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Through the eyes of
Roses




Today I was looking through hundreds of
pictures I have taken over the

years of my life, both on traditional film
and in digital format as well. I have tried to chronicle the
moments, capturing forever that inevitable fading memory of light
through the evolutions that inevitably will come to pass for all of
us. As my search for specific remembrance of nostalgic memories
continued and the music played on in the background, I found as I
looked at each photo that I became more emotional and nostalgic by
the turn of each page, something quite expected from 39 years of
memories

good and bad I guess.




As I turned the digital pages of my online
hosted photo album, one picture suddenly made me go deaf for a
moment in time, as if the music had suddenly stopped playing and
took all of the air out of my already cigarette damaged lungs. The
music had been silenced by the strongest epiphany I believe I have
ever had since the discovery that boys and girls were very
different. I could barely breathe as a profound realization
occurred to me right at this moment and I want to share it with you
now on these pages.




I moved out of state after mutually ending a
3 year relationship on great terms,

(that did last) with a wonderful lady. My
family needed help and I just so happened to be available and
thrilled to do anything I could to help them, so I moved out to
where they live from my home state. Things were going great, the
crisis had been averted and I could stake my claim to part of the
cause and it made me feel important and needed again, something I
believe I was missing in my life.




However it was a double edged sword as I was
getting emotionally strung out because the flames of my recent lost
love were starting to rekindle long distance and then blow out
again and it was taking it's toll on my mind, one evolution at a
time, like the constant drip of a leaky faucet echoing in a large
empty room. People tried to help me see what was going on but I
closed these blue eyes as tight as I could so I would not have to
face the fact that we were both playing games with my already
shattered soul, intent being neither accused or mattered.




One day, much like any other, I emerged from
my room and stepped outside into the bright morning sunlight, there
before me only a few feet away was a beautiful pink rose from my
sisters little flower garden, I pondered on whether I should go
over and "stop and smell the roses" on my way in for coffee or not.
It sounded so cliche that I turned in the direction of mornings
best friend, saying to myself, "I will smell it a little later"
there is nothing as beautiful or that smells as wonderful as a
fresh rose alive and vibrant, in my humble opinion.




Much later that day I was headed back in the
direction of the rose and the light bulb of remembrance went off
above my head, "the rose" I shouted to myself inside my mind as I
took off running in it's direction. What I found when I got there
caused me to withdraw to the sanctuary of my bed and blanket, much
like a child seeking comfort, afraid of what's in the closet or
under the bed. I tried as hard I could but the tears were refusing
my efforts to thwart them and they gently washed down the frown of
disgust, disgust with myself that was my face right then because I
had procrastinated once more and was sorry I had.










You see I waited too long, as the sun bore
down that day, it's ability to grant life and death to living
plants and animals had been shown in all it's great power as I
looked on the ground and saw the petals of the rose lying all over
in the dry dirt, lifeless and withering under the unforgiving ultra
violet rays. The remnants of a once beautiful creation left to
remind me that I failed, selfishly choosing not to capture that
beauty forever, when the chance stood before me so generously.




Time passed, the tears dried and the frown
went away but the memory and regret lived hidden deep inside of me,
not ever spoken of before this very day. The sun shone down on my
skin and warmed me but it was a bitter sweet feeling, knowing the
rose was merely a representation of so many things in my life I
waited too long to cherish. I sought the forgiveness of that
flowers host, bringing water to it's thirsty roots, hoping for a
second chance although feeling undeserving just the same. I tried
to learn the lesson for what it was teaching me, choosing not to
dwell in the confines of the welcoming embrace of regret and
misery, rather living better and choosing now to ignore the word
cliche entirely.




As I stepped into the familiar sunlight of
another morning, an unknown number of evolutions following the rose
incident, I looked ahead as I had every morning previous for the
return of a missed beauty and wasted opportunity, then one morning
the breath was sucked from my lungs leaving me gasping. In place of
the one rose prior, were now

two nearly identical roses growing in
perfect symmetry side by side.




More profound was the yellowish color in the
center that was surrounded by the light pink outer edge of each
bloom, making it appear like two eyes looking right into my soul
and then allowing me a glance at the world through their eyes. What
I saw frightened me and inspired this story to be told. There is
beauty all around us, but if we wait too long it will surly go
away, nothing lasts forever. We must seek the help of others in
times of need, choosing victory over pride, but only if we are
willing to give back twice as good as we get from them and from
life as well. If we all lived this way it would come full circle
for everyone at some point, because if everyone gave a little more
time, or lend a softer ear perhaps, even a spontaneous drive to the
grocery store for someone who is accustomed to having to take the
bus, it's in this way that we would all benefit from the
unselfishness of a stranger or family or friend alike.




