it

Who will ever stay



The decay of broken buildings

Have certain qualities I adore

I learn to love my emptiness

Because seasons change and so will I

I learned it's better to kneel and pray


All her stars are in their
courses

I am setting sail to other places

All things must pass

All things must pass away

But who will ever conquer it

Who will ever stay



All the stars know the greatness of their shine

To call an angel something so divine

It seems to be that no one knows the beauty of love

Is it all that is left that we can keep strong

To find a place where we belong



Now the rain is falling down on me

And I can see into the shining night-time sky

That all I need is a little time

To show the stars who I shine to be

And then we will know how to stay



All things must pass

All things must pass away

All things must pass

All things must pass away

All things must pass

But Stay
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Vision

on January 29.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

We were so solitary

My heart was beating slowly

Sleeping in the dark

We were so alone



I felt you close to me

My soul cried out to be free

I felt your eyes on me

You were so beautiful



You smiled through me

As I gathered their attention

What did they see

After not sleeping long



She killed herself that day

And then she asked us why

They littered the clouds with smoke

A cigarette ash sky



But they don't understand

For they've already seen

The paint get wasted

On an art of nothing



Leave this on the dark shore

Where the sun never touches

Through these empty rooms

Let them find a place





Let them read your mind

And sing for joy

For life is so quick

And there's no time to die
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Mindless

on January 30.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

And we all are slaves to
our own habits

Members of a larger family, the brotherhood of heretics

are you feeling as empty as I am? Looking into the emptiness

the empty spaces search for something there that reminds you

of what you truly are, or are you worthless or do you mean
it?

Exclude their personalities and fill in the missing pieces---

of a hope for political change to see the light in its
absence



No, suck them of their flavors and suck them dry

the muse is in love with a metal beast, not the mechanisms of
why

The one that contains your self-sufficient ego, the stifling
truth

Then the blood-stains don't wash away or the filth

Nor do their broken spirits remain because of their youth

And we are all feeling a little stupid, be stupid



The masses would love you for it

Because if you are the chosen one, you must know God's love

Let the murder fantasize about your body, so below then above

As the medicine dissolves under your dry tongue as you

Empty out those phrases violently telling not one single
truth

We are a family of mindless ghosts perpetuating stagnation

Yet I assume that YOU were the chosen one



After all we are the masters of our own destinations

When eternity rendered us useless because of procreation

We continue this mass evolution of destruction

People perpetuate the institution

The tongue-tied god loving spoon-fed world of separation



We live in a world that is made of matters which don't exist

If you existed then you only existed for the absence of a
fantasy

You're nothing but wasted flesh, a life of isolation

This is the law, stay busy and keep on imagining

Until you purge yourself of words until your phrases run dry

And you realize that you are never-ending emptiness



But stay mindless

You spend you days in a trance of doing good for a cause

or spend your days working because you're working for another

You spend your days loving and caring for an ideal

That human life is not inherently evil

But if you aren't a hypocrite than believe what you say



Yes humans are worth their innocence and deserve to live
today

But what is the purpose of life or is it merely for an
infatuation

- imagine- life would exist without any reason, without a
reason

then it exists for an objective, and the objective is what you
create,

creation is creation---where is the original design?



But what is the purpose other than stay in your own life-

we are here to change what we see or seek to change what we see.
But this never-ending oblivion is destructive of the truth,

oblivion is the ultimate destruction.

Oblivion is the end of our existence, or the end of His
promise-

can we control chaos?

What is the source?



What began before we stumbled upon our own minds and found
ourselves in forms and bodies that could not grasp the concept of
oblivion.

If you can't grasp the concept of oblivion then are you
brainwashed?



What is THE truth? What is your reality?

What is the meaning of life anyways?
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The Empty

on January 30.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Life is like a chain

Link

Wrapped around two cold wrists

While demons are laughing

at me

And you're

screaming humanity through microphones

And your ears and veins are splitting

And I can't stand the sound of

all the little people on their way

to Hell

Can we learn to figure it out

Control the scouts

Redemption aunt found

Can't beat me down

Can't make me into your own

Trip on these, bullet holes

in your soul

Try me on for size, bury the voodoo doll

In the silent ache, silent halls

Mastery of telekinesis, dripping down your veins

Overwhelmed by ugliness of his voice

I can't bear the hatred of men

Men and their solemn

lust.
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Last Night

on January 31.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved







Last night

sorrow crept under me



let itself slide beneath my

pale milk white skin



as the piano played on-

the violent melody

of an oppressed desire

And I dreamt of

the many oppressed desires

That could not be touched

That could not be found out



How does one feel when

Her art has been crushed

Under one sleepy eyelid







Hurt.
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Winter Ice

on January 31.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

looking out from my window

at the bare bones of the quiet

wintry earth, covered in the cold gloss of

icicles that fondle her

with drizzling

wonderings
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To love Glass

on February 1.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Glass

To love Glass &



speak with gentle hands



study your hands

when you find mountains in them

take a journey

when you find a path

follow it down

to your crossroads

then find a lake

take a drink of the water

when you can drink

be careful not to fall in!

take a drink

this is your poetic essence



This is your art

Make Glass



Now you know glass

Now you know the art

Of poetry

It is fragile

Soft and Gentle until

it will break

like you and I break

That is poetry
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The Empty

on February 1.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

In the Empty



As you slowly inhale and exhale

Finding nothingness

As your breathing gets heavy





I learn to only sigh

When the weight is on my back

And the pressure is built



Of four thousand pins

Like the devil knows how to

Find my body

somewhere inside his

Crooked shadows





Kneeling in the dark that seems to

quiver

looking for a recognizable sound

That says "Here I am! I have been found..."



I knock at the door

And no one answers



And so good faith finds me safely

In the empty

Finding nothingness

And apathy.
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Sunrise/Insomnia

on February 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Why do your lips tremble so...

As the gentle rivers flow...

As the seasons come and go...

Did you know?

Did you know?

Why do you walk so tall...

When you could hunch down low...

When the earth is feeling slow

As she spins around alone

Did you know?

Did you know?

Why are you troubled by the sound...

Why are you troubled by their eyes...

Do you worry that their hate

Will crush you down with petty lies

Did you know?

Did you know

That the seasons will flow

Then the breath of life will glow

And you'll know

Then you'll know.
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Wired...

on February 2.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





The moon smiles down on sober
eyes

with dreamy dreams and lullabies

with her poison and her black cat eyes

she is disguised by the stench

on her breath

smells like the Irish, like whiskey and death

She's writing her poetry

because she's feeling tired

And lacks comprehension

when she's been up all night wired

It already feels like its evening again

And It's 9 0 9....
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"Oh what a gift it is to be

A fairy, a fairy!

Oh what a gift it is to be

To be one of the fairy!

The Moon

on February 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She saw the moon die

A full bloom flower, a beautiful orchid in the sky

For this woman of the softest tears

She saved herself from their love



Found God in intoxication

What is a chance? How we've learnt to dumb the soul..

Our wild minds growing dizzy

With a loss of self-control.



  She saw the moon die

In a cigarette ashen sky

Tell her please, will you tell  my mother

There is a man that would love her.



They sleep in separate beds

She's been gone for three weeks

And won't be back again.



Sometimes I dream that she would

drive so far away, far from all these things

she never bothered to say.



What is a child to a mother?

My faith melts in the azure rain.

  Will the poets never understand

the depth of such fragile pain

Like the smile of passion

Bathing her skin in smoke

Just one more--inhale and exhale

Such a task but to no avail.



Visions collapse, and so I search for

Painkillers in my mother's drawer

To numb the feeling, of the separation

This divorce of similar.



To embrace the flame in contementment

Burn on, burn on you crazy child

And never burn away
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Safety

on February 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Spiritual confessions to one minute
pulse

the Nuns are in procession

expressing the infinitely impossible

but so I show you the minute

In the tiny pebbles in my glass

and you will wander, so wander and maybe you will

ponder flowers there

Reaching the stars with exacting grace

Pace the room, face the gloom

Find your emotions all locked tight

In a barred cell, no journey from hell



The exactness of the Christ

His Bible is a Play

Scene of mundane and chaos

Spitting out freckles



I am dopamine, dumbed down

I am dopamine, dumbed down



Find solace is so fond of the mess

And one more caress

And I shall listen to the drumming

The screaming in my ears

For the poetry of madness

Is not enough

You need the mystery of your own life

Keep it hidden tight

Lock your arms to your chest

And emotions fill the glass

Of wine you hold to your lips

Bless them all

Bless them all so

They learn to



Invoke words

With nothing but



Machinery
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Happy Birthday!!

on February 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

It's your birthday, your
special chance

To save your sorrow, to feel the romance

Beautiful roses all in bloom

This is the special day that you were born



You have great friends, you should celebrate

Go out on the town, have some fancy cake

Invite that special someone, whoever this may be

Go ahead and dance and sing, just have a birthday party!
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Birthdays

on February 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



Oh the light is harsh, the rain is falling

The candles flicker, what chitter chatter

I find this music is so appalling

My birthday wish is to be alone here

In the darkness with the shadows of dreams

I wait and I wait for no birthday cheer

For melancholy is not what is seems

Just wait till' all of my hopes disappear



And I could not get out of this warm bed

Let them see the tears as they all fell down

And would not tell them what they had not said

That I was alone, felt truly alone.

I don't mean to say...it's not my wish~

But don't you think that there's more than this?!

Happy Birthday!!

on February 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



It's your birthday, your special chance

To save your sorrow, to feel the romance

Beautiful roses all in bloom

This is the special day that you were born



You have great friends, you should celebrate

Go out on the town, have some fancy cake

Invite that special someone, whoever this may be

Go ahead and dance and sing, just have a birthday party!
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Such a Doll

on February 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She has the world

wrapped around her little finger

And in her perfection

She slips through





All the world's eyes

Winking as she passes

With her sweet angelic muse

Dancing as they glance at those



Stunningly gorgeous eyes~

What a baby doll!

We can't do a thing but adore

You Oh yes yes yes

We adore you..





Keeping you safe in this house

White panels like pale white skin

Soft soft porcelain

glitter angel baby doll





spread her out before him

Like soft butter she is

In a hotel room

Smoking those cigarettes...





Her body is not sore

No, it is never too tired

For the freckles or the bruise

Oh how easy it is to



Baby Doll,

Your ears don't feel it

But he's whispering

You're Misunderstood

Nothing

    Nothing

Nothing

  Baby doll.



Oh she can't hear a thing!

And you're too busy laughing

Im singing singing singin

While I have a knife behind my back

Ready to stab at her innocence

Oh angel, keep on breathing.





My Doll,

You're perfect just the way you are

Never hide those beautiful scars

But give it a try...try to hide your heart

You'll never escape my watchful mind.





Always looking you through

Inside of you, I'm inside of you

You'll be free once you learn to shine

Far away from the dark, away from the light~





And her illusions never cease to calm

Your flashy desperation

So bear the burden

Jealously hidden here





I want to see you flutter

So the world knows it's true

They gave everything to you

They gave everything to you





Stroke those beautiful curves

And charm this queen

Make her beautiful,

In your mind she is





Such a doll.
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The Black Mass

on February 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I am Witch of the Great dressed in a
black silk gown

Skin of softest milk and eyes of chestnut brown

Tonight we shall gather in this small room

And together we will keep sacred this rite of doom.



I, the Witch of the Dark Goddess do swear

To keep all of these secrets hidden right here

And to save those who have been properly prepared

To be secure and free from evil ensnared



Well within a circle such as this

As these forty strokes of purity are obtained

Reveal the torment in your demon soul

"I shall never give in to the enemy!"



I exhale my sweet solemn truth

"Shall not reveal them, or suffer the penalty!"

Sisters, I swear upon my life

To punish all the demons with this

Black hilted knife!



Ego sum te peto et uidere queo!

By these powers, the dead shall arise!

From the kingdom of the chosen

To the altar of the flesh



Where blood and wine Was chosen

And was sacrificed

And given in to your evil

Let the ghosts join us this foul evening

With the birds screeching in torment

As the black beetles buzz

All will suffer your abandonment!



All The fowls have awoken

As The once chained link is now broken

As the demons surround

She is ready to cast them back into the ground



And as the dark magician

With his lost spirit departed

Searches for his power

Whose soul will they devour?



Her windows are all shut

The bones of the witch

Burning fire hearth on hill

Will this birth conquer their evil?



Feed the goblins in the night

Who will win the battle for life

Who will finally gain control

Of the window to the world

and the lowly witch's soul?
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Kitchen Knives

on February 8.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I want your blood to be the
heart

Spread across these yellow walls

Like lipstick and sugar melting down

And I'm a sociopath sociopath sociopath now



Can't hold it in, violent silken thighs

Wouldn't you love to hold her tight

And this is my mind- no it's my mind

Not your mind

You will pass

You must accept this.

You must accept this.



And the train is driving me to it

And the world is whispering “Beautiful!”

Until it feels senile.

And they're laughing, laughing bored smiles



And the art of human waste is beautiful

And we're just sitting in our chairs and watching

The show, because this is just what I figured it would be

I want your suicide to be an act



Like a singer, like a dancer

I want you to see me in the wind

Carried like your mother

Tears wont sparkle nor shine as well as the wildness



Does when it kills her

And she is sorry, sorry, sorry

I want to show you what confusion is

Domination and pride



And it hurt

And it hurt

We're all perfected.



You will go

You will pass on

But I will swallow all these knives

And choke myself from the inside out



Because I have a reason to leave you

Stranded, God, because you are so perfected...

because you made me stand there

And in my honesty, I think I've confused you

With our kitchen knives.
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Nightmare

on February 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

demons sent angry men

gypsies

and monsters

twirling in rainbow glitter

my twisted soul

shackled in a closed in room

I found a window

opened it

let the cool air in

And when the light faded to black

I woke up.
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Dream Boats

on February 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The blue skies
wonder

Why the moon's silver rays

Always fall so gently

Upon the eyes of their lovers

Hearts sweet with honesty

Dreamboats floating on the horizon

All alone in a shining room

Searching and forever searching

Just to find a reason

To love

But it isn't always enough to

Simply fall away

Never did the blue sky wonder

So much that day.
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My Boy

on February 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved








Perfect blue eyes

Beautiful, with their quizzical joy

Laughing along the way

Through the bright sunshine,

My boy

He's the star in my sky

He's the wish in the well

He's my heart, he's my

sweet little angel

A true gift from above

I wrapped him in my love

with a gentle pink

kiss

My little boy's smile is

wise with innocence.
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Falling snow

on February 9.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Roses

like white pillows

grow so high in her mind

reminding her of angels or

falling snow
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I Wander

on February 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I wondered why I wandered
so far

Followed the sky, followed my heart

Now it's as if I'm all out of time

I wonder why I felt so alive



I carried on, her body was gone

When I was high, it was still mine

Some days I laughed, some days I cried

I wondered why I felt so alive



I am not broken, I am not alone

She sings so sweetly& with her song

She could tear the world from their eyes

I wonder why it is a crime



I wander far, I wander around

I give a smile, but can't you see now

They don't understand

I wonder why it is a crime to hold your hand





I wonder why I wander far

Following the skies, looking for stars

I carry on when I feel shy

I wonder why I feel so alive





I was never broken, not ever alone

I was laughing, never going home

She sang so sweetly, then she died

I wonder why I feel so alive





I wander far, I wander around

I give a twirl, can't you see the sound

It would not tear the world from your eyes

I wonder why I feel so alive
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Rotten Tomatoes

on February 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Hatred is sweet- it is a dark and
yellow bruise

That beautiful wandering muse,

So tainted and confused

and it stains the

hands like dirty cigarettes-- ash smudged violently

across her bitter arms and his chest



with her fingernails she scratches at the flesh

back burnt and eyes sore, eyes itch to feed the burning
sorrow



Crushing, it crushes your heart under the pressure of the

violent hurt

Must perfect your suffering, you must perfect the    art
of

swallowing

cover the bruises with your dirt

Those beautiful people can pass us and we're so
-misunderstood-

under appreciated



Soaking in sadness, But I can feel! Oh god I can feel and it is
real...

And I should feel! with a heart or not...

I am flesh bone and blood

I bet that makes you feel mad, darkened, and so fucking sad,

but the blackness it swells, as her heart floods and breaks,

gaps within her chest,

Open holes- your lines across my flesh

Oh emotion, oh suffering for

lovelessness

Beautiful, cause I almost died

for this.
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Porcelain

on February 11.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



She has the world

wrapped around her little finger

And in her perfection

She slips right through





All the world's eyes

Glancing as she passes by

With her sweet angelic pose

And dancing as they watch those



Stunningly gorgeous eyes~ secretly

What a whore! Is this my life?

You can't do a thing, but we adore

You Oh yes yes yes

We adore you





Keeping you safe in this house

White panels like pale white skin

Soft soft porcelain

She is our sin





spread her out before him

Like soft butter she is spread

In a hotel room

Smoking those cigarettes on the bed...





Her body is not sore

No, it is never too tired

For the fragile bruises

Oh how easy it is to lose it



You're an attention whore

Your ears don't feel it

But he's whispering

You're Misunderstood by it

Nothing

Nothing

Nothing

Attention whore



Oh she can't hear a thing!

And you're too busy laughing

And Im singing singing singin

While I have a knife behind my back

Ready to stab at her innocence

Give me no slack!

Oh angel, keep on breathing.





My Doll,

You're perfect just the way you are

Never hide those beautiful star bright eyes

But give it a try...try to hide your heart

You'll never escape my watchful

mind.





