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Welcome To My
World

 


How do you heal wounds when
they have penetrated you so much that they are beyond
the

depths of your soul? Hurt
that you have buried so deep that it hurts, and makes it so
you

cannot breathe? Living with
secrets that will destroy so many lives, hearts,
families,

dreams, hopes and
aspirations; how do you prepare yourself for something so
surreal?

You trust but not so deep,
you love but barely, you live but don’t have life? Your
barriers

are broken down, your clean
but feel dirty, yet pure of heart. What can one do to
prevail

but still live life’s
crucial reality, and still don’t let it affect your everyday life
and

perceptions of others around
you.

You dare to dream and
finally live for yourself and not others and seek a happiness
that

you have not known in years,
but still fear one being that is present, and that
surrounds

them in your life in an
instant. They feel what they have done in the dark comes back
in

the light but living a
tormenting life of illness.

You’re physically well, yet
emotionally sick, strong willed and determined and still
weak,

rich yet still poor? Happy
yet still saddened by things constantly around you. How
can

you consciously help others
when you still cannot help yourself?

All the remedies in life
have still not cured your ailments, from medications,

hospitalizations, surgeries,
life, love, church, family, friends, and God. Yet Satan is
still

surrounding you? Yes the
devil is a liar and has been all your life, not even the good
word

brings you comfort, nor the
true love that you have found.

Of all the things in life to
deal with this has been and it seems will always be the
greatest

obstacle of all. Fighting to
be free from you, pain, regret, love for someone else and
their

fragility. Their feelings
are as delicate as eggshells’, you want to protect them at all
costs,

and you want to take your
secret to the grave to protect someone who is oblivious,
but

cannot protect you. The
person you want to protect them from has never hurt them the
way

that they hurt you, nor does
not know of the evil monster that lurks around them,
lives,

sleeps, eats, and breathes
the same as they do under the same roof.

You cannot compare to this
person on the same level, they are older and think they
are

wiser, but now after all
these years you know now that you finally have the upper
hand,

and in the snap of your
fingers you could destroy all of those things that are hidden
deep

within/beyond your
soul.

Welcome to my
world…

 


“Do what makes you happy, be
with who makes you smile,

Laugh as much as you
breathe,

And love as long as you
live.”

Piccera

 


I CAN DO ALL THINGS THROUGH
CHRIST, WHICH STRENGTSHENS ME.

PHILLIPPIANS
4:13

TSHE ROAD TO SUCCESS IS NOT
STRAIGHT,

THERE IS A CURVE CALLED
FAILURE…

A LOOP CALLED
CONFUSION...

SPEED BUMPS CALLED
FRIENDS...

RED LIGHTS CALLED
ENEMIES...

CAUTION LIGHTS CALLED
FAMILY...

YOU WILL HAVE FLATS CALLED
JOBS, BUT…

IF YOU HAVE A SPARE CALLED
DETERMINATION...

AN ENGINE CALLED
PERSEVERANCE...

INSURANCE CALLED
FAITH...

A DRIVER CALLED
JESUS...

YOU WILL MAKE IT TO A PLACE
CALLED SUCCESS!!

Author Unknown

 


For A Loving
Friend



 


You are a special friend to
me,

You tell me how you
feel.

And when I see you smile at
me,

I know our friendships
real.

Your meaning is beyond
surface,

It’s deep within my
heart.

I can’t explain my love for
you.

But maybe I can
start.

Your actions support
me,

And help me to
grow.

They fulfill my
life.

You’ve let me
know.

They tell me a
story,

And bring not a
lie.

Each day it becomes
stronger,

As time passes
by.

Let’s keep building upon
it,

For eternity.

Because I love
you,

And you love me.

 


Gettin’ Away

 


I live and prey on my
thoughts and abilities to survive.

But it comes around when I
cannot get away.

My past haunts me bad and
good,

My subconscious thoughts
inhibit me from gettin’ away.

I don’t know what my future
holds but I hope to see another day,

There’s no escape from what
is within.

The dark soon becomes light
and suddenly’ everyone can see

There’s no gettin’
away.

My will and head are
strong,

My feelings are sensitive
yet still vulnerable and hard to display

Only because there’s no
gettin’ away.

We crawl, and talk, take
baby steps, then walk.

We learn to run, but it
doesn’t matter

There’s no gettin’
away.

You can run and hide from
many but not from yourself,

Or God above; you feel pain,
hunger, sorrow

And you pray, but
still

There’s no gettin’
away.

You pray over your food
before you eat, you pray before you sleep,

You’re thankful for what you
have yet,

There’s no gettin’
away.

Man is inherently evil; we
are born that way so remember,

There’s no gettin’
away.

 


Memories

 


We all stand up in a single
file line,

To receive our diplomas and
to say goodbye.

We will miss our old
school,

But celebrate with
glee.

The old memories that we
left behind.

At that old high school the
memories we shared,

To tell old friends that we
really cared.

Then they go away to college
and leave me behind,

As the tears in my eyes
slowly subside.

I hate saying goodbye to
many of those,

But I wish them good luck on
the road.

I’m now in the road of a new
beginning,

From childhood to adulthood
I keep on screaming.

With diploma in hand, I know
and I hate.

That I have to grow up
before it’s too late.

 


My Therapy

 


My therapy is great to
me;

It comes right on
time.

My therapy is part of my
sanctity, and is helpful for my mind to see.

Freedom of my thoughts,
feelings and concerns out of necessity.

My therapy is a true
friend,

Companion and
scholar.

My therapy is my
Charlie

And to this man I will
always honor.

My therapy is one of a kind,
proud, humble,

And very genuine so much
like a precious gem,

So beautiful when you look
within.

My therapy is owed more
than

I could possibly give; I
thank him in ways he doesn’t know

But hopefully when Charlie
ever reads this poem it will show.

This poem is dedicated to
Dr. Charlie Blackburn with admiration, respect, and
love.

 


 


Lift Every Voice and
Sing

Words: James Weldon Johnson
– Music: R. Rosamond Johnson

Lift every voice and
sing,

‘Til earth and shaven
ring,

Ring with the harmonies of
liberty.

Let our rejoicing rise, high
as the list’ning skies;

Let it resound, loud as the
rolling sea.

Sing a song, full of the
faith that the dark past has taught us;

Sing a song, full of the
hope that the present has brought us.

Facing the rising sun of
your new day begun,

Let us march on ‘til victory
is won.

Stony the road we
trod,
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