A Rose Bush taught me what human beings have
not in 39 years of listening and reading and absorbing infinite
knowledge of the world I live in. I believe in the power of
conviction like never before, if you truly choose to try and make
the most of every opportunity regret will be harder followed.
Accepting that you will make many mistakes throughout life is only
the beginning, we must accept our mistakes as lessons that needed
to be taught in the way they were presented in an effort to secure
the importance of each one individually as well as
collectively.




Today I realized something, I chose to act
and not dwell in my mistake that time, bringing the water and
talking to this living creation as if it could understand and
respond to what I was saying, asking for another chance wrapped in
the promise to capture the next memory on film. My efforts were
rewarded in the form of a double rose, two times back the effort
given, but not until this day weeks later, looking at the captured
memory did I see them as the eyes of the rose looking inside me and
then inviting me to look inside myself once more, against my desire
to do so for such a very long a time, this time offering me a look
through their eyes and providing some comfort to the fear I felt
from what I knew I would see.
















While indeed nothing lasts forever, please
do not hesitate the next time your heart is telling you to stop, or
pick up that picture box and store another hour glass memory before
the sand runs out

and you find it lying dead on the ground,
lifeless and withering showing no form of prior representation.
Give twice and expect nothing back for it is the greatest form of
true flattery to impress oneself more often than others if kept
innocent and true.
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Thank You Dear
Rose







Petals of rose lying in the dirt, it was
this site that made my heart hurt I failed to stop and smell you
that day, a fragrance and beauty unmatched in any way. I had to try
and do my best, or else my soul would just not rest.







I won't put off until tomorrow what may only
have chance of today. It's in this lesson I learned, it's why I
wrote this to say. I held to the hope that you would return, a
chance to capture your beauty before the suns rays did once again
burn.







The same golden energy that brought you to
bloom, was the same force of nature, the cause of your doom. But
then when I cared for you with all that I had, you came back

times two and I was no longer sad.







A flowers lesson, learned from within, a
struggle to understand this fight we can't win. Nothing lasts
forever, no better have these eyes seen more clearly, I will
forever cherish your beauty and hold life more dearly.







I thought my chance to see you again was
gone forever, floating away in the wind like a bird or a feather.
My efforts rewarded in folds of two, just following my heart was
all I

had to do.







Waiting in patience and hope that a new day
would dawn, bringing with it a new flowers spawn. Thank you dear
rose for helping me see, inside of my soul where I needed to be.
Bringing you water in place of no rain, not wanting you to suffer
or feel any pain.
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Ode to Chronicus
Maximus







To my son and best friend on four paws, I
wrote this for you, just because......




My heart just can't mend
this time it's really broken, she spent all our love like an arcade
token, because of her there are tears on my face, at least now I
know you are in a better place, please don't be mad at me when you
are feeling blue, I will never stop thinking of you, or all the
things that we made it through.




I will forever remember
the tears you licked off my face, and covet the smiles you left in
their place, people were afraid of you at first sight, but within
minutes they knew you

were all right, you never hurt anyone and
for that I am grateful, because of your breed

people got hateful, but they didn't know you
the way that I did, they could not know that you were just a
kid.




Through all the crazy
times we've had, all the good and all the bad, the one and only
thing that never changed all the way through it, was whatever it
took to make me feel better you'd do it, your love for all was
unlike any other, as gentle and warm as that of a
mother.




So now as I write this
with tears in my eyes, my only wish is that you are playing tug
in

the skies, or running around the way you do,
I'm sure you made friends there, you

probably have your own crew, I hope that you
can talk when I get there, I really want to hear what's going
through that mind when you stare.




Son you live in my heart
now because you are gone, but I want you to know your
spirit

lives on, we always talk about you all the
time, about what happened and how it's a crime, but karma has a way
of coming around, I would not want to be her when it comes to
town.












Please wait for me a while
longer, people need me here so I need to get stronger,
it's

because of you sometimes I'm inspired,
because of you Son I push on when I'm tired,

because of you I can say this, I have known
happiness and bliss, I had a best friend when you were here, not
seeing you again one day is my biggest fear.