Always looking you through

Inside of you, I'm inside of you

You'll be free once you learn to shine

Far away from the dark, away from the light~





And her illusions never cease to calm

Your fleshy desperation

So bear the burden

Jealously hidden



I want to see you flutter

So the world knows it's true

They gave everything to you

They gave everything to you





Stroke those beautiful curves

And charm this queen

Make her beautiful

In your mind she is still



Just a whore.
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Life

on February 11.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I'm gonna be angry

Gonna beat you up baby

because it's all I feel
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Your Valentine

on February 13.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Say goodbye, say
say say goodbye

It wasn't a famous suicide

You had to die but I love you

Saying your goodbyes to



To all these tiny *pills* that they gave us

Saying farewell I wish your heart well
To all the sunshine and what they made us

I will be your

Happy Valentine now







They say that the darkness

Holds you tight like a child

Like a lullaby a sweet sad lullaby for

An angel



In a sweet sugary coma

We sleep bound together

You were my blood vessel

Now you're an empty vein

You were my Valentine



My love of my life

I need you alive

I need you alive

Keep breathing

Don't stop screaming

Don't say goodbye

I will be your valentine



But her heads down low

The words are her bullets to her now

Saying goodbye to the rain

Take me back to the rain



My Valentine

Don't die

Don't go

Sweetie don't say goodbye



I love you.
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Whispers

on February 13.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






I hope you don't think
it's all lost

I'll hold your hand through this

I tried to bring you up with a flower

I know flowers are weak and their petals fall

I wish you could know everything
in me

I wish you could really feel what I feel really

Sometimes I realize when I look in the mirror

All the truths of times, just make it disappear

I want to bring you back to life, but time's wearing thin

I want to bring the love of my life back to me again

My heart hurt with all the things you said to me

Beating me up with your hardened words

Hurts like silence, tastes like violence

In these aching hours I've bled alone for years

Waiting for my child to come for me to take her home

I wish I wasn't alone, I am alone alone alone

God why have you forsaken us, God why have you left

Why don't these girls understand, in their pretty lace
dresses

Confess your sin, little white princess, cover up the bruises

On your skin the stretch marks show, I don't really know

How deep the dagger went, how much they tormented

I hope you don't think it's all lost, it's all gone

I'll hold your hand, will you hold mine?

I tried to bring you up with a flower

I know their petals fall, but if these words mean anything

they’re for you, yes, all.
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Love

On February 13.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

It is that warmth that begins

Deep within

And grows

When the cold can't bite

too hard

You grab on to anything

Just to hold you

Just to warm you

  up and you know that

the only good songs were  about love

The only good movies had

  happy endings

Love, it is not a joke

But it'll have you choking

on words

And violently screaming

Through walls

Love







.

That

is

all







That matters.
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Our Strange Love

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Cold-hearted pillows
muffle screaming children


Acid coated candy spilling into your
drunk hipppie dream

I like the twisted things you say when you don't know what you
mean



I'm always wishing on stars when their isn't one in the sky

I feel so loved by you so loved that I could just let myself
fly

Falling through the clouds and landing deep deep down in your
eyes



We let ourselves dry, dry of love, dry of the feeling of it

Let the hurt mold ours souls so we can't handle any of it

So the stars don't shine, so we wish on our bruises instead

At least the vodka took her somewhere dreamy, those words she never
said



And the pillow holds you baby, it holds you so tightly

Cold and shivering in the lonely autumn nights

You never said you were sorry for putting up such a fight

Hands up, say your prayers, never say goodnight

Because you are my sunshine, my one and only sunshine



We sleep and we pray, on the highest cloud stretch our arms and
say

I love you, I love the lord today

And he lets us in, he lets us inside him
Because you know, love, is for sinners

And I will sin, sin sin sin again and again

Because you are mine, will you be mine?
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My Hero

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

&& You  had me wrapped
around your *heart*

Loving you was the h-a-r-d-e-s-t part

Perfect isn't easy, when YOU are all -alone-

&& You had me like I was the only one



&& I wanted you to come home, wanted you inside me

There was too much for us to live for and you had me

I

  Just

      wanted

              Love



It wasn't a joke you see? But who were they to judge

I was so so free

&& I thought I was yours truly

Until I learned about your history...



you were too much older too easy for me to break

&& Loving you was the b*u*l*l*e*t

How many pretty little pills does it take?

I'm the stupid girl and you're my stupid hero



I just wanted loving

Loving

&& I was too dirty

Too pretty for a sucker

Like you were.

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Too Hurt to Die

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Vanishes to dust

The world will xvanishx

&& your imperfect trust

Will become what it was



You wash your --surface-- freely

Of all those bitter stains

The red scars, the white pills, the hurtful pains

And nothing gets rid of the reasons





He laughs and laughs

It's beautiful! He cries

When she overdosed

On your lullabies



A sky full of love

Her stony heart wanting his hands

Something so perfect and

Nothing says love like I can



Wondering coldly

About the surface above

If she is human

With this imperfect love



If she is is able to fear

Why can’t she hear the sound

Dead birds sleep in peace

Screaming in her mind



A long time ago

She fell deep between the cracks

But she will be back
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~Angry Earth~

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The rising rocky mountain sneers
menacingly

boasting with an ochred arrogance

and determinedly satisfied with herself

Whilst sodden autumn bows head down low

sparkling in leaves of glory and shadow



when a day reposes with stark determination

The moon reclines in dark amber light

caressing the earth and all who inhabit her

and the night can pass by quietly dreaming

as their chilled pride jeers at a free family



And her head is pounding, his hands are molding

Crystals from the biting coldness so bitter

Lightning cries for her eyes of lightning breath

Her glistening wings are ready to fly away





She's teasing dirty men with their rusted pride

Trying to fight them, don't let them back inside

But the more she laughs the more wickedly they scream

Be sweet like that angel, you're my favorite dream



and as they're crying themselves to sleep softly

Cold Winter sleeps alone in ecstasy,

and amongst the everglades and rotting corpses

tormented nature ascends us all so violently



The spring sun now smiles like angels dressed in orange

the sodden ground turns a shade of brown

nature displays her angry heart wrapped in thorns

With one satisfied forlorn frown
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Earthly Shadows

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The rising rocky mountain sneers
menacingly

boasting with an aching arrogance

and determinedly satisfied with herself

Whilst sodden autumn bows head down below

sparkling in leaves of glory and shadow



when a day reposes with stark determination

The moon reclines in dark amber light

caressing the earth and all who inhabit her

and the night can pass by quietly



and as they're crying themselves to sleep softly

Cold winter sleeps alone in ecstasy

amongst the everglades and rotting corpses

tormented nature ascends us all violently



The spring sun now smiles like angels dressed in orange

the sodden ground turns a deeper shade of brown

nature displays her angry heart wrapped in thorns

With one more satisfied frown
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Never Mine

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






I am dreaming about
ghosts





as they're moving with tossed jealousy

and raging brightly in their love.



Whilst forlorn winter laughs wickedly

glistening from deep

within

age rests gently

life nurtured and renewed

as the skies tear apart again



I cannot bare to be away from you

I sit upon the bay awaiting that "special day"



when our lives are sealed together

You were already inside my heart



Open it now and take a look

Is this is a fairy tale?



How your scent lingers in the room when you have gone

It is a womans heart that calls my own…yours





Open me up and look inside



Do you know how many lifetimes I have searched

Your presence makes the roses bloom

your arms, strong and comforting

My heart has left its dwelling place

You are a shooting star falling down



It's this special friendship

My body will feel no touch without you

As you glide across the room to join me

Teach me how it is to be true



Remember, true love's worth waiting for

Heavily weighed by your heated passion

An endless game of two souls in love

But you're  not ever going to be



mine.
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Two Lovers

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



I watch you run your tongue across your painted lips

With your smiley eyes and happy grin

In clover we lay about



Upon their faces they rise and fall

Nothing looks as alive as my lover's smile

There are no false hopes, I lay my heart bare to you

Filling me with joy

Compromising to no one but you



Succumbing to such beauty, held in dreams from slumberous
sleep

Give my heart a home

Gasping

As our eyes meet in a daze

I'm no longer frightened



Fiery passions building so high

Such sensual loving is hard to find

It is so true

A kiss like that comes only from you



Your laughter echos like chimes

I feel the magic of the night embracing us

We walk together

On lovers lane

This is a rarity

Delightful sensations, a sensual treat



Hands as gentle as a warm summer breeze

Guiding the paths as two lovers

meet
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My Lover

on February 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I kiss your lips and wipe your
eyes

So special, so sweet, these tender lies

Beautiful dreamer, wake up for me now

We'll get it together somehow



You make me gasp and catch my breath

at the sight of your loveliness

Marry me in the sunshine

Will you be mine?



And in a dusky-voice I pull you in

My Sweet Eve of bitter sin

Do I dare speak of these thoughts in my head?

My bright rose of many petals red



The reason for my every emotion

Butterflies flutter in my stomach

When you're here again

Your lips, tender and sweet



The love of two held in truth

and in truth we kiss passionately

Your body and my body entwined as one

Two lovers and a silver gun



I feel the magic of the night embracing us

Hoping and blessing sending nurturing

Give in

Let me caress you

What I would do for just one kiss of your lips 



If I touch you here can you feel the heat?

Just to hear one single soft spoken word escape your mouth

I am thankful to tears for you my sweet

The soul of an angel, I hold in my heart



And the softness of your hair

I long for you

Meeting as one

Stroke me

While you slumber, dream of me



Softly kissing my lips

You're so beautiful

I look upon the garden outside my window and sigh

You comfort me in stormy times



Back arched and filled with ache

Don't you see, life disappears?

Moans of sweet release

Protect me from all the fears



Standing in the wings of my life

I am thrilled

By your warm soft smile and firm embrace
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Finding Him

on February 15.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I can't stop loving you...no matter
what you do

Whispered breaths so sweet

I see you as the innermost core

Wont you be mine today?



The passion of two lovers held in truth

The sweetest thing that could ever be

And my eyes glow with the excitement

You're my little reverie



This blessed night atones for all

As our eyes meet in a daze

Softest silken skin to love so much

Don't you agree this feels so right?



If only you would make my pulse race

Wishing that it all could be real

Electric sparks ignite us now

Caring for my lover here



Wanting what you have to offer

Your peaceful breath shelters my own

From your sweet breath

Whispers, will you stay forever?



Let us hold hands and go the mile

I'll wait for the day that you'll touch me

You'll kiss my delectable lips, a sultry hue of red

And maybe then you'll be out of my head.
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Graffiti Walls

on February 15.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved







Electric sparks in socket walls

Still justice rings out as

Loneliness drips

Laughing kids slipping on the slide

Thunder rumbles like a deep-belly laugh

Searching for the next shot to quench this thirst

trembling . . . with hatred and pain

in the turbulent rip tides of my life

and power plays the game

still there's time

but the shadow of a hare, leapt

And the shaping of forests washed away

There's a fly on the wall, a spider watching. . .

In my bored prison  I sleep as you you

you rock these walls

and shapeless clouds turn into illusions

adorned with striking similarities

Plastic hooves hit the icy vapor

and the drunkard rolls of laughter

shapes the forests as

The letterbox clatters spewing postal messages

My choice starvation in the

Graffiti walls, colours bound to my mind.

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Smart

on February 16.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved









Ashtray stud

Licks his lips

And then thud

Drink then slips
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Silent Moon

on February 17.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Oh silent moon...what is your
secret?

do you sleep in a tormented bed

Oh silent moon...how dark is her silken sky

Is she good enough to die
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It's Hard to say Goodbye

on February 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I wish it was easier

To say goodbye

But it's better I don't

Just to let it pass

On high

And let the wind brush me

Away

From this petty little day



But it's so hard to know

they can't touch you then

Can't even smell you on their breath

You slipped between those jagged cracks

And the ice cold is all you can take





Swallow the pillows

And wash it down with icecream



You know, it's like a lullaby

Neverending









.
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Rebellion

on February 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

No one wants to be covered in red

No one wants to see you, uncovered

Chained, stripped

Boundless



Blood is the stuff for movies

And your veins don't hold that much

And bullets don't always blacken



the sky like this kind of pain

Holding loose, time is slipping away, letting go

Sleeping in, washing your stains down the drain



Filling bodies, filling heads and never never

Watching the world drown in regret

It's hard to lift the rock

But the rebels down need to be voiced



They're everyday in everything you deny

In this passive pink plantation

One ironic sensation, couldn't gun down

Just one desperate human
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Dark

on February 19.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Light



  beaming down on my sore eyes

breaking me

into tiny pieces

shivering cold    in the coldness we see lines...as thin
as your veins



covering the bruises



that you adapted to your stylish grace

padding the blotches with sweet

powder





showering the beautiful in glitter and shine

  shadows escape the darkness



when laughter resounds, no one hears- nobody listens



everyone left...

              .

              .

              but that is the
way we play







with our hands tied behind our backs



and only the strongest will survive

only the ones with the guts to kill  and show you what it
means to be







ill.



I feel ill, I see a ghost in the mirror



a monster





an addict               
                 
holding the cold gun to my neck

                 
  just one motion







pull it down over your head





learn to







torture







  and rocking rocking rocking





selfishly





to the sound of your pulse







I can hear it in the walls

Peeling the paint off your ears

I can taste the salt of violence

And it feels like butter

on my tongue











But ignorance is bliss.







So beauty is in absence.









And no one will ever be alone like I am right now.







Don't you understand?





There's no gun, no hole in my heart, no bruises, no demons,





No evil.





Dried of their warmth





Their skin is so soft and menacing

These people follow me from the day into the darkness





Where the obscene ventures to pry



Into my skull.
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Voices

on February 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





Blanketed in a cloudless vapor

that drowned out the voices
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Black and White

on February 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Light descends down

onto this fragmented window

I press my cheek upon the cold glass and imagine 

  these images fluttering away from me



I am somewhere sweet, wrapped in your shade and dazed
beyond 

your repair

I am not this black and white project

that was created to inspire



I am free from these lines, edges that inflict transparency

This not so fortunate girl who was    adolescence's
fringe

  and I cannot try to speak

Thoughts jumping around in this pretty fantasy



If only I could tell you through a cut up

photograph the depths that you'll never

see  the casket where

my father sleeps in his riddled dream.
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Ghostland

on February 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Malignant mountains shake

Beside my window they tower

And I am down on my knees

From within my head I hear a distant piano

Playing from deep below the shadows

Invisible fingers pinch my cord

And I am alone in the dark

It is still a tin can heart

Red goats feast upon my soul

As the hermits cloak my life in gloom

Slowly muttering like rainfall

And their voice throws off the storm

Cackling, like autumn she laughs

The sleeping earthworms resurface

In the soggy dew and grasslands

I am sleeping on pins and needles

It's so beautiful to you

Watching from the corners you can still

Breathe in everything black and blue

I need their embracing thunder

But there are rules that I am facing

I must be low and slink through the dark

Stabbing pins into my aching heart

I need a mirror so I can see myself go blind

Going insane is all about believing in mankind

my body uncovers and is seductively drained

as this ardent flame carries

the scent of murder on his lips

Pulling me through a world of ghosts

With just his fingertips
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Shadow Play

on February 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved







I don't know how to tell you

How beautiful you look...in those cute white shorts

With a malevolent smirk, I take you in  closely

then, you make a pitiful squeak...I stare into you

boring into your delicate frame





Then as I begin take in my surroundings

You strip naked in the rain, blood soaking

The scene, the dark musky scent of your perfume

It arouses me to no end, the blood of your heart

the beauty of your vile rotting corpse

I'm tracing one hand lightly over your

Beautiful neck, then sliding it over

Your sweet little nose



Gingerly cutting you apart

Your blood is like fresh raspberries to me

I want to thrust myself into you deeply

As you despair like a pitiless star luminous and angry

Panties clinging to your rain soaked body

The light dwindles and you are at my mercy

As you redden, the shadows play upon your beauty
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The Flood

on February 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Spring rain tumbled as the flowers
abandoned their bodies

Sighs of grasses swayed violently, mothers cried hopelessly
as

The Sun reclined in the darkening blue sky

As the ocean tides moved upon a silky shoreline

The sky turned into a shimmering jet black

A golden sea of moving water made pathways through tunnels

The raging waters grew, spreading a dark green prayer

Life continued as she murmured softly in ironic shades of
blue

As one solitary leaf fluttered far from what they had
known
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Blur

on February 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Soldiers lining up in
single file

Then one by one they enter

As if they knew who she was

She's keeping still but everything blurs



Following the winding river

With a gentle tear she cries

As the shade makes another entrance

Driving into her mind



Blue shadows rising

Out of the feathered sky

It doesn't really matter, yeah

she whispers, "I wanted to die"



Covers swooping down over her eyes

Life is moving by too fast

and it is the end of darkness

The sunshine smiles at last



Bursts of life, she's slowly leaving

Her breathing shyly escapes

high up there between the silent hills

She swallows more of what he rapes





It is time to wash away their walls

And no one hears but everyone sees

The immediate flash, the little echo pass

The pearls of sweat when no one believes



As the night swallows her mind

Awake within a waking dream

In the place that she desired

Time rolls over again





                 
             













[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Sick

on February 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Her heart is so cold

They drift alone like lifeless bodies alone in shadows

Headless  body no home,  an invisible hand reaches

She screams and dies  then she arises

The pride, inside- a violent cry of a why

She has no eyes  no mind  no life

Melody drifting through the door

And I am just another whore

I am slipping through your veins

And you are screaming at the guilty trains

That stumble in the bedroom of your hell

And I do not know you but you know me too well
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The Night Goes Quiet

on February 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The moon casts crimson tints

As shimmering stars shoot past

The roaring lake fumes ceremoniously

Smiling with bloated jealousy

Snakes are hissing loudly in mirth

The medicine man kneels upon ground

in shades of deep purple and brown

when nature reposes with silent sounds

A yellow moon now sketches the sky

the sodden ground turns brown with mud

and nature reigns majestically

The sluggish tree moans daringly

grumbling within her blackened desire

and shaking with an unknown rapture

The small man breaths

into the mist of ecstasy

when torment dances with gaiety

and the night goes quiet as it was.
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Compassion

on February 22.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Here I stand

As martyrs and villains battle, we're

Racing through the ghettos

At 70 MPH



Swallowing hand fulls of grapes and

vomiting

Tears, slipping across the dark bricks

A lump in the stomach persists

Awaits my hand pressing numbly against hers

Slides across the halo, earth
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Dreams

on February 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The ponds are crying

As impassive yellow ducks drown in spite

While enticing gypsy lady frowns

a quiet mind realizing



Sleeping filth, in holy shines

Worthless time dances around

insects fumble, mad

devils cackling in earnest;



resurrections slipping through gates

cemetery crawls with skeletons

immortal soul plunges backwards

with an open mouth



the squirming child seeks

a plain eccentric dream

oaks tumble, ants sneer

flowers squeal as lights ail



scavengers boast, vast

deceptions plodding heavily through

in chaotic silvery static

swinging lifelessly



sleeping, sleeping, fruits fall from

the tree

shade licks the darkness in waking

the lightly colored gems
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Perfection

on February 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Her tears of pain never
seemed remembered

she was stolen by the silence in their eyes

an angel in the city of starry lights that shimmer

how could anyone tell her when she cried

she was unlike the rest with her wings of butterflies



we know the rotten ones messed up on their way home

home to the only place they'd ever really known

even though they only wanted to be everything they'd dreamed

now they're setting sail off these shores

just wanting a reality they can call their own



because she knew it's what she was meant to be

a writer, an actress, a singer at only three

now her tears are only shadows, she is too thin to wear a
dress

and she worries that the sweater hides mistakes she won’t
confess



in the corners of halls were the lonely children

wrapped up in their sorrow, will they ever be forgiven?

he cries because he knows he messed up this time

she's got her nerves unwired, if only he could get it right

she just wants to be happy but she knows it always lies



when these shadows become faces and reflections of the past

all the memories, the ghosts of them, start to get the best

she wants to disappear because she's tired all the time

so she lights up her cigarettes and flicks the lighter with her
pain

she will do it just to feel the bliss of this escape
again
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The Rock

on February 25.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

flat, is the rock that smiles at
me

groaning, ugly parched lips that are sleeping

puzzled, is my face.