I know you are in a better
place than you were, and much better off away from her,
but

the fact still remains that now you are
dead, death lasts forever and I can't get that

thought out of my head. I realized too late
that there is nothing that can be done about it now, I have to mend
my broken heart I just don't know how, but in your spirit I keep
finding strength, I'll keep pushing on no matter the length.




It's what you would do if the situation was
in reverse, I can't help but smile thinking of you riding shotgun
in a hearse. Thank you Chronicus Maximus for all that you have
done, thank you so much for all the fun, thank you for choosing me,
we think we chose you but now I can see.




We don't decide who enters our lives, we
don't get to choose who lives and who dies, all I can do now is try
to do better, perhaps sit down from time to time and write a
letter, just a note to tell those we miss so dear, if I had one
wish, it's that you could be here.



















Daddy 7-9-08
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The Loudest
Silence







A
very long time ago, in a completely different life if you will, I
had the notion of taking a life, but it was me I wanted to kill.
Life was getting me to see only the things that were bad, it was
harder and harder to not always be sad, but I had a best best
friend without any clause, you see he was not human he walked on
four paws. Drugs were really getting into the way, weeks I would go
without feeling the suns bright warm rays, so finally one day I
could take not another, I thought of my Mama, my Sisters and
Brothers.



But you see that was not enough to keep me here, I picked up a
pistol and sat without fear, on the edge of my bed siting staring
at a bullet, all shiny and chrome, could the trigger I pull it? My
best friend was there and cocked his head to one side, what would
happen to him if his Daddy had died, I thought about this and a
whole lot more, finally I got up and tried to get him out the door.
He was not moving he would not even budge,I told him that's fine
then but you better not judge, so I went to the bed and again I sat
down, I swear that his face expressed a big frown.



He somehow knew what was going to take place, he jumped on the bed
and tried licking the tears off my face, I tried to tell him son
just go away, but he would not leave me alone he wanted to play. It
started to make more tears fall like rain, I swear my best friend
on four paws could feel all my pain, so I just closed my eyes and
put barrel in mouth, I knew where I was going if I did this and it
was most likely south.



But I did care about Heaven or Hell, I just wanted to ring the
final bell, I squeezed on the trigger and all I heard was a click,
the silence was broken and I suddenly felt sick. I sat there not
talking not saying a word, at best I felt like a big giant turd,
the silence was deafening and louder than anything before, I was
shocked because this gun never misfired
before.



I was
not sure what the next move should be, my son on four paws just
kept staring at me, then perfectly on cue, it's like he knew
exactly what to do, he let out a whine that sounded sincere, all I
could tell was that he wanted me here. I put down the pistol and
hugged him so hard and long, suddenly it hit me that I needed to be
strong, I could not leave him and the others behind, what was I
thinking had I lost my mind?



My mind was not the thing that I lost that day, I lost my ability
and desire to pray, just a higher power is all it takes, and then
you will know they that they forgive all our mistakes, all that
they ask is that we try harder, not sit in our bedroom and act like
a martyr. The silence in that room after the click of misfired gun,
was all that it took to make me not want to run, the drugs and the
pistol both I had rid, I got myself clean and am thankful I
did.



Something or someone had stopped me from dying, I owe it to them to
just keep on trying, life gets me down at times it's still true,
but now it's like I know what to do, just look to the sky and ask
for the blessing, to have things redefined and not keep me
guessing. I hope that never have to hear, the loudest silence, from
living in fear, the fear that you cannot go on any longer, if you
look to the skies and ask, they will help you get
stronger.







Tomorrow Might Only
Be Today




Our great society is falling ill to a non
discriminate disease called selfishness, it seems that being rude
toward one another  is more widely practiced and accepted in
our society than any of the years previous to present. How did we
allow ourselves to become so selfish toward each other. Granted
it's not a perfect world, but I only live in a small section of it,
seems to me though like a perfect world could exist for anyone or
everyone through the promise of the few and the efforts of the many
if everyone would just try a little harder. We are all victims and
criminals in this trial, judged by life, if you believe you are
perfect then I can say only this, I am pleased to finally meet you
God.



Yes it's true that life although not a sport, throws us curve balls
almost every other pitch, so what, does that mean we call the game?
No, it means one must adapt and hit the damn ball. I am guilty of
taking life's bad pitches, striking myself out quickly followed up
with the taking out of that emotional distress on everyone else on
the team, but now I realize that being rude or pissed off is just
adding to the chaos I am trying to shed in the first place and that
I am the only one I need to be so deeply concerned with.




It starts inside, we have to be nice to
ourselves first and then we can express that kindness fully toward
others in our world, but first we must seek out and embrace the
strength needed to look inside and face our own demons, realizing
that although intentions may indeed be pure, trying to help
everyone else with their issues to avoid our own has become the
scapegoat of a once stronger society, do we truly love or have we
gotten too accustomed to the gratuitous use of such a powerful
word. My Mother told my siblings and I as we grew up not to ever
leave the presence of another loved one in an argument, she
stressed this with true conviction, telling us that in a world
where anything can happen at any given moment, we would be hard
pressed to recover from the emotional suffering that would be left
in the wake of a tragedy, if our last words to one another were
indeed expressed in anger or even rudeness.




It took too many years for me to understand
her words to the point where I could start to apply this wisdom in
my own everyday life, ultimately upon reaching such a profound
realization I am able to state that my life is better because of
this knowledge and the application of said, sadly however for
others it may already feel like it's too late. Don't you dare read
this and put off that message to whoever it is you know would love
to hear from you, I don't believe I have to remind anyone that
nothing lasts forever, but regret can be long carried. Please don't
make them wait any longer, pick up that instrument or sit down to
whatever communication vehicle you prefer and get your message
written or spoken by action or words. If you find your efforts
unmatched please do not be thwarted, doing this for yourself
expects no yield, living for others is the foundation for a failed
existence.




Live your life asking yourself what
you would pay yourself monetarily to be alive, then get your moneys worth
from yourself every day. Look inside but venture slowly, we all
carry some form of darkness that we live in from time to time,
moments pass for some while others hold the brightness of a better
time as a memory alone, carry the torch of light sustained by
purest intent and kindness of heart and you shall not walk long
alone in your dark nights.











A Little Blue Eyed
Elephant







A
little elephant with eyes of blue, sometimes he knew not what to
do. The chains that bound him were so much weight, his heart always
revealing anger looking like hate. But now the chains are little
more, than a piece of string blocking the door. He wants to run and
can't seem to find, a way to forever keep his thoughts more kind.
People feed him and pictures they take, wondering why the string he
won't break. He knows about this and he knows about that, the
little elephant wears many a hat.



Run little guy, just be free, you don't need to stay there can't
you see. Your heart is bigger than the rest of you, the chains are
cut you know what to do. You have to live for you always and
forever, living for others won't work for you ever. Kindness is the
fuel that feeds your fire, being free of your bindings your only
desire. Don't trample them down with your mighty self, yet be
careful about putting your feelings on a shelf. You don't need to
know exactly where to run to, all you need is to take good care of
you.



You might be an elephant in a world full of lions, but that does
not help when you're sitting there crying. You know what the string
is and why it's there, you know that it's this and much more about
you care. People will see you and wonder what's up, they will offer
you peanuts and a drink from their cup. But all of that kindness is
not well received, to an elephant of Blue Eyes so many times been
deceived. This just is not fair and not the way to think, take some
peanuts little guy, and of their cup you may drink. People are good
and people are bad, but is it really fair to let that make you
sad?



Listen little elephant the time now is right, from these chains or
a string, you simply must fight. Don't allow yourself to be on a
tether, it's time for you little elephant to fly like a feather. No
more heavy steps will you take, walk softer and lighter and your
heart won't so easily break. But carry the weight of the world upon
your shoulders, it will slow down like carrying boulders. You can
break the string now little friend, doing so is a means to an end.
But stay where you are and you won't ever be free, you cannot stay
here much longer I hope you can
see.



Run
little friend, run like the wind blows, don't fear the unknown,
what will happen nobody knows. All I can tell you is I am here to
help you see, that you are your own worst enemy. You have it in you
to do what is needed, the sun will shine on you for all warnings
heeded. Just see the world for what it is worth, give yourself a
new start, a Soul of rebirth. You will be fine my little Blue Eyed
friend, just see this life through to it's end. Don't let life's
ups and downs win in the day to day, by letting your blue skies
turn to gray. Now with this poem you know what is needed, lessons
are learned and warnings are heeded. Don't let the darkness be your
friend, remember that string is a means to an
end.
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A Dancing Witch's
Eye




Socia, a
respected healer in a time much different than what we know in our
own reality now, stirred with the leaves as she too rested on the
unforgiving cold earth of the forest floor, interrupted in her
sleep as the wind gently caressed her face like the gentle hand of
a lover felt ever softly. Behind her curtains of flesh her Witch's
Eye alone danced while the other Green Eye rested softly. This
term, Dancing Witch's Eye had been given to her by her Grandmother
in passing, she had told Socia that a Woman with a single eye of
Blue and Green mixed not, standing in half of each other and
dancing under the light of the Moon alone, was just one of two
eyes, however the only that contained the sight of the Dragon.