A rock has no grace.
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The Lullaby

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





I am afraid--of my own skin, the delicate folds so paper thin

They can peel my layers but still I'm firm, and what they see

I squirm and squirm--I've straightened out, I'm solid and
still

I've taken many of their so called pills, but nothing ever

helped me feel, all it did was make me ill



They pry and prod for no real reason, and I slept alone

As the questions pressed me far too soon

I slept alone in my home away from home

Taking every shot, the silver bullets have not cured me

Of my own insanity



Twisting around until the words flew off my tongue

Through tunnels and chasms, they didn't make me strong

They pressed the buttons until I looked swallowed, covered in
blue

And I saw in pastel colors that range in varying hues

But nothing really mattered, it was always about you





Run far away from that castle of beaming white light

That ugly place where strangers fed us life

Away from the humming sounds or

The alligator's cry, Stay away from the madness

In a choking lullaby...





“No excellent soul is exempt from a mixture of madness.”
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Time

on February 26.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





As shadows brush against her face
she's taken back

A branch bends low in the window, her heart flits into

Shock, it fills this empty silence as the broken plates

Reassemble on the counter with an ease of grace



Only a mother could put the pieces back so gently

She's thinking of a time long past

When she devised the plan to escape this fleeting reality

In the open meadows where a sun wouldn't last



But her freckles diminished with an aging relief

And the rooftops lag now with an ugly creak

The light brings cures for all these ills

When motion makes every object seem too real



But she remembers with a bursting grief

That when she was a child, she still believed
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Alcohol Tears

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





Lining them up in a single file

One by one they enter her

As if they could hear the screaming

She's laying still as everything blurs



Following the winding river

With a gentle tear she cries

As the shade makes another entrance

Driving into her mind



Blue shadows rising

Out of the feathered mist

It doesn't really matter, yeah

she whispers, does it?



Covers swooping down over her eyes

Life just moving by too fast

and it is the end of darkness

The sunshine smiles at last



Bursts of life gradually waning

She is breathing still

high up there between the silent hills

She swallows more and more





It is time to wash away their walls

And no one hears but everyone sees

The immediate flash, the little echo pass

The pearls of sweat when no one believes



As the night swallows her mind

Awake within a waking dream

Within her own that she desired

Time rolls over again
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Trapped

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Daylight streams in through this
guilty crack in the wall

I'm sleeping on a plank and it is cold inside this cell

Oh how the ugly sleeps so well inside these metal bars

Where denial dreams so lovingly of all her blinding sorrows



The rhythm of the blue skies, the clouds, the yellow sun

I miss the sweet music of the birds, their melodies alone

For here inside this pool of grey, I'm drowning in despair

I tremble when the light's so pale and vanish when it’s gone



Oh to stroll among the hills, instead I wait inside this tomb

Dusting off my weakened mind, as I grow tired with boredom

In this prison of my life where my heart has learned to steal

From the venom of bitterness or the presence of a mirror



Decaying in this loneliness I try to find an appeal

As the repetitions create a new me, so bare and so unreal

For here in my intrepid world, their hateful eyes will take

To anything they find that’s left, to anyone just breaks



In this fragmented gloom, we'll taste our miserable pains

Feeding upon their flesh, tearing out their worn remains

For thirty years have gone by, and I am doomed rest alone

A person without a reason as I fear I have become



Looking for a kind of peace as I keep on resisting fate

With every fragile taste of life for which I am still
grateful

But in this cage I find myself, in this lake of darkness

Where only in the dismal light can you see your own
existence
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Field of Blue

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

empty promises soften the
tongue

corpses drained of their songs

bodies spotted with yellow

stolen phrases bleeding through

sour eyes and dusty blue



can we make an art of silence?

drape the curtain over my eyes

and you would make it



Nobody feels the pouring rain

Droplets of spite split the edges

Of our veins

As she plunges her knife

Into the black silk dress

no but she isn't happy

Diving in through your smooth caress

Finding nothing but a pale maid

She throws you out with all the clutter

And the moldy bread sitting in the corner

Would you cry, would you die for a girl



As the edges boldly slice

And the aching makes a plain mark of resilience in her wake

She'll keep that lip pressed tightly into a frown

And scowl until the world drowns away

Immature- you think- not to do your homework



Or scrub the walls with your bare hands

But she finds it easier to sleep the day away

And stay up all night smoking cigarettes

Because everyone's jealous, everyone's crazy

And no one knows the truth, no one has the right to stay

In this haunted place where every line is colored blind

They make an example, an art of sacrifice



In the morning they pick the eggs off the floor

And scream at me because I opened the front
door.
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Change

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

No one ever

Changes

They're all the same they say

Well I don't have much to

Tell you

other than just look the other way
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Tripping over the Rainbow

on February 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I slipped and fell

Through a crack in the wall

I slipped and I fell

Tripped over the rainbow



I tried to hypnotize you

But you couldn't see

That it was five years ago

And that I wasn't me



An empty head's what

Time'll do to you

So lets go buy some chocolate

And we'll eat it too



It's so boring here

And the sun is just too shiny

The moon looks better when

She isn't so lonely



I slipped down all the way

Into a dreary dream

and the fairy

couldn't hear me scream



Men dressed in drag

And laughing clowns

I had too much to drink

And now I'm just messing around



But if I could hold all

The memories in one bottle

I'd drink them dry

And drink till I was full
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The Phantom's Touch

on February 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

They were bewitched by the evil
watching

That in their silence suffered

For evil has a face

That must be abandoned.







Is it a ghost at the door?

Who's knocking over the furniture?

As the water drips, it doesn't permit

Explanation as to the culprit.







Her body feels so warm

The water's dripping down her skin

In the house of the ever young

Speak now or hold your tongue.







I hear a shuffling at the wall

Voices never flee the darkness' call

She shudders in the night alone

For her voice is still holding on.







Follow the bloody foot-prints

Find yourself bathed in their wickedness

In the old room where the doors still creak

Can you find the monster's retreat?







Her heart was still, as old ones feel

Was it the devil, or was this her soul?

Noises in the dark, just hold on

I have seen things but you'll never believe...







With one hand over the clock

Can you still hear the ticking?

If only she could move mountains

Casts her spells as time's rearranging.







Faded dreams and red riddled roses

And you wanted to enchant their eyes

But this is the price you pay

For riddling the song away.







Only her soul knows, the movement will go

If only she holds herself very still

In a sweet solitary surrender

She will heal them of her ills.







It's the tide that brought the Gothic child

Back to the phantom lips of an angel

Hear the little pitter patter?

Hold yourself still if you are able.
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Grief

on February 27.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





As shadows brush against her face
she's taken back

a branch bends low in the window, her heart flutters into
shock

as it fills an empty silence, the broken plates

reassemble on the counter with an ease of grace



Staring down at her hands she remembers time

a world balanced by a thread

she's thinking of a place so far away

when she devised the plan to escape fleeting memories



The lights diminished with an aging relief

and the rooftops fell down with an ugly creak

the light brought cures for all of these ills

when motion made every object seem alive



But she remembers with a bursting grief

That when she was a child she still believed
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Skeleton

on February 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



She wore their words



like bruises beaten



Holes burnt in her sockets



Ugly skin



As she broke another thumb









Fingers finding



a stranger's gun



shot



paralyzed by the light of another's  words



while waking up alone-



Looking for God



in her severed form.







It  tasted sweet like



your foolish narcissism and angry



Anarchistic dreams of  peace  when you found



Knowledge was the fruit of good and evil



Making deals with the devil-











Before taking it all away



Losing for these failing notions



Realize the reality



Before you're suddenly stripped



Of all your sensations



Heart yearning for truth



To quench the thirst for



vengeance.







Finding only anger and discomfort



As the walls close around





People shaking their fingers at you



And you are all I am now...





as her body emerges



From the waves of the sea



quaking temples erupt



to form the skin of your fist



don't talk about silences



When we have payed for less







Letting time pull the shadows



Over her eyes



We can see the light in there if we try









As they fight through their teeth



To confiscate your pride



Finding only drama and pain inside



It's all about what's  there



And there is



a life.
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To Love a Clown

on February 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved










A bottle of whiskey and my chain-smoking

friend kisses her lips just pretending

licking sugar off his fingertips-  as she searches

To find a place inside his hands

While men black suites watch Saturday television and grow old

Balding, in fact, barely hanging on at all

never bothered

by the tangles in her hair

He parts her thighs

It's a clown lover's affair

as the crowd erupts

with the loudest sound of laughing

and as they clap it echoes

through the hallways into nothing

he wanders through a purple fog

checking the room for the shadows of people

as they wander away laughing with applause

Tossing roses to the actress and actor

I watch him parade through melodies

laughing at the irony

he's juggling four thousand knives

and you'd think I was the fool to love a clown.
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One

on February 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved
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holding her close as

crimson candle oozes

a waxy delight

burning deep within

as sloppy kisses ignite

passionately tasting her

sassy lips smeared red

pink pearls of sweat are

sliding down her neck

in movements so tempted

in deep delicious desire

she whispers in her ears

"I want you on fire"

held in arm's embrace

mesmerized by the way she caresses

they melt into each other

entwining as lovers

dwelling in the home of her heart

adoring their bodies as they meet

never to be apart

one stable heart beat
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Denial

on February 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The silent spaces
reveal

That we are a decaying breed

We constantly destroy each other

Through turmoil and greed

Technology is the monster

Which we constantly feed

Energy is running low here

In this dark hostile place

I'd like to join them

Deep in outer space



But something is keeping me here

This old ball and chain

They tell me I'm here for a reason





I watch people come and multiply

They taint the world with their eyes

I have become more nihilist as I've grown

To understand the truth from the lies

This world was a mistake or was it?

What are we to the nothing anyways?



I wish I understood my purpose

But I don't seem to have one

I think God made a choice to hate me

And that's why I see so much evil

In this place    whatever

Where things get misplaced forever

There seems to be no reason to be here

I wonder why nothing is my choice anymore

What anyone wants, I don't know

But there's a party going on and I don't care

Because I wasn't invited to their parties

And that's why I'm left here

to contemplate my existence
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Damn Everything

on February 29.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Damn everything

It's beautiful when it's red

Tall and quick

Killer instincts yea



No one is there

In between the sheets

Nothing resides

But broken promises



Go away

You're beautiful you know

But stay away

I won't watch you go





Loneliness is beautiful

It's art, it's real

Saving grace

Isolated to feel





You wanted crazy

Crazy is easy

But time's getting thin

The air is running away





Go away

You'll suffer in your desire

Burn in hell

You'll rot in your fire





This is your design

It isn't what you'd planned

This is you now

The clown with the crooked frown
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Distance

on February 29.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I ran away

From their petty conversations

And hid myself

Under a bridge

Where the light

Fell between cracks

Scattered rocks

Torn apart

I hid myself

And my burdened skin

The parts of me

That I hadn't shown

I slept alone

As the day erased

Memories that taunted

They slipped far far away

Voices wept until the wailing stopped

At last I was perfectly alone

And the screaming of the silence

No longer badgered my bones

I felt a cold comfort in the stars

And I knew I'd never see him again

Those special things that came from

The bottomless wells of my heart

No longer had a meaning to him

He was no longer a part

Of my everything
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Ageless

on March 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved







A worn metallic knob



rusted





like a spectacle





to the passerby



she  was still  yellow
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The Illusion

on March 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Ideas drip down her open
mouth

as trickle and rippling voices run away

through an imagined orchestra of words



He orders a drunk drink for the child ...

sleeping on the floor as she babbles away



As they asphyxiate with emotionless eating

Gobbling gin and groaning girls to stay



until the drums get rough and guitars start screaming

they sip solitude sweetly listening to silly stars

building their bodies out of used body parts



they're still building atomic bombs



And the glamorous girl with

ogre eyes and a silly mind

waits on a trembling plank...



Ready to jump into space with  a blank









face
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Self Deprication/Neglect of
Appreciation

on March 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She found her ghost, damn
the needles

In the plasticized

In the Lithium lullabies

In the sapphire shadows

She’s been commercialized?

Or was she the shadow?



A lovesick heart was locked away

In her chest

Oh the rain

Fell down below



Oh what kingdoms are hidden between white walls

But I don't know

She found her ghost

In the silence

Where nothing fell

Or crashed

Down below



In the sweet magnolias

I don't know where my passion went

out the door

out the door

Slept under the porch lights

What a whore

What a whore

I'll feed off of you

I'll take your pain from you

faking love



make mistakes over and over

Oh denial

pen marks across the notebooks

sharpie stains on my shirt

cigarettes sleeping in my pocket

she’s an angel or a devil

but imperfection is beautiful

trashy glamor whore



glittering eyes, cameras on her

in those fishnets

stripes and stars

lies of white powder

showering in blood

sacrifice of pain

paper box dreams and body aches in ashes

tools were used to cut out the invasive therapy

And we'll beat them dry

We'll beat them black and blue



Selfishly we'll beat them till their



You.
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Heart of Pain

on March 2.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I thought his heart was bound

By the promises we had made

Where roses lined the floor

To the future that was paved



Now these roses are bleeding

And you're gone so far away

When will you come back to tell me

I love you, I love you today



Now my heart is bleeding

For he broke those chains away

These sheets that once

Touched our bodies now stained



My heart is turning black

With everything in pain

I never want to love again

The mirror is no longer my friend



I feel I'm walking on glass pieces

Just letting the ghosts haunt my steps

Feeling the cold glares upon me

Still the same as when you left



Because these roses are bleeding

And you're gone away

When will you back to me and say

I love you



The roses are bleeding

And we’re all alone

I wanted you back

I wanted you to come home



When will you come home and say

I love you

I love you

When will you stay
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Stain



on March 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Jenna was a memory

A little blond in a flip book

turning every page

she runs across their minds

she is free

she is a lullaby



purely emptied of the

middle-class filth

we step into nowadays

and

as your veins splatter

miss nude, miss crooked

back

She  panics

and then you tear yourself apart

She bleeds only silence

Like the obscure

the vague

the neglected muse repaid



If only we could record every moment

Of our lives





I'd make a journal of my life

And sell the images to my soul
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I am Home

on March 3.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I'm three stories, my head held
high

I tower the rest

With a warmth of the sunny day on my shoulders

I can feel the breath of the wind rushing past



These tall windows are my eyes

And I am seen by everyone from outside

They sometimes slow down to analyze my form

The structure of my thin walls, the panels of my face



I cannot see them, but when they gaze through my door

They know someone lives there and did a few times before

I'm not too large and not too small

I'm actually quite comfortable
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Jealous Fool

on March 3.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



And as she's twitching with envy

Mother nature crumbles in her palm

With just one blow she wipes

Away human kind for good



Sincerely, people

are so fucking honest these days

learn to lie through your clenched jaws

that's the way to live anyways



It used to be that it was easier when we

Were shooting up and at the same time

The buckle beat their flesh and dried them

Of all that chemical left in the back of our throats



So fucking hostile, this greedy mind

Wants to morph into something powerful

Let them weep for their own scars, let me weep over

their boredom and be so self-sufficient of it
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Groundless

on March 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

we made them into
clowns

  perfect

      examples  of life

as

  irresponsible sanity

smiled

  at

the genesis

  of our loving nature

while

languages erased

for

staring too long



the ceiling was like a blank slate

as

the sky was falling

we were



running through the corridors

of a dreamy ship

but we ran out of time



to say anything



of substance



no reason or rhyme

Could unchain our



corruption



Humanity had no chance

save to starve itself of logic



and bathe in the essence of

time without meaning



watch the world change

into nothingness



Into oblivion



We were without ground, without sound



And we fell into nothing
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Selfless

on March 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I slipped and fell

Through a crack in the wall

I slipped and I fell

I slipped and I fell



I tried to hypnotize you

But you couldn't see

That it was five years ago

And that just wasn't me



An empty head's what

Time'll do to you

So lets go buy some chocolate

And we'll eat it too



It's so boring here

And the sun is just too shiny

The moon looks better when

She isn't so lonely



I slipped down all the way

Into a dreary dream

and the little fairies

couldn't hear me scream



Men dressed in drag

And laughing clowns

I had too much to drink

And now I'm just alone



But if I could hold all

The memories in one bottle

I'd drink them dry

And drink till I was full
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Candy

on March 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



The little marbles line up in a single file

And she can taste the ripples & hear them singing

They're dreaming of her disaster

As if they could hear the screaming



Hovering over this drained melody

Laying on an ugly sofa, just thinking

With weepy eyes and nothing to live for

As if there was ever anything



She follows the winding river

With a gentle tear

As the shade makes an entrance

Into her final fear



The blue shadow slowly rises

As cloudy dreams rush past...

It doesn't really matter, yeah

she whispers, does it?



Covers swooping down over her eyes

And life just moves by so fast

and it's the end of the darkness

The sunshine smiles peacefully at last



Wise from the seeds of intuition

As another plane blips away in the sky

the splatter of denial hitting her life

A lost identity, as if slashed by a knife



Such vulnerability,

Remote and immediate loss of reality...

As she expected to be...so dizzy

As the shivers run up her spine



almost praying to the drums of her mind

At rest in the diameters of infinity

the vibrant girl, as her

Eyes are fluttering so helplessly



Bursts of a future gradually waning

Here and now, she's also breathing

high up there among the silent hills

She swallows more of her little white pills



with time driving down the ancient walls

And no one hears but everyone sees her fall

The immediate flash & the little echo pass

The pearls of sweat when nothing ever lasts



A ride with speed, faster going faster 

Laughing kids  who want to get higher and higher

knowing the only escape  is here where

her heart is just as still as a silent choir



Strumming the pain you pushed her into

The infrared desire, a soothing lullaby

As half-opened lifeless eyes seeming

Undiluted & dreaming on the outside



As the night swallows her mind

Awake within a waking dream

Within her own aspiration that she desired

and as the time rolls over again



Life becomes swollen with waves

But no one ever leaves

Water bubbles in a bristling brook

Colors flowing into where no one is looking ...