Her Grandmother told her in her last breath to be wary of what she
let this eye see when the light of the Moon is allowed to shine
upon her face while she is dreaming. She had looked her Grandmother
in the eyes as she said this, right before the glow of her
Grandmothers light burned out forever. She wept many a night in
wake of this great Woman's passing. Now she must meet with him
again, this entity or God was not, the power was not the question
on her tongue this day either. She was told to wait until the
shadows whispered to her in the night, cold and alone she waited
for a gesture more than time. She was never afraid, this was her
element, her Grandmothers teaching had survived her well and
provided the benefits of the many. She would wait to hear the
whispering again, like she had as a child that first and only night
she heard them speak to her while she stood hand in hand and
unafraid with her Grandmother in the forest.



It would speak to her and of this voice in the night her knowledge
again would be gained anew, bringing back to the people the
messages from the dark. This healer with Dancing Eye of Witch be
told, could see the darkness coming in the light of the Moon as she
slept, Death hated her as she thwarted him a plenty. She had met
him too, not a man, a thing or force called death, he had tried to
pluck her Witch's Eye from it's socket with gnarled hand of
blackened bone and claw. She was of the protected children and he
loathed her calling, making the nights empty for him those days she
was afforded the strength to carry his message ahead of him in
warning and succeed. This was no meeting with Death this night, the
whispers would speak through the lips of trust, coming to embrace
her once again. To fill her need to know of this existence and a
message to be carried again back to her and all the people.



Long legged this journey continues back to the innocent that
nurture the lands seeking reward of sustenance for life alone, real
treasure lie in friendship in this place, gold was not known to
these souls of purity save for a color of aura. She could hear the
whispers and they told her to believe that trust was as real as
Death that hunts her people by nightfall into sun filled days. Lead
them toward one another always, keep the path well traveled in
message were the words being spoken to her this night.



Her Dancing Witch's Eye saw the Death Riders coming, a new place
she will have to journey to in order to spread warning before it
was too late, the half Blue half Green eye stopped the Moonlight
dancing behind it's fleshy curtain and rested into the sunlight of
the new day. A new course set in her dream she would as always
before know which direction to walk by instinct alone. Socia
gathered her things and set forth to warn the people of this new
destination sought, danger had been seen ahead once again, seen by
the light of the Moon through a Dancing Witch's
Eye.







I Never Meant To Let
Me Go




The rain fell, I stood dry. Whats meant in
song perhaps not for every soul, perhaps.




Do you feel it at all, the suffering of
yourself like the others you have felt, always?




You took him away, so you brought him home
again in passing time.




Of reward one is sought right in asking,
this one thinks no today.




His flesh is cold now again, once light
warmed by no single course but reflection.




You may leave now and never take him with
you again, you know this as fact this night.




Coming around, lurking, a shadow if ever a
mouse or fly, floor to wall you watch us.




You can leave now I said, you won't be
taking him with you anymore I said.




Reflections in a mirror, are they same as
waters image or troubled?




I won't ask again.




He walks now shoulders of weight be lifted
of this gift of pain suffered never chosen.




Breathing this midnight air once more, into
lungs of newness and bitter strength.




His tired legs no longer burn from his
traveled weary.




A new sun rises to warm his coldness, body
to mind, pauseless in penetrating soul.




His lips a new course long forgotten seen,
his face a smile now from centuries frowned.




A new rope fastened tethered to soul via
heart, stronger than threads of whence.




He lives, if inside his heart now, matter
not be in question of validity anymore.




He thinks of them tonight, the journey's
they follow, guiding paths abundance when sought.




Without them why? Never, it has been refused
now and will again.




Tonight they sing together and the Angels
take turn in tear.



















Goodbye To All The
Past










The past that haunted me once upon time, was
squeezing my brain like juice from a lime



It seems to be that I no longer need, these messages to carry or
the warnings to heed.



As I venture farther into my own tomorrows, I try and leave behind
all my sorrows.



Every day that will dawn will bring forth anew, a new day to try
not feeling so blue.