She makes her tongue withdraw

as heaven drifts into her soul

As they taunt and compete

For the selflessness of control



A gentle rustling through the weeds

And a child’s hand tugs on hers

with the sparkle of a lost emotion

She gracefully swallows as everything blurs



To leave is to go into the open spaces

Land turns in shades of grey as she's

walking

  walking             
          away





Then she's slipping into a sweet reverie

White pillows becoming so mindlessly gone

And then  it seems so suddenly   

she gets up and stumbles...it was just a dream.
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Death of A King

on March 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved








Vishnu appeared one evening

As an eye of ruby red

To speak of many things

Most certainly to warn of death



Vishnu was there to calm the king

For his throne was to be taken

But the king flatly ignored Vishnu

As if Vishnu had not spoken



And the thunderous caves opened

For the lesson had done no good

This selfishness had led the king

To a promise of punishment



Lord Shiva, the fierce God

Appeared in such a flash

Imposing fear into King's heart

With a loud thundering crash



"Who claims to right the wrong?"

Lord Shiva, the mountain, said

Poking the king with his prong

Bathed with the ashes of the dead



Lord Shiva heard Vishnu's warning

Now the king deserved the worst

"From this day on your royal

Kingdom shall be forever cursed!"





"Oh Shiva, do not curse him

For he has done no wrong

His life was lived in splendor

And we, in his royal kingdom



Have bathed in riches vaster

Than any princess could know

Do not curse our father the King

For we love our highness so!"



Soon the King had wept

But Shiva would not reply

For the King owed a Karmic debt

That was far too great, too high



And so they wept for their king

Who took his final breath

As Shiva led the royal King

Into the realm death.
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Poverty

on March 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Soft snow scatters as we
part

the hard ice away to

reveal our tired bodies as agonized

forms that speak with nothing to say

as the trembling leaves

lay crushed against us

where we sleep deep

between the worn maples

as our world continues its cycle

drawing circles around chaos.



Here, in the heavy air we once breathed

We were only children but we had dreams

and in the corner there lies

years of forgotten memories

once there was a small red shovel

we had used to pull up their rusted roots

from behind the lost porch

and pondered what it would be like

to have parents who loved us.



We were so young and bare

watching time melt away like

we were on some far off deserted island,

we gathered limbs and eventually formed

a body that could withstand

the cold shuddering at night when

we held hands, but love knows nothing...



Then the days came where we found that

we had no blankets to cover ourselves

and no food to fill us, no water to wash away our tears

and so we wrote- page after page of sad poetry

only with the hope that someday someone would read our poems

and some other poor child would not die

as we did alone on those lonesome dark nights
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Child of Forever

on March 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Oh ignorant little child

Passing into the bitter night

you could not hear them



cannot hear the stars

Bursting in your ears

A happier life you may learn



To be a good little boy or girl

Happy birthday child of sun

You can breathe once again



Never ever ending life

It's amazing, it is...oh you never thought

The world would be so full of mysteries they forgot



You will find it, yes you will

Don't be ill, child, you are there still

Behind the eyes, she cries and cries



The honest ghost...the tired host sighs

Falling through time she wakes up

And lives a life that will never stop



Seconds slowing, seconds never ending

What she forgets she will start remembering
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Only A Memory

on March 6.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Her glossy lips kissed him
promises

Of a life of laughter and music, plenty of dancing

Yes, she kissed him like they were lovers

And life could never be more fragile

Like porcelain, and it felt so inspiring to be with him

To be held his arms and to be safe from everyone

Just before the castle walls collapsed

And the accusing fingers poking at the joke

The one mistake they never said was real

Yes, she kissed him before her heart shattered

Before the paint stained the canvas red

She was left with only a memory…

And eventually it was still forgotten.
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Silent House

on March 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

It fell on deaf ears

Like a siren screaming in the rain

A dizzy dancing man went hysteric

Beside the screaming train



Their voices were multiplying

And Van Gogh painted pain

He would have loved to know

Some of us don't want to know anything



It fell with a thunderous crash

But no one heard the sound

As a million fiery splinters

Fell harshly towards the ground



And no one saw her brother falling

Right through the broken moon

As the fire turned to slaughter

And the laughter turned to boredom



For she woke up that morning

With strangely no recall

Of anything of war

Of any sound at all



In the silent house where mockingbirds crowed

Children in their beds were sleeping

For no one wanted to remember

What it was like to hear them dying.
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Silent House

on March 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Silent House





It fell upon deaf ears

Like a siren screaming in the rain

A dizzy dancing man gone mad

Beside the screaming train



Their voices were multiplying

And Van Gogh once painted pain

He would have loved to know

What others ignore in vain



It fell with a thunderous crash

But no one heard the sound

As a million fiery splinters

Fell harshly to the ground



And no one saw her falling

Right through the broken moon

As the fire turned to slaughter

And the laughter turned to boredom



For she woke up that morning

With strangely no recall

Of any conversation

Of any sound at all



And in the silent house she cried

As her children continued sleeping

When no one wanted to remember

What it was like to hear them speaking.
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Ship of Dreams

on March 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Welcome to The Ship of
Dreams

I will be your guide

Any questions you may have

The answers I'll provide.



Here, take these instructions

Please read them if you will

They list the rules and functions

This requires so little skill.





Now if you would take a moment

And step in through this door

I will show you specimens

You have never seen before.





But no you cannot touch them!

I say this for they'll bite

These creatures we have captured

From a planet far from sight.





Oh you can marvel at their size

You can wonder at their colors

But these creatures we have captured

From the darkest place on mars.





Now follow me through this hall

This is where we watch the stars

Through our telescopes we'll note

Even the most intrinsic features.





You see, we are the scientists

Of the spaces in between

I hope you understand this

So you can use your imagination





Now that concludes the special tour

You must be on your own

For in this wondrous ship you'll find

All things that are unknown.
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Mindless Ones

on March 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

we are so dedicated

to the air between our lungs as we breathe in and out in and
out

no time for your lover, no time for your sister



dripping with cocaine sweat

she dissolves like a bitter teardrop in the rain

with out any destination, your memory collapses



and the dream fades

a fragment of your life stumbles blindly down the train

and is swallowed by the tunnel, they called you names

but you could not find them



when your mind was erased...



our bodies multiply, one by one with a little sigh

We multiply



But is there any reason that we have to die?

Is there any reason...

When this world is all we know when this world is all we know

And all we have is still there somewhere



Out there out of reach



Sometimes it's better to pretend that you're not alone...

Because things get tricky when you're sad and scared

ignore them anyhow

you don't know what's there



I guess it's for the better
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Lost Once More

on March 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Words just don't come too
easily to me anymore

Something got in the way of me being a writer

And living my life during those long winters

Seemed to confuse me more than once

And now I am not sure of which way I'm turning

What bridges I'm burning, which scar I am tracing

Which light I am facing, and I don't even know

If I am making sense...if I ever made sense at
all.
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The Bride

on March 7.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Once, a long time ago, there was
princess they called Salina

With a heart for every man that came her way

For they all had so much love to give

and this, she could not deny.





When her home was being threatened, the princess had to flee.

And this is princess Salina’s story::





In the beginning Salina was still so free,

The daughter of a man who was quite wealthy- in his kingdom

She was to be united with a prince someday soon.

Her destiny was to be betrothed and to rule from above.



In their heavenly palace where the sweet harps played

No strings would be cut, for all was in the right place

Golden halos adorned upon each princess of the light

This was the place where the righteous could take flight.



The ghosts danced, enchanted by her swaying dress.

Salina was quite an enchantress.

With the stars sparkling to her beautiful eyes,

she never had to wear any sort of disguise.

Her heart was pure, her heart was
free.

She had had a soul and felt no agony.

No painful tears shed in her kingdom,

where the knights wore shiny
silver;

they fell in love one by one with
her.



By the moonlight fairies drank, and through their stupors they sang
silly songs of magickal days.

Days so long ago forgotten and sorcerers

who felt their urge to steal from
mages and princesses in the Kingdom of Uriel.

Purple wings fluttered in the nearby trees, no one noticed the
fairy rings, as many swirled and twirled around, all was in silence
behind the town.



Tonight the beggars wore their best to see if they could impress
her.

For in the realm of whispering trees was rumored to be some sort of
trial,

What man would qualify to bring the darling princess all of her
dreams?

Who would suit the eyes of this virgin soon to be bride.

What man would be royalty enough to provide the sweetest
caress

To the Daughter of the Kingdom who
wore a moonbeam dress?



Evenings came and passed, but she could not find the one.

Then Princes broke her heart when she fell for their love,

Only to find that they were there for her prize, not for her smile
or her sweet doe eyes. The men who came were unlike the ones she
had loved at first.





Three days had passed and she’d grown ill.

In fact the maiden was laying quite still, when suddenly from the
window it brushed her hair, Salina woke up with a bitter
scare.

Something was watching from the windowpane, it has been watching
her intently for the three days she’d be crying.

Poor Salina, stricken with love sickness and spite, as the
curiosity took the better of her fright.



“Who goes there?” She calls out to the shadowy figure

And rushes to close the window but by then it is too late.

A muffled gasp and a hand grasps at her face,

she’s pulled down the window and out
through the stone gate.

Through the shadowy darkness they fly. Bewildered Salina begins to
cry. Her wailing can be heard from far and low. Yet only the
fairies can hear her moan.



Perplexed by this muse, a child wakes in despair. He can hear the
moaning maiden from afar in the brush. As the whistling wind ceases
all is still and the shadowy figure whispers to “Hush”



“Please, do not harm me!” She cries out to the man, The man smiles
wide exposing sharp jagged teethe. As she cries she feels herself
growing cold.



“Please, my dear, do not fear the vampire.

I have taken you higher than any of the other suitors.

You may choose to shun me in fear, but if you choose to deny my
love than I will let you go right now.”



“What have you over all the rest? I cannot love you, a bitter fool.
Let me go home please, I am begging you!”



“Dear, don’t be afraid. I must deliver this warning. There will be
a plague of demons that shall be visiting.

If you do not take my hand and therefore escape death, as hand in
hand we’ll save your kingdom from this evil, then you shall succumb
like all else to mortality and the darkness itself… you will become
the devil.”



"If you must take me than devour me whole, take my virgin body and
take my soul, for I am so tired of waiting diligently to fulfill
this destiny of mine.

Take my remains and scatter these ashes.

Let them forgive me, but I have reached madness."



"Hush, be quiet and be still. I am a vampire but I never kill. If
you want me to take you I shall take you in the right way.

We shall perform the ritual in the moonlight this hour.

Take my hand, I shall lead you through this graveyard of bones to a
place where we can be safe and alone."



So darkly he led her in through the black roses and vines, to where
in the shade of the willow she was confined.

His hand held her tightly to his hard chest, and she desperately
willingly removed the silk of her dress.

Exposing soft skin, pale and milky to his touch, he licked her and
drank of her with his lust.



"The fairies know me well, they know I am no evil man.

I would never take the hand of such a pretty virgin.

Would I touch you so softly, my swan, my dove, would a demon caress
a princess with love?"



She trembled slightly in his eyes, meeting him with her own. She
knew she was vulnerable in a graveyard all alone.

And with a vampire, a creature of the dark, spreading herself all
over him, giving him her very heart.



His lips pressed lightly across her neck, and this is where she
began to fear, as slowly his teethe began to pierce the flesh and
her blood was sucked out of her veins into his own.

He seemed to grow lighter as she felt heavy and drained, as he
drank of her blood again and again.



Then at last the final bite, her skin felt oddly illuminated in the
night. She rose up high with raven wings, he followed her into the
blood red morning. Over the hills and through the sun, beside each
other their hearts still flew.



Salina must return to the castle at noon, to cover her sins with
eyes of bright virtue.





When they reached the gables she fell
down upon the earth, as cries from the sky shot out thunder
bolts.

He was nowhere for he'd disappeared and Salina could not tell the
King, that she had already been wed in the midnight to a demon! The
stones seemed to speak as she stumbled through the gate, nothing
consumed Salina but despair for her Kingdom's fate.
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Tao

on March 11.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Go to a hill and meditate upon
silence

Breathe in the space that is between

And empty out your memories

Of all those mundane things

Silly attachments, many desires

Unfulfilled..empty out your wants

You become free from these yearnings

You become free from these desires

You become completely whole

And all that you believe you know

All that you have created from space

In your mind, it dissolves into nothingness

You follow silently, to join the universe

In the expanding in the ever-changing

This is paradise, this is your reality

When you are free of your barriers

The walls you've built out of sand

When you stop building layer after layer

Of needless attachments to your words

To thoughts, to ideas, to the ego

You become free from the clutter of desire

To find paradise we should empty our minds

And when we are empty we know that we

Are already there, you will find peace

Without sorrow, without sorrow

You will find a happiness that may

Take you to a higher level of consciousness

In a place where anything is possible

Remember, all reality is a dream and

Your dreams are the reality that you create
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Water

on March 11.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She dipped her foot into a
murky well

That lie deep within her mind's cave

Where dreams spent on in conversation

As the flickering lights oft played

As the lead bats fluttered in darkness

And silver fish flickered to yellow gold

Illuminated as if by a torch oh

Her third eye did behold such wonders

Who'd dare to drink eternal life

From the secrets that we find within

For to process the collective whole

Would take the lifetime of many souls
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Insanity

on March 12.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Forever I have fought the enemy

But now I'm afraid I must admit

This enemy he lives in me

And feeds upon all that I speak

And all the evils in the world

Can't amount to his subtraction

He takes what I have never given

And I bow my head before him

He only shows me the path

Of rusted stems and deathly pain

For this evil that lives inside me

Is the evil of insanity
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Man

on March 12.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I'm finding that this world is drying
up

Perishing in Perishes, saints scattered

Through cities under street lamps

Selling souls for soma and salvation

Yea, and I'm finding that God is really man

I'm finding narcissism that bites with a vengeance

And the nothingness and nothing and as I sit here

Upon a plateau above everything,

God can't touch me yea but everyone is touching me

And I'm being touched by them and their hands are

Spreading the germ of humanity, of "his"

Kingdom, deep down in "his" kingdom is where

I sleep every night, it's where I was told, wash away

The dirt and the truth of what is...BUT I don't want

Anything to do with HIS rotten world

Give me liberty or give me death. Cuz, It's not enough

To say that I'm dissatisfied with your little plan "Man"

Send me on a wild goose chase, make me your

jest, your game, your joke, your lie, you'er the guy

Carve me out of your ribcage fashion me into

Your form because no matter how hard I squint

My eyes to see, I can see no other God than me.
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Unsung

on March 12.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

on the moon she daydreamed of
oceans

as the shoreline melted away

in the sunny heat they held eachother’s hands

and traced pictures in the sand

of cities burnt to dust

not one bird flew over

the nest that morning

when the song of songs

was to be sung no more





~
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Technicolor Dreams

on March 12.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She radiates in
Technicolor clouds

Of soft violet, brilliant specks of

emerald stars start spiraling through

bright aqua seas and sapphire shores

brilliant hues of red

A rose's petals so plush

They blush and promise of sweet tomorrows

Silent rays of yellow send

Sacred understandings, beautiful realms

In Godly places where anyone can go

But no one will return

In the deep lush grasslands and foggy

Caverns, sparkling rainbows captured

On icicles, as white sand tickles

Your toes

peace
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The Cosmic Record

on March 12.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

If only there really was a
record

Of all our daily struggles

The cosmic journal of our journeys

Of all our toils and troubles



Who would then unlock its key

Should this be stored in secrecy?

Who would then open the book

And who would be the first to look?



I wonder what these pages might tell

Of a wonderful time or a life of hell

Might it be our average recollection

There for our own introspections





Might it tell of long ago constellations

Maps of stars and secret calculations

Infinite possibilities, places never seen

A world above, and a realm in between





But where is this so called Cosmic record?

And who keeps its pages in order, never getting torn

We are the guardians of the Akashic Records

Without these stories we aren't reborn















[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

The Little Gardener

on March 13.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



The sandy beaches softly lay

Where roaming Sailors will often stay

Behind the hillside not far from home

Is where my daughter often roams



She says it is her peaceful garden

Sapphire buds in fields so golden

It is a grove of gentle flowers

Spending days, hours upon hours



Kneading through the dough of earth

Planting bulbs with tears of mirth

Coming home covered with sand

Another treasure in her hand



In a bed of lilies by the sea

Where the winds often play merrily

My daughter learns to sow the seeds

That will blossom into prosperity
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Princess's Fortune

on March 13.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The sky was blank and
serene of late;

    The moon was as crisp as a plate

    The moon was like a porcelain plate

    The sky was just as blank



The King slept in a tower high

Stone of crystal and gold

The wealthy King slept in a tower

growing tired each day, growing old



From far beyond the castle walls

the gypsies played their lutes;

of fantasy they sang all day

of lovers' long pursuits,

  princesses would often gather

Round the fire they danced

To hear these enchanting songs

Of the wonders of romance



The day was a dark one with dismal rain

When the King rode out to stop their play

It was a dark and dismal day

When the King had left to search in vain





The sky was blank and serene of late;

    The moon was as crisp as a plate

    The moon was like a porcelain plate

    When the king rode out that night
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Question of Power

on March 14.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Watch the world, she moves
slowly

Unlike you

Who screams like a siren, who breathes a tornado

And stamps out the light with your heel

And kicks at the dust with an angry foot

Who is my constant inspiration

Intimidation, and who would only glance at me

Occasionally to see that I was still there and I wasn't really
ever

And when I was I was never really me

And I know there is no reason you should be

Frightened of this ugliness because you're alone

you taught me to be one

Alone, you taught me to be alone with the world

When they wanted to turn you into a dollar bill

and wrap it around my naked flesh

Just to feel the warmth and the vanity, I'd crave

the bliss of your exquisite innocence

Defiled by greed and drowned in petty words,

words that meant nothing

Not to the poet, not the average person who knows nothing of
God-

Of Grace and of Love

And to fight you is futile, this end of all endings

Analyze, what is there to analyze? I know everything! Right?

Since you have given me the crown,

And I am now Queen of being effortless

Nothing wills out of this emptiness- in your empty bottomless
pit

Where we are somehow enlightened, out of the emptiness- it did
form.

Where we are deep in the stillness, enlightened, out of the
emptiness- or did it form from what was already there? Is anything
absolute? Is anyone ever free?

How many times do you repeat the word- VOW, before it becomes a
lie?

How many days spent pondering your flesh and growing tired of
it?

I learned to hang on to the threads that weave existence

and tell me dream weaver, where is that infinite thread and what is
its substance?

Where do we go when we forget? What is a dream deferred?

How many INTERRUPTIONS does it take to destroy the ego?

Should we build a forcefield around our own bones?

How can we become one with the eternal? Is there anything that
makes sense anymore...

Is this Tao? Tell  me, dreamweaver, what is all of this
for?
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The Golden Scroll

on March 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

His cypress, a chestnut bloomed in the
Sun,

The mast did sail with its murmurs of Rome;

Who would fall down to a slave before thy throne?

Richly ting'd with gold, and what he ne'er had known

May her thoughts be true: speaking honestly

With her sad doe eyes, dwell'd tranquility;

With whisper'd discontents of a jealous heart

But this, that in my sweet flower I did part.

As the dying awed the sky in a solemnity,

To see thee thus in thy pleasure should rue,

I turned my youthful voice as when I gaze upon

What crazed my eye with a form for the sun,

And the only instrument of man's soul;

Who has stood before the sacred scroll?

As He in reverence to the mast did roar!

And my fond dove, thy gaudy web of earth

The ancient mountain, did I dare approacheth
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The Peaceful Kingdom

on March 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

"Welcomed in the sky,--

once children we were free,

oh Earth's clouds, unfold so brilliantly

bring me the light and sing

till the nightingale

larks of freedom in thy soul."



Covered with the darkness by a dread of hand,

we were compelled to hear:

the piper pipe of many a man

in a kingdom far from here.



What were its thickest shades where they'd been led?

a watered heaven, no winds in their breath,

from the seats of the valleys into the night,

his spectre followed them by trail of death.



Quench, Oh children from my sight

for there to God, thou mortal hands are skies;

burnt of tender morning, stain their world with fire

their bodies left the voice of the light

a thousand spirits of my happy day,

forever lurking in my evil ways.



my foe beheld it in the maiden when she ran away,

to be with the flowers in my garden bright and free

in a land that longs for her silvery hair,

does not she laugh with woe, for the valley that loved thee?



"Oh the steps of the happy and never want of joy.

it bears their hearts with painful tongs,

night is called by His image, but I made a bank:

where thy dream of every man is wrong,

it is for another pleasant sound reborn:

and I say to welcome in a threat'ning horn

while our sports have tasted in silent delight

she'd fled with a freedom, the maiden fair,

sit down, to waste in hell's despair;

I guard them well with thee behind me,

who doth give his youth a harlot's curse

blasts! These forests of thy father's moor!

I murmur my wishes but only to his fervor

what was my joy, but a hapless plea?"



"Oh Earth's clouds let thy ruddy eyes see day

angels shall brush my shady roof,

there they may find hope under leaves

so many children are stripped

of thy father; does it keep my love in vain

oh Day of Mourning,

come down and bid thee such a sign."



ten-thousand spirits of woe!

what shall be in the home of her mournful head,

whose ears have built Jerusalem

in thy heart and soul?

when He was dark, no injury,

to the sacred years,

when Mary had spoken in the night of a spirit,

he became a bright mane of stars, to sit

beneath our Father's throne,

and know thy Peace, the Dove, but can it be?

for the longings of their eyes so poor,

oh To be like them and scream of war!

or to vanish with the night, to be the dying star

beheld such a brilliant sight, from our father's shore.

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Merry-go-Round

on March 15.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

We like to spin round

and around

the day's sun

An apple bright

In the shady grove we like

To smile with glee

As spirits pass each day and

Night, not still,

But wandering as

We seem a fright for them to see

For we are free

To wander round and play upon

The merry-go-round

As we spin and play

and run with delight

In the garden of

The laughing sprites.
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Mysteries of Midnight

on March 15.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The clock struck 12:00

on time just like she said

She had a voice once

It had long gone dead

Times roll on gently

slowly they cross

The bridge, and

I wait until the colors match

My own, until the rainbow is the law

Of the lands unknown

I want a heaven in my bones.
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Spring Rain

on March 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved







In a bed of lilies by the sea

Where the winds often play merrily

Scattering the waters of Spring

In my lover's garden, I am waiting
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Artificial

on March 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

March on...2:33 The System's
inquiry:

Where have you been...leading a double life I see

Beauty's sorrow, beauty that couldn't ever be so

March on with your...worldly wants and dreams of something...

I don't even know...something I wanted to grow...

Sweet powers revel in these electric screens

Static situations, revelations... and those dreams

Wander around in obsolete thoughts and watch them

Become the cants and sometimes the wanted no

Keeping on cue with the could be's and have nots,

Tell me what you're doing...though I don't care to say

What it means; when you wander around those sweet nothings

Driving me forward, I'm an insect in character of need

I don't know who made my circuits or my heart full of lead

But I am just a machine and an object of no use...

For my wires are too many and there must be one loose
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Satin Dress

on March 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Satin dresses glisten

With pink sequins, she says her

Hands are still yours for

She has the beauty of love

When she glides across your skin
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world without love

on March 19.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

When you don't even have
the darkness

To wrap around your arms

Then you are living in a world without love
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Sanitation

on March 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Sanitation







Dewy lawns

Painted scenes

Orange lace

Crippled curtains

Dark love



Blowing blowing me away



Running barefoot through the clouds upon the sky



Throwing seashells into the sea



And never knowing what it meant to know we were free
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Parellel

on March 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Lost in parallels

which is the way

Left right forward backwards

Darkness fills the day



Choose your battle

With very sharp aim

Kill the enemy

Celebrate your fame



Which one falls

Which one's free

Who is your enemy

Who is your friend



Lost in parallels

Beginning to feel lost

What day is this day

Sun's down I'm gone at last
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Tongue-Tied

on March 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She clenches her jaw

    as she holds up a fist

stammers, then she rolls her eyes

Stammers and she can't say it can't say it



NO, she finally says. NO. I don't care, honestly.

How could it have come to this? The writer...

Writer of words master of worlds and she could not care

No, but death means something. She says that it could mean

less                but now
she is floating upon

Streams of color, the peripheral vision. No it didn't belong to
him, "I can't love you" Swallow this bitter pill, swallow it and if
its not bitter than you can't love me either. She knows love has a
taste, she's tasted it  it's

bitter. But no, no means a lot when it's the answer

And if you can't take no for an answer then you don't know
her.
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Lost in Translation

on March 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Lost in translation, I've been judged
before our eyes met

Words falling between the holes in your ego

Just can't stand the pressure of your eyes, burnt sore

Everyone is looking for the scar, wrist-banging

Mental flaming, watch out who you worship you're a star

Can't listen to righteous lies, soulless heart and pagan
pride

Can't stand their stinging nettle trust, just glance
backwards

You can't trust us them or they don't bother to state

Which one you honor or disgrace, we make ourselves at home

And care less about what names to which identity is known

Glazed over paradise and Utopias of ignorance

Just make your bloody statement, we'll tolerate it
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But a Dream

on March 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

it is a cloud of grey
matter

that hovers over our beautiful  scene ...

the residue of- life's laugh lines

-time. I'm stuck in between

counting the digits on the clock

they continue but we

can't stop hallucinating

people pass me as they spin

around this circular dial

press the digits and we'll reveal

your secret lover



she swallowed him up

like her favorite pill

but every other day's the same

just dust to cloud the vein

you'd think it'd be better

by now

floating over rainbows

we can't get down



So go on, keep your finger pressed upon

the trigger, the time is up

I can't do this anymore

Nothing matters, everything matters

But the pain outweighs the good

The reasons can't be counted

There is nothing left but this one

your heart reveals so much misery

Lost in the art of distraction

but never-mind

you don't know what I mean when

I run away with my mind and

It's better to burn out than to fade away

I don't know, just tell me it's o.k.
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Lady's Day

on March 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Some items you may include upon your
altar are painted eggs, feathers, spring flowers, and violet or
magnolia incense



A table/altar should be facing the east and draped with a green
cloth.



Two medium yellow candles representing Lady's Day at the head of
the table.

Four quarter candles at each quart: green/earth/north,
blue/water/west, yellow/air/east, red/fire/south



Call the quarters invoke the spirit of each direction: face east
first and light the yellow candle, then south light the red candle,
then west light the blue candle, then north light the green
candle.



An example guide by Starhawk:



East quarter:

Earth Mother, Star Mother

You who are called by a thousand names

May all remember - We are cells in your body

And dance together



South quarter:

You are the grain and the loaf

That sustains us each day,

and as you are patient with our struggles to learn

So shall we be patient with ourselves and each other



West quarter:

We are radiant light and sacred dark

- the Balance -

You are the embrace that heartens

And the freedom beyond fear



North quarter:

Within you we are born, we grow, live, and die

You bring us around the circle to rebirth

Within us you dance

Forever!







Celebrate Spring by creating your own Ostara Ritual.
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Wicca

on March 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Independently we became

The earth's clay, the salt and sea

The ferns in the deep

Planets swirling around like gems

Bursting stars aided our journey

From the ocean to the wetlands

Where we cultivated our tribe

Of moon and sun, day and night

In our dreams we saw her face

The Goddess, was kind and wise

She gave us the path  to see

Through the wilderness into light

We were some of the first mystics

We were there to plant the seeds

In the garden of the daughters

A heaven underneath the known

Was a paradise of our very own
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Sunshine

on March 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

"When sunshine couldn't sleep"



//we watered her down...she cannot complain

another low day, a pill she won't take

the children struggle to hold their tongues



She was so young

She was so young



My only sunshine







...
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Nightmares

on March 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



stretch your hands to the sky feel the freedom of floating

don't let the words weigh you down, don't run away with their
ideas

chase away the pain and remember to stay solid

although everything is breaking and you're turning to dust

as the demons in your heart pull you apart and you aren't just
alone

you're completely alone

remember to take your pills and turn off the light

because nothing can hurt you like that, there's nothing that
dark

That could pierce the soul and take away your will to live
and

force an image of a little girl in your mind, some girl you must
have left

behind...
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The Last Supper

on March 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

He is yellow

And I am a black cat

And the sun is brightly shining

But my heart is a feather

In the ocean

He is yellow

I am a lime

Maybe the water's shallow

I can't really find

A vein that leaks

Yellow

I wonder if he could

Say my name

And maybe then I would

Know it's not just

me

That's so insane that's so crazy

Because I wanted to scream

When it rained that day
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Emptiless

on March 23.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I need something to scream

Like the rain in this city

falling down across this vision

Obscured by nothing

But you're in the way

when it comes to judgment day

take your cross and criminals

I don't like you anyway

You've got your days numbered

As if you'd counted on them

To reveal infinity
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Shock Therapy

on March 24.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I waited an hour or so for my 11:00
appointment. The place always smelled like old people and bad
perfume, but this time their heater was broken. It's usually not so
busy, but it was spring break so seventeen people were crammed into
a room with about twelve seats. Waiting is the hard part; when I
finally got called to meet with the doctor I had forgotten the
nightmares, forgotten that I hadn't slept in four days, had a
terrible headache, that I couldn't remember my first name because I
was just so anxious to get out of there.



This is what we are paying for. Being born out of musty cellars
into hospital basements, lining up in single file forgetting the
sounds of the telephone ringing, forgetting the cigarettes on our
breath and the fists under our sleeves, rolling up our socks and
counting pennies just to pay for a lousy three minute conversation
with someone who's selling us our lives, our lives and our sanity.
If anyone was  ever angry it wasn't me because I am a patient
person. I love the feeling of being "treated" with respect by
people, "treated" as though I didn't have a thought running through
my head, as if someone knew what was inside of me;  As if the
very inside of me wasn't even there at all.



I waited an hour or so for my refill of xanax and the other things
that keep a person stable when they have three or so missing links
and too many dead brain cells. I don't think that it matters that I
don't have a good reason to come there anymore, it's the only thing
I can do to keep up with the bills. My sanity was never as
important as my contribution, and my only contribution I ever had
to offer was my sanity. But the weather is nice and I know that I'm
alive, that's enough for me.
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Shining Light

on March 24.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

A timeless bright sea

Of each moment shining bright

Captured by her hands



Each day we are born

Into her heavenly light

The essence of man



Pray to your savior

She conquered pain with her grace

A face like the moon



Kind and sorrowful

She pulls the sea into her

Yes, my God is one
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Nauthiz

on March 24.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





I am bold and resilient

I hold the reigns of this horse

The streets fall evenly before me

And the world is at war

I am happy, I am striving

to need that which is true

And the fire the burns within me

Will not be snuffed, by you

The Sun shines brightly in the morning

And yet here I jealously guard my son

From the lightning bolts of war

I'm saving my family but

Am not fighting for my father

If wear my own armor, I may be

Guarding my own life

But I know deep down inside me

Bravery will be met with strife
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Hallucinate

on March 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Now white abyss fills the
sky

Her skin is a blackened mist

The sailors are sleeping

Dreaming of happiness

Jagged days are numbering

They found her soul was split

And now there's nothing she can do

To repair the severed pieces

Ask me what my name was

I cannot tell a lie

I am the ghost of who she was

The girl who did not die.
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Luna

on March 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Your eyes are wise and softened

The lunar lady of my life

Call me home to the wilderness

Where I'd lay me down tonight



Your beauty is surpassing

All the heavy burdens rise

Into the darkness where

The white horses fly



You know your yellow face

Is the most curious thing

When I awakened from a dream

To see you staring down at me



I wonder why I am alone...

So alone here in my bones

For a soul that is dying

I wonder what you'd say



If you were mine

If you were more to me

Than this porcelain darling

The face stares back at me
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Haunted Footsteps

on March 26.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Under a yellow moon, he
walked inside

From the cornfields in the bitter night

This ghost came in through my bedroom door

To pull my reverie into a nightmare



What strange sounds his fingers weave

Across my flesh he strokes his thumb

And through the garden I hear Eve

Whispering with haunted undertones



Tearing me apart inside my skin

The Man with no eyes and no face

Took me from this beautiful world

And said that hell was a better place



And as yellow moon watches overhead

I hear the stumbling secrets of the dead...

No one would know and none would see

What life and death had done to me



For in this realm of dying days

I know no comfort, and no one will save me

And in his hands with terror I scream

Because they want me to think it was a dream



In his wretched prison I am forced to yield

Giving up my mind, my only life and blood

Giving up the answers, giving in to a lie

And no matter what happens, I won't cry
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Rest Assured

on March 27.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





rest assured that this little one is
safe

with him
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Lonely Tears

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

fourteen lonesome
beers

drunken in the early morn'

deafened, she is gone



let the rain fall down

follow me when I'm still near

but now I'm nowhere



time is black like me

coughing on the dust I breathe

In a painted dream



counts her five fingers

there was once a person here

who cried happy tears
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Rainy Spring Day

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



The day is pale with uncertainty

It is a crisp spring morning and the birds are gathered

Around a ring of mushrooms in the yard

Daffodils and violets line the walkway to our front door

I love the texture of grass on my bare feet

And I clasp a leaf in my hand to fan myself

Walking along the gentle silhouette of trees

Suddenly I hear the drip drop of rain

So I run inside to find solace in a book
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Smiling Nightmare

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

It is a place where no one can
reach

Far from the corners of the mind

Where secrets spill like blood from a wound

The sublte hiding place for the torture-bound

Imprisoned beneath the musty floorboards

Chattering teeth, faceless ghosts gather round

You think it's easy being a hunter

With your dirty socks and pocket knife at side

Just to make sure you can banish their blood

Smiling nightmares obscured in these graves

Who is going to unleash their haunting breath

When sorrow and torment ravish our ways

Who is there to banish the nightmares in death
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Imagination

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Into the white light

Magical man

Against the night-time

Generous hands

Intuitive mind

Negated efforts

Anticipating death

Tongue-twisted words

In the black and blue

Only me and you

Nothing but the truth
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Indivisible

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I know...no one ever wanted me



That's why, I'm giving up this race

You all get your squares

I'm the angle, I'm the line

No, the ringing in my ears never stops

And he's got a kingdom in his pants

I know the world won't  hear me panting

When I'm feeling out of breath

No one look this way

No one listen to him whining

Just run through the window

And find your body dying

I guess this is how the world

Breaks itself down

To figure out which piece

Is too small for the crown

And I am a disaster waiting to happen

I know you don't understand

Because I am a girl and you are a man

And this is the last beautiful thing

I'll ever try to say

The last wonderful poem I'll ever try to make

I am giving up, the evil won

You know it's there, it's God it's jesus

the only son

That's why I'm giving up this revolution

I have no new words to throw around

And it's the new pollution

And you won't ever know what I have

And you won't ever see me fall

With a plastic face and a chagrin mind

You know it's about the plan

Everyone has something devised

Some of us don't have the boxes

In order, no plots no digits fixed

We just get in line find ourselves

We're loveless little shits

That's how the story ends and that's

How it always will be

Just you and your world

And little old invisible me.
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Happy Game

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

We are not done

Look into the sun

Let your love come undone

Let loose, little one



Be a soldier boy

Follow me down the hill

We'll salute you

We'll salute you



Momma's gonna be

Gone one day

And you're the prince

Her soldier boy



To each his own

Love is a silver bullet

And with my hands

Wrapped around your heart



I find the place that hurts

Your delusion will melt

Until we find our own parts

In this little war of fame

Soothing lies with our happy game
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Fickled Thorn

on March 27.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

my inner peace,

the fickled thorn

finding a place between the norm

we run and run run until the words entwine

but each one seems square and ostracized...I'm on the fringe

How can we reach the stars when their is so much distracting
ours?

From the beauty of the moon

my inner peace

and a fickled thorn





I want you to know, the wild and submissive

The world beyond this gross habitat

Where lizards walk in silent reverie

This is insanity, fucking insanity

I want you to scream something different

Something that I can't hear,

but everything is wavering

Nothing is ever clear



I want to hurt you

Violence beats in my heart

Where the daggers twists in ruination

When a soul's been worn beyond repair

How do we turn love sour

When do we pick the morning's flowers?





I wish you knew me by name

But all you see is the same grey

I have become the self-sacrificial

I know things have become so...artificial

But that's life when you're down

Can't fight it, spin things around

See it in white, colors aren't clear

But nothing is beautiful to you dear



Where is that inner peace

The inner saving grace

No one knows the nonsense it grows

How do we fall in love now

When there is nothing to love

But these speckles of dust

running now, running away

Because you know down here

They don't come true





You know down here that

Dreams don't come true

Unless you've got some

Big air balloon...

Take this away

Take it away

I can't stay

I won't stay here
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Beautiful Burnout

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Angry hearts and smiles in clay

The world is dead, and gone away

No reason to laugh, don't bother to cry

Those pills won't make you better

You don't even have a reason why...



Just let the children chase the smoke

One more day in hell

Make the world a tragic place

Ignore the weak, and give the rich dollar bills



Because you have your mind made up

You don't know you're living for

You never knew me

I was the "attention whore"



Give in, give in, you sadistic twits

Give in, give in, you fucking piece of shit

Angry hearts and smiles in clay

Nothing matters to me



You want something from me

You want nothing at all

I don't want you to need me

I'm leaving just like you



So waste away in your reverie

You'll lose your magic, you'll lose your voice

And when the violence finds you there

You'll know you're haunted by a loser's ghost
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Funeral Passage

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






We lit incense of myrrh, lotus, and
fern

Then stood in seats around a circle to watch it burn

I addressed the West, as the High Priestess

sprinkled salt water to that corner

Another lit a blue candle and we all inhaled the essence of
spring

I said, "Great Goddess, mother of all, from your womb we have
sprung

and unto you we must return."

Then I lit a black candle and said,

"Oh great lady, Goddess of the night, mighty Lord,

God of the day, we give thanks for the life of our sister
Katherine.

You who guided her path in this incarnation and in this earthly
realm,

we thank for taking her spirit back into Your care."

I then lit a white candle.

"We rejoice in the knowledge that from death comes life.

We rejoice in a life that gave so much.  As above, so below.
Help us to understand that death is just a new beginning."

Then I rang a bell in the west corner.

"From the spirit of the East, this soul began a journey that has
touched so many, and to the spirit of the West it shall be welcomed
back, gathered in the loving embrace of the Goddess and God until
the time comes for it to live on this Earth once more.

We are born into this world, not alone but guided by the loving
hand of the Goddess, who watches as another of Her children is let
to fly free. We depart from this world, not alone, but running into
the wide embrace of the Goddess who welcomes Her child back after
an absence.

Our beloved Katherine has passed once more to the Great Mother, but
she has not left us.  The wind that rushes over the land, the
sun that glints on newly grown crops, the rain that falls upon us,
the fertile soil beneath our feet, and the memories and love that
we have, all keep alive this soul, that shall now rest but soon
prepare to be re-born.  The Wheel turns."

Then individual eulogies are read

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Alder Tree

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Phoenix rebirth and psychic
awareness

King of the Woods and other worlds

The Alder tree is the water lover

Practice oracular powers with this tree

Whistling the wind

Evolving spirit

Courage of the hawk

Pentacle invoked

Liberation of thee through the tree
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Misunderstood

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

somewhere she lost sense

she has no reason to cry

Create a new agenda

One that makes it right

I know you don't understand
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Drowning a Witch

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

alcohol's gossamer arms wrapped
around

my empty brain, I feel scolded by evil's wrath

I invoke the waters of the west

The air of the east and the powers

of the direction of the north of earth

To the fire of the south

I blow the flame of internal truth

In this purified bath, of salt and myrrh

I bathe away the violence of demons

The ones that I invited with my curiosity

Twisted Twisted what is right?

What is here to guide us into the light?
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4:12 Pm

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



1



The heart is lacking rhythm, it beats out of sequence

In the night I fall into paralysis and dream of demons

Clawing at my skin and digging into my ankles with nails

I think I'm overcoming it, with prayer- but who knows?

Is it God? I don't even believe in God. It's too dogmatic for
me

Who should I pray to? who should I give myself to



2

My father is here now, but he won't be forever and neither will
I.

I'm beginning to lose hope. Was I really once dust?

Or was a just an egg that happened to hatch without a reason.

With big plans and a wonderful imagination that has turned to

Pieces, nothing more than fragments of semi-ideas



3

The earth is shifting, that's for sure, too many odd
coincidences

Or is that all in my head? After all I'm the schizophrenic

It could all be, this magical evolutionary shifting may just
be

My mind's own invention, and ideological world

What matters now, when people use religion to escape



4

And Christianity is the all pervasive perversive culture

We are contained here, contained in a society that is closed
in

No one can escape, we are being channeled in to a system

Of societal worship towards money, power, goods, fame

No one will ever really escape this set of laws in place



5

Like the holy scriptures, the ten commandments

It's just another form of control over the masses

I don't really know where this is going or if it could be

Considered a poem, I just think that there's a lot to
contemplate

About the state of things, about the world and why I feel



6

So oppressed, and I don't even know how to express it

Besides drugging myself until I am in that wonderful ecstatic

State where the lines blur and I can see humanity for what it
is

And to me, to be honestly, all this control all this
terrorizing

All these wars and fights over who gets what is extremely brutally
boring...
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Silver

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

A crisp yellow moon shines above where
I lay in bed

Staring up into the sky so high up overhead

Nightmares crawl underneath my skin

Little insects finding their way in

But this black hilted knife cuts three ways sharp

Into the mystery of a haunted place so dark

I gather moss and spread its dirt forth

As I search on and on towards the North

To the west I scatter salty water

And in the south I light a flickering flame of fire

And through the east I travel on my broom

Swirling tornadoes with my magical wand

As I pray to lucifer when I sleep my feelings waned

But Satan, not the light bringer, haunts me deep

Don't you welcome evil into your sleep

You'll find many secrets, surpassing your own might

In the silver of the circle where the fairies are found

The magic of these corners is where I'm still bound
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Cyber Star

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

He wants me to take off my bra

And show him how beautiful I am

On the camera I'm exposed

To the eager dirty of man

When he clicks the trigger

And my heart beat slows down

I remember...I still remember

What it feels like when you drown

And I empty out my pennies

GIving them all my spare change

Just to have another rehearse

The film is rolling again

I am naked, posing for him

And the night is cool liquid

Over my thighs,

I feel them draining me

Of all my long lost pride

He wants me to fuck him hard

So they can see it right

And it only looks so beautiful

To the man behind the screen

When I am locked inside his tears

I am just a porn star but I have

Absolutely everything
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Our Holy Flame

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Light three candles, blue green
yellow

Dreaming is escape into a land full of color

Watch and listen, I have no eyes to see

So my heart is hollow and my mind is free

The light is blinding, the world is damp

I want to find my inner flame, I want to dance



I want to dance,

Light three candles, red, orange, white

Sit at the table, I have no appetite

Find the balance upon a string

Dream a dream, was it anything?

You want to fly, you want to soar

But when were you there  before?

I used to believe we had many lives

And each were born four million times



Now the candle's flame,

sings holy spirit

I am finding my path yet am still unsure of it

Can we find a place without these walls

Stones and we're bones that constantly fall

When will the dance end,

when will the times change

How do you find yourself,

in a place that has the stage set?



I know it can't be explained,

but where there's air there is

More than rain, where there is wind

there is more than singing

You know, you are the only one I'll ever know

Watch the roses blooming, they're still a part of my
soul
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Water

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I'd like to be water

So I could fall down from the sky

Nourish the earth

When it is dry

I'd like to be water

It is so graceful and free

Most of all I feel water

Is full of empathy

I'd soak up your sorrow

And pour joy from my clouds
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Labels

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Goth lives in shadow

Listening to beautiful tones

Sleeping in graveyards

close to the darkness, alone

They love to be themselves

But often can be cruel

If to them you appear a fool

My experience has  been that

Goths are cool, just sometimes

There is more to it than the subculture

It's about horror, macabre, sometimes torture

And being politically correct

I don't know what you think

But I have some problems

When goths are mean to me

Because I don't fit with their standards

Which I don't even get

because they call me names

And most of it is bullshit
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The Illusion

on March 28.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Heart

Obeys

The will

Of your hands

to form

Their beings

Out of clay

In the sunshine

The wicked heat

Exhausting our senses

A mirage of color

For love was an illusion

And paradise so much farther than our feet

Could carry

we found love, in the candles burning

At the vigil to our lady goddess

When the lights went out

All our things were displaced and never found

But that beautiful sky shone brightly

Like a sweet hallucination in the mind

I thought you all knew that love

Is really blind
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Little Fly on the Wall

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I am the fly

close the bars down all around me

shut me down,inside, then you'll see

Lock me away, trapped inside this little prison

tap the spine, tap tap it's done she is poisoned

You've lied... I am the fly...it is nothing

never-mind

Lock me in, find your gun, shut the door

A killer's fun

Silver solitary fun, scalpels and knives, dirty housewives

A gross malfunction, a child's disease...

don't you want to say please?

I'm too silent for this melody, slip away

into this mechanical reverie.......
I
took an overdose of emptiness

Pain and violence is the cause of my reverence

to God almighty

Flying through ambient screens,

machines that rhetorical silence

...that name that has no name

You never cease to cross my mind,

it's all the same kind of game

That hope that means nothing to me

We are wasting away

WHO IS THE WITNESS today?

Who is sweet like

sugar and spice, who is my friend tonight?

when you are nonsense to all you know,

that is the reddest rose

All the people, with faces like glue

Fly, are you the one I squashed

And flattened with my spoon

I wanted to see the

Sky, I wanted everyone to die

I wanted to learn to fly

Too Soon...

Now we're just tiny insects

No the words are only impulses we've

been afflicted

With our gifted fixation's fix

It's just an illusion, gifted

We're fed through these tubes

The wires up our ears

And the music fills our nostrils

We're empty without the songs of

Desperateness and fear

Tranquilized by technology

Sanitized in oblivion

Deprived again we're nearly there

Dogmatic principality

Satanic and cool

Technological zoo

Torture bound

By the medicine hounds

Fly Away because it's true
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I am___

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I am...a mind with a reason to fly
from my skin
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Visible

on March 28.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Visions- You shake off the
debris

Find your skeleton bathed in fleshy substances

And swallow your amnesia

To escape the memories

Violent lullabies, sweep you away

I am in a new habitat tonight

Slip away from the sea

And you will find your misery

Every little crumb, it's worth

Your analyzing, don't worry about

What you find, because it's all here

To be left in somber goodbyes
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Dancing Flames

on March 30.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





She takes her dagger

Plunges into the flame

A phoenix reborn

In her spiritual game

A spirit is shattered

The pieces are gathered

ash to dust to ash to life

She takes within the sacred knife

Count the blessings of the three

Sacred songs sang breathlessly

The banshee the sidhe

The immortal djin

Fire behold the truth within

Prophecies in smoke and sweat

The dance is danced

Exhausted priestess

Hungry eyes, a fever of

Astonishment

As the dancing flames

Release her inner torment
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Haunted

on March 31.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Forgive me father, I do not go to
church

I have sinned, yes I am sure

I don't believe in God, or the only Son

I don't think that there is even a heaven



I'm sorry, I wish your guidance was there

But too many times I called your name

You did not care, I hated you and so you

Cursed me with your thunderous storm



I wonder, why has HIS mercy expired

Because I am faltering, I am hollowing

I am following the haunted footsteps

Breathless, deathless, I am missing



Your saving grace, the sinless son's face

I know you must understand, How I jealously gaurd

My sword, father I do not understand a word

You say I am childish and ignorance you tout



Sending your angelic hierarchy to punish me

As if I were a moron! Oh its blasphemy!

Oh its something you'll never understand

I am not FREE! I ate the apple. Yes, this land is your land

This land is my land

This land is our land, but God, I can't find the right
hand.
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Fate

on March 31.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

"I am not an adventurer by
choice but by fate..." Vincent van Gogh



FATE,  how the tables have been turned

Spring comes now softly

A dove flutters freely

Neither am I free nor am I worthy, in

This land where peasants still mend the trees

I find a parting silently, a song's released

The world runs rapidly into a stream

I remain on the edge, a contradiction

Her lips are my pillows, her eyes are the sky

FATE,  what brought a human to die?
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Abortion

on March 31.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

It's her child

A fuzzy black cat

In the corner of the room

With eyes larger than the moon

Knows not what she means

Knows not what she knows

She runs through the rainbows

As a child she loved the rose

And everyone says what she's crying for

And everyone says she's not living here anymore

It's the abuse she craves, the pain she loves

It's your voice she obeys

it's your whip that she touches

It's her child she prays for

A shadow in the dust,

a knock at the door

It's the alcohol, it's the drink that turned her soul to rust

It's her child

Wavering amidst the ragged light

Shattered to pieces
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Key To Enlightenment::

on April 1.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The key to enlightenemt: Liberation of
the mind

from the confindment of science

Into the mystery of the metaphysical

Stepping out through a window

Into a between world, where your reality

Is what you create from your will

Through will we can manifest our own desires

But these desires are not of this fluid plane

They are of a pure essence, of God-like nature

Through understanding the elements can we achieve

Pure love, and through simple compassion

And kindness, the natural human condition

Of peacefulness and wisdom we can open the door

To enlightenment; when we realize that

Life is all an illusion and that we are merely

echoes of empty space...then we learn to balance

the yin and yang and the tao of oneness

We are the birth and death and the universe

exists within and without, our meaning on earth is

to cultivate our awareness and to create our own

Unity with the Yin & Yang, Good and Bad,

We are the sunrise and the sunset, we created

The Gods and the Goddess, WE, if we only knew

Who we were and where we came from, WE

Could finally regain power of our destiny

To manifest our will and to solidify

The nature of the earth we were born into.
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Down man

on April 1.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






I'm just not the fighting kind, a
little too numbed down

It must've been those days spent in long face with frown

repetition makes an agony, and visions seem too obscure to be

Found out in the light. I want to erase the past, make it
fast

One needle in the vein, we're still all the exact same thing

When I have too much coffee I start to think about the why's

The astral skies, the lobotomized, the hospitals where we learn to
fly

There is no time in the world, there is no time. It's
relative

Only to your own perception, we're scientists escaped from
mars

My land is mine, your lands are yours. I just don't know what I
mean

This seems so off, so obscene...so much of this same thing

When will everything change, I want to see the molecules
dissipate

I want to see us forget to procreate, I want to see the beginning
of the bang

The neutral man on a moving train, I want to hear a voice inside
that's good

I want to be a person like I should be, But should is no good

I wanted to be honest about your flaws, because humans never stand
in awe

At the brilliance of matter, the storming sun, and instead they
fire themselves

up with rabid ideals about the perpetuation of an idealized
substitution

what's the point, we're all here to burn away. What does it
matter.

What the fuck did I even try to say?
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Relief

on April 1.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

After a night with insomnia

I feel a sweet milky white glazing

Over my eyes, the sun is shining

I'm sitting on the couch

Sipping hot tea, peppermint, dramatically

Yes, I can sip tea dramatically

Eyes closed and lips in sync

I have been rescued from the nightmares in my sleep

Contemplating the amnesia, I thought I had

tinkered enough, tweaked a little too much

To wake up without a hangover and a sense of relief





Close your eyes, exhale, spring in showering

The world with soft silver glittery rain

Your eyes are watering, breathe in and exhale

No more restless days...no more reckless

Whiskey rebellion

feel the solitude, no competition, your pins and needles

Your condition, After a night without sleeping

Wake up and start a new rendition of YOU.
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Trains

on April 1.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





The art of slapping paint on trains

That utter echoes of mindless thoughts

Graffiti dreams in dreary doldroms
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Bright Stars

on April 1.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





Where's my bright star

The planets have all disappeared

The music only pulls me down

I can't find the rhythm



Now



Is this the answer, evil evil dancers?

It is the answer, the little devil's cancer





I'm on a fast run, it's never gonna end

CRASH, silver gun, last chance

And then, you never know....whey are we so

Desperate? So, beautiful. I am BLIND.



My eyes are hollow





You think it is BEAUTIFUL

Anorexic///////////////And eaten of your vanity

Isn't it beautiful

This fuckin insanity



Where's my bright star method- take me to the blue

I love you I love you I love you





I am so blue

So blue





Bright lights in the sky, can't seem to dissipate

And we're hear for her lullaby which only seems to fade
away~~~~~~~







*

*

*

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Cradled by God

on April 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

This pleading vessel yearns for her
savior

guarding her virginity with her struggling might

As they pour in through cell walls, a blood of every color

Bursting in through cavities from one soul to another



Just one more night of love, hungry, their bodies touching

Wreaking havoc in the skies, burning pride is wanting

The child speaks, a bedpost creaks, and the lump grows

Another game, joy must feel strange, I suppose...



Inside, where the earth cradled her shame

Was a lifeless pearl of wanting, untamed

Through the abusing shade, her voice was unleashed

A cry of pain, a body struck with some sort of dis-ease



Warmed by a season of abyss, by the trickling stream of life

Crippled in her refuge, refusing to give in to her punishment for
it

The mother, who was raped by the wrong, want of nothing
lifeless

She came too soon, this birth of accidental offering





Here I grow in this starry haven, where there only springs a
name

Here I grow in this starry haven, an earth where nature sang

But my life is slowly trembling, they are killing me with
temptation

For I am not welcomed here, a past that is never-ending



And the the family welcomed the newborn, with a pale body of
love

As slowly she woke, cradled into death, stroked by only God

They found her source of sorrow, and so she was abandoned
alone

In the place where she belonged, where she died, in her mother's
womb...













~Gabrielle
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In The White Spaces

on April 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

In the white spaces



We find introspection

  Where we invented

The reincarnated never-ending game



As our habits grow, like greedy talons



grasping shadow



Then monsters feeding on our violence



In the white spaces          where the
conspiracy is shamed

Where we sometimes hide



Untamed by black



We look and look

But never look back

Where is the inside of the white?



In The spaces that are always so full of



Light



The

Stranger's Blanket Sight



Who only sees in White and Black...





In the white spaces we are forgotten by things like
that...
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Counting On Disaster

on April 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Counting the digits on the scale

watching the mirror with envy and

worshipping failure

pleading with the Gods that be

To be beautiful like they want you to be

But all you do is conjure up contempt

The rigid structure of your form

It is nothing like that thing you wanted at all

It is too late to starve, too late to scream

pleading and hating, scratching and bleeding

With your skeleton to come back to

What it used to be

But all you are, alien to the person "me"

You wanted to see her in a formal dress

But you don't wear your Sunday best

You eat and eat and eat and eat

You swallow your own suffering

You starve and wash away the things

That once meant something to you

Dissolving from this person who is

Counting the digits on the scale

Dismembering each one by one

It's disaster which you're counting on
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Swinging Trees

on April 2.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Up

down...

Confusion sends my mind sailing far from this town

my own Habitat what do you think of that

Your eyes look at me without light, well ignite it

Your hatred's appetite is ignorance, it tastes like shit

I hate it

Up through the trees

Down in disease

They listen in, they listen in to me

And they reproduce it

They reproduce my sin

It feels too much like hysteria

Insanity again and again and again

Up

Down

Mood swings around round

I change with the weather, we could be forever

But it doesn't work that way no, emotional switch

I am not rich, not wealthy, no enlightenment isn't meant for
me

I am the masses, life is a bitch

I am the pirate

Chained to my disaster

To these boundaries of

Reality

Up

Down

Out and fucked up really

Like the swinging trees

It doesn't matter because

YOU CANT HEAR ME

But I know

It's not my fault

That I am in control

Of the minority





,,,
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Violet Shadows

on April 3.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






*****



Enter into the hall of violet shadow dreams

skeletons of what they wanted to be

Enter in through the morning in a tired summer breeze

Can't get out, fall down low, bend down on your knees



It's just a little too insane they said

Everyone knows you know my name

There's no rebel cry in this place

It's a twisted time they said



Beautiful lips of crimson, life is forgiven

I kiss it away with my painful visions

I'm your shadow, I'm your silly delusion

can't get out, fall down low, life is an illusion



Drop dead doll, bullet to the head

Kick them round, do it with a crazy sound

We've been found out, we've been burnt down

We've been twisted, we're no one


 It's just a little too insane, they
say

Everyone knows you know my name

There's no rebel cry on this little plane

It's a twisted time they said



It's a twisted game they said

It's all in your little head

There's no rebel cry, there's nothing but shame

And everyone here thinks they know your name
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Broken Down...

on April 3.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I found my Mind again you
see

He took the pain away from me

This is what I'm meant to be

I wanted something free and true

And all I got was broken in to pieces

I never understood the meaning

Of someone  really  caring for me

So here I am on my knees baby

Begging for your dignity's release

I need the pain to burn away

I need to feel my soul to stay alive

I just needed someone to set me free

I don't know what I mean to say

But all I ever had was a broken mind

And this desperation just
isn't me

So don't leave this girl behind

I don't need this discord & malice's intensity...

Swing me round like your pendulum

Baby, And you break me down again
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***
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Dark Dayz

on April 3.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The Haunted  gaze, too many
pills, well 2x2

I wanted more, stalked the aisles- or...his eyes which seemed

To look me down and up and around, until we were unglued

Wanted something to eat, but nothing came, I drank my shake

Worried animal, caught in the headlights, it rained all day





I light a candle and watch it burn...yearning for

Fire's ignition, the beautiful spirit of desiring

Watch the world washing and washing itself away

Like a worried animal, stalking my prey



(no one is here) Caffeine, Ritalin, Vicodin, Aspirin



I feel Haunted by people, passing strangers who look familiar

And everyone is looking & looking bloody looking for
something

heck sometimes they're not even

noticing...and many of them are scowling.

Especially on rainy days like this when a little shine

Barely missed; instead of shining it's blinding their eyes.



(cold rain hits my cheeks)



It doesn't matter much, life just fades away

Like a flickering candle flame

Days like this are night and day mingling with mistakes

Because there's something someone's missing

They are lowering their stakes.



Open me up and look into the criminal oblivious

stare into the abyss, I am amiss

(Unused and abused, it's beautiful)



To be garbage to the sky

We crash into eachother, your bodies are on high...So

High...(I'm ready to die)

Hi?
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Break Me Down

on April 4.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Break me down, it is something you
like to do

When the world's a sound, and you're on top of you

Don't worry about those bridges your burnt down

It's ok, my little boy, you're still the lonely one



Break me down, it's ok, we don't have to live this way

Watch the clouds, break the silence, it's too monotone

Killed the violence, baby I just don't know what this

rambling does to you, it's our damnation and our truth



Break me down, it is a pill and a bullet and a masochistic
laugh

Take me down, spin around, showering in bliss, happiness









Don't I know better than to be so selfish
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Starlight Dedication

on April 4.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





  Dear Sky Father, The God of light

Who has been called by many names

Jupiter, Odin, Ra, Zeus, Hades.

The essence that binds all life together

The joy of eternity please hear my call

Who shall brighten my path, for you

The fierce creator, and also

The destroyer. From birth to death

From chaos to matter.



  Dear Earth Mother, Goddess of water

Who has been called such names as

Isis, Hecater, Aphrodite, Frigg and others

The essential force, who moves deserts to tears

Spring forth your wisdom and love

For your essence that pours from Father Sky Above

Friend to the meek, guide to the wanderer

Our healer who searches deep within the soul

Our birth, life from death and mind to matter.



Now breathe deeply.....



In this sacred place where forces unite,

I open myself with this honoring rite.

From this new day forward in time I have changed

From now on I shall walk the path of the Wiccan Ways.



I dedicate myself to the Goddess and God,

With an open mind, healing spirit, and love

To will protection of the earth, I call on your

Guidance to aid my rebirth.



Now rest and be silent for a moment....



I breathe in your energies into my life,

Blending, mixing, commingling with mine.

That I may see the divine in nature,

And the divine nature within my soul, self

And human kind.



Oh Great God, Oh Great Goddess

Make me one, weave me into your essence

Make me one, weaving into your essence

Make me one, weaving with your guidance.
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Elemental Invocation

on April 4.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

(Earth)



Artificial elements: they're guiding our planet into an age of
slavery

In these warehouses where we've settled down, our bodies slowly
decaying

We drive into the rain, graves of dirty bones where they're
sleeping in dismay

As the dead climb into our homes at night, traveling through such
long dark days



I've been haunted by a demon for years: his malicious laughter
taunting me

He'll cry hollow tears of poverty and such inhumanity

This devil of destruction, he sheds his pain of bitterness

Striving to to win with evil, provoking terror on my earth





(Air)



We look far up high into the sky, and wonder why our world's
disappearing

We'll ignore our roots to the earth, as we climb higher into the
towers we're building

But where does humanity go from here as the atmosphere is
changing?

How do we preserve the air that we're breathing?



Spread your wings and fly, like the doves who soar the peaceful
breeze

And drink of the vast depths of her peace, Into the eternal
Spring

Keep yourself free, fluttering like a feather on the wing

In the East, blessed Arianhrod shall keep you strong~





(Fire)



Only through invoking our elemental powers can we unleash earth's
chaotic raging

The earth speaks through her bodiless dream, through her elements
we'll learn

To burn down these walls of steel and iron...these cavities where
we dreamt

Always yearning for answers that we can't seem to find...voices
echoing our imprisonment



Burning with desire for a new dawn, changing from the stagnant to
the overcoming

In a place that is cold like ice, suddenly everything is
melting

The dragon roars, a thunder of light, and she chases my tears
away

Invoke fire to dissolve their impurities by honoring Brigit and
Freya





(Water)



How many times will we begin before we become too old to die

In this land where everything is changing, I cast my world into her
fluidity

of the Universal where nothing is the same, everything is malleable
and free

But how can we even begin to seek out a new dawn, when we are
blinded by greed?



The dolphins swim, chattering with laughter, in a lovely
dance

Here in the ocean where we find our primal substance

We can grow to understand the true God of our homeland

The elements of salt and water to honor Manannan



Earth, Air, Fire, Water

The elements that we've been called to

Learn to use them daily

And you may find yourself becoming free

From the pollution of ignorance and suffering

In a world that is slowly dying



Water, Fire, Air, Earth

called back to the place of birth

Cast your worries into the sea

And you may find yourself freed

From a world of hunger and silence

In a world that is full of need





April 4th 2008

Gabrielle
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Pagan Poetry

on April 5.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





It feels so idiotic,
living these desperate moments

If only I could smooth the ripples, find a path of reliance

Little rose petals are fluttering away

You were bitten in the darkness by my pagan poetry



I crash...I'm catatonic, I am a maze of swirling color

Coated by pessimism from one day to another

So full of love and mystery, she swallows the light

I can't say what you say, and I'm not giving up the fight



They listen to me breathing, they're listening in. . .

They listen to my breathing, and my darkening hymns

It feels like I am becoming lost

This lonely dream is longing for a ghost



You can host her cemetery dance, that trance of apathy

As I fall down through this ceiling, everything is so binary

Because I am cut in half, I need them to need me

I love them and I need them to feel me...what is missing?



You think it matters, no one listens to the heart beat

I don't think it matters, I gave up I guess

So they throw their hands up to the air

They never really understood me either



It feels so wrong, Doctor Jeckle meets Mrs. Hyde

I am covering everything up on the inside

That you can't see when I'm hiding from their eyes

Little mess-ups that build like little snow balls, so white



Overdone, overwhelmed, and it's the pain she'll kill

Dry your tears, calm calm calm down little girl

She will let go of this life, when the tears never seem to
fall

She will surrendor one day; She will surrender to it all





***
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Of Science and Apples

on April 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Stabbedback by setbacks,
plumaged with purplepeacock eye-deals

yearning to suck out the the's and thesises to comprehend our
ownershit's deal,

To really Underline the
issues at reprihand and then,

to reproduce and draw doodles

of man by man to man, I'm contemplatin fate without no mind to
stand; under-stand

Or fall-low? Faultering in insane rambling that is
nonsensical

to a genesis of gestured

Gentle loathing to the fellow, Un-compliant

with their complimentary undermining correctness,

authoritative authoring of the underlying statement

Double-take it back please I'm passively violent...

This is my unpopular problem, I need some omnireliance

It's steller, when obviously oblivion sounds all too well like
helter skelter

Driven by drivel in stupified splendour, Honorary dignified shadow
of shame

It is the enlightened force hindering our methodology

The eternal string of flaming of beauty and wonder

It's the nonsensical sludge of dog shit when we're matterial
fun

I'm a confliction, an underappreciative notion, it is
oppression

It's a self absorbed and catatonicalcomic invitation to the

Reinvention of the shadow of natural self election

This constant naming of names in a game of who tells who

I think it's easier to say that they obviously know it
all...
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A Contradiction

on April 5.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Just one against them
all

and a superpower like God

Jesus Christ the miracle cure

Are you sure? Are you sure?

Just one against them all

Tortured, confined, a superstar

Embrace the fame, play the same

Game, she was embalmed and fed

Right through the head

Egyptian Princess so misled

Personally, it's you or me

Natural selection chose the free

You'd better be acting righteously

Honestly, and I am honest and you

Are the befuddled contradiction

So stop abbreviating and start

Inflicting me with your reasoning

Because it's flat out oppressive

Your governing is so misleading

And it's been boring everyone to pieces
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The Doors are Closing

on April 6.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I am alone in the
dark

The doors almost close

I guess I should get out of here

I guess, well I suppose

I'm running through the door

As its closing in on me

Fourteen doors are closing

All around my mind, can I see?

I am not in the dark

I open the door and run

As they close behind me

And I am running free

Once more I am free

I am not in the dark

I am alone but I'm free

Into the night

Out from the white

Into the cold

Do what you're told

Stay behind in the dark

As they all walk out

Alone,  but never free

Walk the path of sanity
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Judgement Day

on April 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






There was a slew a
settin-up for the two

As the sun came down over yonder

Shet their doors and out into the night they wandered

Gripping snedes ready'n to traipse the mountain



The sorry sluggers knew they had it comin' to em' too

The charges brought about for this murder

A man named Jimmy Statin and his brother Jack

This time they'd get em' and smack justice right for it.



Soon they were right sprang in front of us

It would do them no good to flee

Tent'n round the wood like two ugly animals;

Both went a runnin', we got this one by me



Two a goin', the faster he tore through

Be sure you tenter him right there

I saw tother right yonder there straight he ran

He tuck'd his bible to the churchyard cemetery
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Wordplay

on April 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved








She never made the best bet when she

Couldn't have won them over what she'd say

She never made the choice to plea

In the game she'd often liked to play...a pity

She wasn't really meant for that kind of "stuff"

She thought she understood the game of "tough"

And when they told her to get off her high horse

She stated with confidence, "I'm rebelling of course"

Then when silence was all she could feel ...

When the edges of reality were beginning to peel

She learned that it was better not to pay attention

To the things people were saying

It was the name she learned that named them all

Because it just seemed to be her fault

Taking the blame onto her shoulders every time

Little words picked apart like flowers all over again

She could not lower herself to their standards, she tried to

She never made them feel honest, she could not be the same
though

With their righteous words of blaming, blaming her for being in the
wrong

Controlling her they taught her nothing but shame, that's how they
got along

She was the ignorant apple they could not swallow

That four letter word that threatened their shallow egos

Sought out after regeneration, with another screw you

She stamped out their intolerance, I'm through she'd said I'm
through!

Grow up! and she threw their fickled words as they burned
away

Cursing society for the little jokes they like to pull

And that was how she learned the lesson of the little gurl

when you're all alone in a big bright stupid world.
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Weakened

on April 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






Words blossom as

Tendrils of pessimism

Do you feel special?
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Graffiti

on April 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

What's wrong with the
paint

it's  beautiful to me

Sprayed onto a train....an offering of beauty

The obscure isn't listening

As it rains crystal and dream

I painted your heart blue

And the world in red

What's wrong with my passion

Has it burnt out yet?

Wrong or right, I'm still gonna lie

And I'm not good enough this time

What's wrong with your promise

Have been broken too many times

To follow the rules, not to color outside them

So I spray painted your world

Like a confetti of rebellion
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Bird on a String

on April 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

The light stained her eyes with
gold

Rockn back and forth was a story untold

She'd been trained by the light to be cold

Learning to balance herself on a wire

She never found the answers

She couldn't keep it all together

There was no reason to fall away

She had the words and knew what to say

But innocence has a price we pay

Victims to our masochistic play

And so we haunt the world with rhyme

Going "Once upon a time"

"Once upon a time..."
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Enemy

on April 6.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved











*



*



*



Emptiness filled her soul

Nothing was left of her mind

Everyone had gone away

Many came and passed her by

Years went by yet they all looked away



*

*

*
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In Light

on April 8.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved











you know,



I wanted, to state the obviouse



They all left their lights off



and I always leave mine on
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She Shines Apart

on April 8.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

stand up and smile

to the moon

she shines down on you

and you are beautiful

but no one knows how

cold it is out there

the free are fighting

for every equality

and the sun is dying

in a land far from here

stand up and sing

where you stand apart

and pour your heart into it

because there's no reason

to be sad at all

the sky is full of clouds

the raindrops fall

so don't be shy just

stand up and smile
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When Your Judgement Calls

on April 8.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Arguments are extremely
vulgar, for everyone in good society holds exactly the same
opinion.

Oscar Wilde





whiny little germs of society

      who, like insects, will not stand still

the statements imposed by the underbelly

preconcieved like an accidental exhibition

  She dances upon napkins

thick with the grease of daily despite

As they wipe their noses clean

Of what they assume has been justly put







Worry like eyes could understand

Drugs do that to you, sweet hearts crumble like sand

It's like stealing candy from a baby, they taunt

They suck on their lollies

Bitterly,

flaunting their roles in the system

This benevolent society







But when your judgement calls

she'll send that same imposing finger

back

to the place where your accusations linger
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Sinners

on April 8.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She's a riddle

He's the wrong

She knows nothing

But they get along



He took her money

And then ran away

They honored nothing

And still got paid



Some days the sun

Doesn't shine the right way

As if to say something

To the girl who couldn't stay



There was a mirror

That never showed her face

And the broken reflection

Of something she'd dismissed
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neverending Sea

on April 8.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

That ivory crucifix hangs
upon his ebony neck

Like a beautiful vision in a mysterious forest  far 
away



I kneel before you and I am a gentle lake

You stand over me

  Like a thundering mountain, full of fire



They aren't jealous yet, but they will be

When they are devoured by their own agression

They will be sweating off the heat



fanning off their slave labour



We will be cool and dark

  like the neverending sea
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Social Suicide

on April 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Swallow every bitter
pill

It goes down well with chocolate and ice cream

Binge on every disaster

Be cliche' it's so obscene



Be a happy girl

because you are free

Don't run away

Don't be like me
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When he Jumped

on April 9.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

A little voice inside his head

Says "just jump, just do it"

If I could have only stopped him there

Said, I want you to know someone cares

But he tied a brick to his soul

And jumped away into the abyss

The water was calling him back home



A little voice inside my head

I heard his sorrow, I heard his pain

Just Jump, Just Do it, the voices said

And I knew I was just hallucinating

And I heard that voice
inside him

Tell me now, What could I have done?

Had he some connection to me?

Was I involved, inextricably interwoven

Into the choice that he had chosen?





It was just that little
voice, that I

Had tried for years to ignore, to dismiss

The voice inside, had led me in terror

The hallucinations, they became the wrong

I couldn't stop him, couldn't stop them





A week later I heard it again

What was he supposed to do?

When he was just dropped off there

Without a world without a care

If only I had come to the rescue

If only our voices weren't so demonized

If only we had realized that

The voices in our heads aren't always bad

Sometimes that one voice is all you have left

Sometimes it's important to hear them
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Quiet Hope

on April 9.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved






 The child raises his hand

Waving happily

Until it gets smacked down

They ask him to quiet his hope

Because his careless gesture

Is disturbing the peace
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I walked through these
shadows

on April 9.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I walked through their shadows

a narcissistic dreamer

Abused until it hurt

And it hurt so much it felt pretty



I turned on my camera, it flashed a wicked smile

I hurried up and put my clothes back on

After awhile

The sex was better that way

With me naked by the door

Locked in tight, I don't wanna play nice

Whore



The emptiness filled their cauldrons

Her pagan dress swimming with maggots

The lion becomes a mouse

The hunter becomes a Lord

Don't try to say another word



They took away my booze, and I stamped all

Around like an animal

They shut me down with games

That twisted my ego





It felt guilty, it felt wrong

So good to sing along

With their shame

I was shamed

I was blamed

I was tamed to play on a stage

Invisible to me

In the beauty of the dark

The poverty of shade



Without mercy

Without forgiving

I still parade



Almost humanly

they suggested their hands

As it tempted me

With their negative

Plans
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Heavenly Vision

on April 9.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





He offered me his hand

As he had appeared to me

something of a ghost like presence

he approached so openly



His arms were outstretched wide

As if to accept the heavens within

And his eyes were big and bright

Full of a wise compassion



I told him my regrets

That he had come so late in time

I had already spent my life

Wallowing in sadness and suffering



He listened to my sorrows

And then he told me a wise message

"If you can let go of your grief

You will never grow old, never age"



My tears began to dry

And his body became solid

I felt the tenderness of life

Slowly seeping into me



"The secret I have told you

Is the secret of happiness

If you learn to cherish joy

Then you will always have this gift"



Then he turned to walk away

As a smile came across my face

Now understanding that my sorrow

Wasn't in that sort of place
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Pebbles

on April 14.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I'm always careful of where I
paw

I thought you ought to know I'm pretty cute

I think my name should be Pebbles

Because I'm always underfoot

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

A Secret To Tell

on April 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

I have nothing left,

But these three little pills

Sleeping with butterflies

Drifting through meadows



I have never felt the embrace

Of someone close

I guess I had dreamt it all

Was to happen, supposed



To be a beautiful girl

With her intangible lies

She hides from all her friends

Behind a deep amber guise



forgotten by the bitterness

She stumbles through these

White washed places

Emptied of his solemn kiss
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Cliche'

on April 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

They never bothered

To tell me I was beautiful

My mother always looks past me

Into her reflection

Longing for some dark man

To replace my father-who-she-never-knew

I waited too long to say goodbye

With my heart some sort of

child trying to grasp at things

That don't stay

Just like water, everyone runs

Right through my fingers

You swept me off my feet

And I dreamt about you twice

I hate music, I hate happiness

I want the bitterness to be beautiful

To keep me close to her heart

But no one sees the sun shining

Down on the empty streets

What is this for, anyways

I thought I was honest

Then I wrapped a noose around my throat

And dared god to make me jump

He didn't listen, ignorantly tolerant

Of my selfish daredevil games

I took too many trips

Around and around with no where to go

I lost my soul, let him have it

He came in the night, just to grab it

I slept restlessly, dreamt I was kissing you

In a dream that was too untrue

I want to wake up now, when its all over

Pouring my heart out only leaking my empathy

Into your porous bitter minds

You want beautiful, go fucking find it

Because I'm tired of trying too hard

To impress-sick- people

You want tangerine dreams and smoky Marlboro dreams

Walk around with your heads held high on you tip-toes

I'm the stuck up prick with the odd mentality

I think I know what you can't tell

That's the reason we don't get along well
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Confidence






on April 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She tells me hello then goodbye

The roses bleed

I am on my knees in no church

But 'm praying



The moon is beautiful

She tells me not to cry

When every other day

Feels like I'm going to die



If perfect matters now

You're looking in the wrong place

I don't see smiles

Across feigned little faces



When I wake up and she's gone

There's nothing to kill the pain

I steal a bottle of whiskey and walk

Down a road that isn't going



Deep into the sunny yellows

Of cynical people, they can talk

But I will be right here waiting

For the life that's left to pass away
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Crazy

on April 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

she's always changing,

her colors are red and deeper red

the chameleon girl

who's always dying to kill the pain

she can't find herself

but she's still trying, why is she trying

What is she fighting for

There's no one here anymore



She's always wearing blue

To satisfy her mood

The colors pale

When she's been a bad girl

The stranger's voices

Like funny noises

In the closet muses

Take in the abuse

There's nothing she can do



Far away in a place that knows nothing

The evil listens, he knows what I've been thinking

And that's why I'm on the bad side this time

No prize for my shame





The line it ends where the rivers entwine

And it continues to flow but where do we go

When we do not know, what we wanted to know
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The Day He Left

on April 14.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

There's a woman standing in the
window

Looking for some sunlight in the skies

She's watching the clouds chase themselves

Over the meadows, somewhere else

She searches for someone in his eyes

In those eyes was a life she used to know





There is someone here with a happy face

He came on the day that you left this place

When she cried she thought that the tears would show

No one saw her wipe the tears from her eyes

As she tore his memories from the shelves





Once there had been stability

A comfortable place to stay

Now there's only a place we go

To drink away those lonely nights



She's watching them torn into halves

And as they drink all by their selves

She's still thinking of someone else
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Miss Murder

on April 15.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

you had always meant
good

but your heart had turned sour



~~~~



some of them standing, some walking around and around

as if there was a ghost chasing them down

taking it away, minds as they swing high swing low

and in the background, muted voices let them go



Suffering of every kind, you said she lost her mind

Both were lost when it came that candid day

Snap tap and almost sixteen, she lost her mindless beauty

Drawn to their silver screens as she just laughed them away



On your own and they like to break what's left of you

You had always meant something good, but what happened?

Rosy lips smeared blue, in the cold it can become different

Something so ugly, almost too violent



With false faces hiding nothing but tears

And beauty erased till we turn to our fears

Like strangers in the dark everything taken apart

you had meant to do good, but what happened to your heart?
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My Wish

on April 15.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



I've noticed lately all the energy

Around me has been full of such glory

I'll send all my blessings and all of my wishes

For more special days with a woman named Tory





I have been touched by an angel's wing

She's spoken to me of a magical spring

May the light guide her through this urgently

Let her have this wish I'm sending today





As I toss my coins into this magical well

I keep this hope that all her days were happy

Because all we need is more joy on the earth

And Tory deserves another day
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Off Somewhere In The
Distance

on April 16.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

You yearn for something far off in the
immediate space

I wonder if it's somebody else you'd like to be facing

Or maybe just those invisible thoughts you are thinking
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Speak for Yourself

on April 16.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved





I scream and you
scream

We all scream for the children

Wouldn't you like to be as happy

As innocent as they seem to be

Getting everything they want

A new play station 3

I fancy a guitar might satisfy

Their picky little fingers

Watch that they don't fall

And crush their little cones

And all their dreams will melt

Like sugary ice cream

Watch they don't sneak your sprinkles

Their eyes hide that sneaky gleam







[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

To Know You

on April 17.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved



Maybe everything will be alright

The tiredness and this petty fight

Parents yelling in the other room

Gets me feeling all this gloom



All the reasons I should be happy

And I continue to feel crappy

Is it depression, the drugs don't work

They usually make my eyes itch and my stomach hurt



It may seem like self pity

I should just buck up, have faith

Get over it, snap out of it

Well that's just crap, it doesn't work that way



You want me to get on my knees and pray

To a God who doesn't answer, who is too far away

No I only hear this angry voice screaming my name

And life is just a game, I fought, it's still not the same



People come and then they die

That makes me a little happier inside

To know that their as hopeless as me

And all this negativity



The sun is out and it's shining bright

My head hurts and I don't care to eat

My bones are thick, my hair is oily

I feel sick to my stomach and it's my birthday



My life is just not as it should be

I wallow in all this regret of what it should be

Proving myself to someone who doesn't care

And that's the reason that I'm even there
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Rush

on April 17.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

His best friend had no
reason to be such a sleaze

She always laughed like it was ok to be that way

He had overwhelming look about his face

She could not bare the pain, she learned to run away



She wanted an oasis all of her own

Somewhere she didn't have to call home she couldn't go home

With picket fences and the cherry trees, then she prayed

Who would answer the questions she had



He couldn't pray with the hands he wouldn't fold

For those he'd saved for someone else she'd said

He was rushing through time but never got far

She bought a ticket for the train and it took her from there



Here in the dark I feel safe, I feel free to say hello

When the feelings all wonder at the beautiful plastic so

Turn around, turn around, you can't say you caught them now

I found out how you got to somewhere somehow



Such beauty, you are dying to be so far away from here

I give you my light, you can have it today and say

She was a friend to everyone but me, for I

Found her a place deep that was void of reality
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~*Destiny~*

on April 17.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved








I foresee many wondrous invitations from the future

The setting free of restraints binding us to those trivial
matters

Maybe her fate will turn around, become an upside down frown

And that joy that she needs and the trust that she earned

With all those good intentions and dreams she'll never let go

Bloom like a beautiful rose in the spring rain

Well this isn't a maybe this time I really feel

We can make this thing happen, we can make our world real














I see a land of opportunities; the streets are paved with gold, and
everyone's happy

I see a place full of happiness where no one's taken advantage of,
no one's in need

People stand together because they are there forever, there's
dancing and singing

There's music that's happy, there's beauty that's true, there's a
place that isn't ruled by people who are afraid, those people who
are few, they will soon realize that we all get a place when we are
free, free to share our wealth, free to share our love

Free to say that we aren't the minority or taken advantage
of,

when this happens then our eyes will shine brightly because we will
be with destiny

And no more saying that only this is mine, because everyone knows
it's not only yours

But his and hers and not really even ours...where nobody feels the
need to steal

Where everyone's equal and they know it's true, I see this but I
see other things too

I see people screaming and running for shelter from the fire, I see
that people's hopes are starting to expire, I see depression and
loneliness, I see greed shame and people who are powerless, I see a
war between three paths which blur into one

The God, the Spirit, and a Human as One.









If only we had the abilities to change

But times like these are strange

If only we could make the world a brighter place

Maybe put a smile on another lonely face

I would like to paint the world in a happier time

A time when things could still realign

No more suffering, no more pain

Can you save me from this one again?
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Someone Is Missing

on April 17.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

My inspiration's gone and
flown

Like a bird with big white wings

I fold my letter into my pocket

And hope this message carries



My muse has disappeared

I've searched along this dark path

Through lonely poet's eyes

Like Emily and Plath



I rise out of the waves

From the oceans of my sadness

They've swallowed my tears

And now I can't cry happiness



Although my throat is feeling dead

From all these longing words

I've tried to relate it to

I can only hope that I had inspired you
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Strangled

on April 17.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Cold numb skin drawn thin

Barely exposed to my syringe

Virgin eyes that sleep with a myriad of letters

Watching shallow curves tumble

Sliding into watery shapes

Hugging the air, gasping at nothing

Waiting for someone to pull me to the surface



Waiting as the pictures gradually crawl away

Erased from the memory

Voices shatter the painted glass I feel

Something in that blue cloud come here



It wakes it wakes before the silences hide

And I can't hold on to this blossoming faith

Something pulls me back, dark wax so hollow of place

And in the sunshine there is a void of character

Just wait until the lights go out

There will be more air
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Paradise Ocean

on April 18.  ©
Gabrielle, All rights reserved









Her brush bruises the page so softly

As the honest man drowns in her rose-hip love

Unveiling his indulgence with her silken thighs

Leaning in to kiss away her soft doe eyes

Singing songs of Soldier Soldier

Come away with me, we are damaged good lost to our families

Dragging the paint over their lifeless bodies

Over and over again, she paints the pain in red violet hues



She stained the pages with her lemony love

Kissing plums gingerly where violets sprang

With rose-hip tears drowned in white wine

Buttercups flutter in the benign breeze

Down by the shore as she tosses her coins

into the sea, she makes a wish that

she'll find him there, sandy and free

Standing tall in the balmy heat with his

Heart in his hand, but God was she tired

Of the watching that lonely sunset over paradise ocean
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I won't be like you

on April 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





I won't show any sign of weakness

There's no reason to stoop to your level

With your bitter words you throw my way

As if your God-given right was to scream at me

I wish I had something better to say back

But I have no reason to care what you think

You've taken me on too many twists and turns

And everything those people will throw at me

Can't amount to the pain you've caused

Because you have no reason to even be angry

I could be amazingly rich or so inspiring

They all want to be beautiful to everyone

I could be all the things I guess I should

I could be doing things, bettering the world

But instead I'm just waiting for this to change

I can't help being stuck in the same place

Every day I feel the numbing pain from you

But I can't get mad, I'm not going to turn out bad too
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Wonderland

on April 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






those bloodshot eyes

of an experimental mind

delirium and insanity

chaotic little girl

beckoning hollow

muted eyes as

onlookers portray

a wondrous scene

For all to see

A Wonderland

For the bride to be

A star in your eyes

A plastic machine

We hollowed her out

To make sheer beauty

The vessel of plastic

Scientific discovery

Alice is trapped

As we pour chemicals

Down her throat

Making our little show

For everyone to know
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Me

on April 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

They say to ask
forgiveness

To save me from this awful crime

To put God before my sinful soul

they say that it'll be alright

When I went to the father

To confess that I was so bad

He wrote every deed on a list

And then I payed for them in cash

He said that I need to be forgiven

If I wrote a check for God

Then I'd finally get even

And I found that statement odd

Who is this man that stands so tall

Who knows my sins so very well

Why should I put God before me

When the man doesn't even adore me

I know my spending has gotten worse

I have no change left in my purse

And apparently this sort of addiction

Is only a female affliction

So why should I pay a penny

To be raped by this infamous "He"

He's never made much of a difference to me.
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Red

on April 18.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Toss a wish into the
well

Wishing a child is happy today

Wrap a sheet around her feet

And kiss the sun goodbye



She sees the light at the end

When the road turns to bend

And the colors all melt to one

That is brighter then just some



If one day she had spent it all alone

She'd trade it for one more day to scream

Those thoughts that trail away

And it doesn't seem to matter now



Somehow things get reversed

That's what happens when you're cursed

I guess I meant it when I said

Look, my luck was just as bad
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Death's Paradise

on April 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





Trapped

Inside

A paradise

They are watching her

Every next move

Don't go inside of here

You will find a tragedy

Don't move or think don't breathe don't dream

Your life may not be what it had once seemed

Life could not be the thing you once believed

Don't hope don't fear don't dance don't play

Count your blessings for they become

Shadows to this broken moon

What do we believe in?

Walk into the light

Find yourself there

So alive

Bright and

Free
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Seeing Light

on April 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved









The light flashes and he is struck

One million dollars down on her luck

The heart beats and nothing gives

She lives he dies and leaves her behind

Three sharp knives piercing the mind

He spills like hot wax into oceans of love

Only the sound of a strange summer breeze

Gives the strangest melody

And then a whizzing pop as he plops down

Frozen in dread, fingers gripping his heart

As if the world had been torn apart

The light flashes and he's on fire

One million dollars of burning desire

The heart beats and once again she feels free
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The Soldier's Wife

on April 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved





I hate the feeling of you crawling under my skin

You're in a secret chamber down in some place I don't know

Surrounded by metal; in an emptiness you cry

Isolated soldier, why did you have to die?

Isolated soldier, why do I cry your tears?

Isolated soldier, why do you hang around here?







I love the feeling of you whispering under my breath

Seeing double, images in my sleep, with that battle cry death

You wanted to see me soldiering through

Don't despair soldier I will not die

Don't be sad for me, I will forgive you

I show no sign of weakness, I show no pain

I know the answer is mercy and compassion

You teach me those lessons, you show me it plain

I see them clearly, but you still frighten







Sometimes ghosts appear to us, in mysterious ways

Sometimes ghosts come to us for help, what can we do but pray

That they will be set free, from the chains of their past

That the nightmares will cease and that God can be at peace







A tear falls from my eye

You act pretty evil but when you reach out to me

With one hand you grasp at divinity

I will be the angel in disguise, to carry the weight for you

For you who cannot see the light, you who are not so few

You who are barely breathing, and at the end of your rope

I will bring you back to this life, I will give you my hope

I guess freedom has a price to pay

As we parade through the streets to look for Mary







Why did he fall to his knees

When the rose appeared from his dreams

She sent him her love and a wish to fulfill

I want you to have your life, I'll send you another angel







Shivers run all through my body

As I beg God to forgive me

For the soldier who is calling me home

For the solider who needs a name







And if I had one last prayer

I would see you standing some place alive

Free from hate, free from delusion, and free to be happy
again

Free from these hardships I hadn't known to be

Free from your worries, free to live a life of truth, to see
clearly

So here I am, and Soldier, I can still forgive you

But please will you just stop haunting me

So here I am, and Soldier, I still
forgive






Paradise

on April 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






The light flashes and he
is struck

One million dollars down on her luck

The heart beats and nothing gives

She lives he dies and leaves her behind


Trapped

Inside

A paradise

They are watching her



Toss a wish into the well

Wishing a child is happy today

Wrap a sheet around her feet

And kiss the sun goodbye


They say to ask forgiveness

To save me from this awful crime

To put God before my sinful soul

they say that it'll be alright
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An Epidemic Pride

on April 20.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

She has forty lives awaiting her

So let's progress a little further

No more looking at what's on the outside

This shallow fever is an epidemic sort of pride
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Smoke

on April 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

early morning,

nothing is the same

dark and Grey

feel no pain



early morning

all is white

smoke inhaling

it'll be alright



she doesn't care

love isn't there

he doesn't care

he's gone somewhere



tears in the morning

I have been laughing

I have no mind

I think it matters less now



She takes the ride

Every day is the same

They're watching her

She loves the rain



Gripping his elbow

Knowing love is a cold shoulder

Cold like sorrow

Bored- overdue tomorrow



Swallow

Swallow

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

The Glory of God

on April 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved






You

are the

morning sun

rising from life

after life again

the peace and quiet of

an afternoon breeze and shared

laughs in these beautiful lives

I know you deserve all the Glory

you share with everyone gladly



when people are in need, you will lend hands

you don't feed the evils of mankind

you see everything, know all

and you know our hopes so well

you shed light on the dark

for our sufferings

You cry the rain

You see us

and you

reign



Who

would cast

you aside?

with bitterness

for pains they endured

you won't settle for less

Than the grace to all which you

blessed, the light is there, the light will

always be here throughout our struggles

Even when these clouds of despair hide you



The stars still shine beyond all that we see

A bright shining place full of wonder

and miracles, divinity

You are the morning sunrise

you are the calming hand

The summer's rainbow

A child wishing

With my God

I am

Free
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Seeing the Light

on April 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

Goddess of the golden tears

Mistress to the tide that is rising

Bring light shining in through me

In through me bring this light shining





Golden hair of sunlit fields

Of many flowers, wilder than her eyes

Tomorrow dawns, a new birth of laughter

Angels' songs will carry me over





Ageless sunrise, off sweeping new horizons

Despair and darkness rules the winter night

Bring the softness of lullabies

And the quivering halo of ageless life







Golden sun, the fortunate spring I've sought

The eternal shore, of waters everlasting

The savior seeks his children, the water is so fresh

eternal drink of purity, be blessed





Salt protects, mixing salt with water and blessed wine

We seek to create an image, brought to your eyes and mine

Sunshine is freed by the cloudy mist

And an ocean of rain comes following her kiss





The thorns wrapped around her heart

Can contain no more grief

And if you seek an Angel or a God

You must get onto your knees and pray relief





Show the world you are worthy

To begin this amazing journey

Through the sorrows of agony

We venture into the many eyes of our new eternity

[image: tmp_7f2163374ac7ff896eba5ec9545ca770_xjRvIN_html_dffa115.gif]

Caffeine

on April 21.  © Gabrielle, All
rights reserved

My sweet release, this
twist of fulfillment

In enchanted coffee cups where dreams all come true

Spiraling away for a little while just to

Sweep my soul into this delirium



One step, two steps, and a savior is born

Under silicone skies, a plasticine girl

Sudden humor, breaking through helium balloons

Inhaling intoxication from the darkened perfumes



Branding the joke, the sky, and all these dreams will cease

No beauty no faith and I will rest at last, please

Stumbling away from the shackles that bind

One chemical fix for another deadened mind



Couldn't save her soul, she's got a story to tell

There is a man sleeping in late, with no one at all

But she will find her mate, they will embrace

Maybe someday she'll get off the plane



To see the sunny shore and free her eyes

the light is cold, the morning is dead

But for all the words she heard them say

Not one of them could ever be repeated



As she casts a lonely stare

Away down a hall of white and grey full of memories

She wonders why there's nothing but this fix

When it all boils down to chemical
transparencies
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