The sadness it comes and leaves again, so I try to capture my
feelings with pen.



Hoping to read my messages in first, trying so hard to not see the
worst.



Knowing that somehow things will be okay, just trying to make it
through those toughest of days.



Faith is not something I was born with or found, sadly it seems
though to be all around.



I can't seem to let go so easy, the things that haunt me and make
my stomach all queasy.



People they to me try this and do that, it's like they don't think
I know where I'm at.



I am here just trying to get by, hoping that someday I will have
control of when I cry.



For right now though all I can do, is bid farewell to the things
that turn me blue.



So I say this today with great conviction, the past is a resident
this man is evicting.



I have to break free these chains that have bound me, I must let my
spirit soar and fly without boundaries.



Something said more easily than ever achieved, something much
harder than I ever believed.
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Listen
Child







My skin crawls like
the host meeting of a thousand spiders against naked flesh to think
of you watching the babies quietly sleeping. There is no awareness
for them to your presence, yet. Yes they are being watched with
great anticipation by you and it formulates thoughts uncontrolled
within myself.



Lay no further claim to your temporary residence in these nurseries
for I have kissed your dead lips and tasted the dust formed by your
lies through a hundred millennium on my tongue, bitter mud like
grit left in my teeth off rotted tongue in mouth you kiss me
with.



Thank you for the lies but no thank you for these, I can say it now
if not before. We danced you and I, your courtyard like birds we
did float, a lovers embrace we have felt of each other previous,
but now you cast me aside like nothing to seek fresh? I saw you
going there to see them first, get back wicked one, these children
suffer tomorrow, perhaps no if I breathe.



I can't fight you and win, a battle chosen is half won from beget,
a war is not something won rather made history by and of, battles
wielding not weapon to fight, rather the scars that bring
remembered story back to page and of pen not alone, so as we are to
share in the suffering as one, easing the pain for all.



A fight yes, wars to be won never, battles chosen the wisest in
virtue and reality by comparison of. Can you know his name? He is
not a man at all child nor a He, you have much to learn and study
be greater than some for you lest it be same for others still. You
know him as young, of name perhaps it is not time, what am I to
know as a messenger?



Please only turn ears of listener to my path child as it is spoken,
this name repeated in setting of this paper by your lips the twice,
not mine. Temptation, this is what seeks you from days first of
breath, following you forever unseen through the times of passed
daily.



Walk swiftly child run is not what is asked nor gained thereby in
light of you. It will be there whence you turn every around. Take
this a mirror, walk with it in the reflection cast of behind your
stepped careful. Fear will undoubtedly feed it, courage be the
shield from tooth to claw ripping.



Listen child, soul of ears to bring messages of understanding to
mind, but anger is never in promise of benefit. Drink of the cup
through parched lips, saved of only in sufferance of the thirst to
stay followed this rightness. Temptation wields the bottomless cup
to those of greatest thirst not alone. Careful as you journey
child, warnings met by choice yield protection sought.



Listen Child, I love
you.






















God Are You Crying?




God Almighty is that your tears I feel that
come to rest upon my flesh in the form of tiny raindrops, cleansing
of mind, body and soul as I stand under your eyes and look far into
the sky in the direction of these your liquid manifestations.
Oceans of salty tears that have fallen for centuries to pass,
having carefully been collected by this our Mother earth, deep and
vast are these wells of tranquility offering the promise of life to
those residing within her vast depths and darkness of unknown, with
risk of death to any travelers seeking pass over them in
turbulence.



Souls will travel lost and wandering till the end of time, slaved
to themselves as they proceed unbound on some forsaken journey to
anywhere else, a place that exists in mind and heart alone for
some, while others make residence for life there. For the fortunate
that can see, these hurts can be washed free, cleansed by your
tears on the stained flesh of many a lost soul. But one need not
travel in risk across these waters so wide, for this to acquire we
stand under your eyes in representation of blue sky and fluffy
cloud, sometimes gray, as if to reveal the pain that a God can
surly feel also. Looking upward in anticipation and great faith,
patiently waiting to let the tears of your forgiveness wash upon
them with the embrace felt of a God that loves without condition
and forgives without question.



Tears misrepresented in sadness to some, while others feel the
cleansing power of the understanding that God cries with us, not
for us, his tears of blessed rain bring new life to Mother Earth
and wash the sickness of her away once more, if even for a moment
suspended in time, we are all clean again, washed by the tears of
Our God, in understanding and forgiveness of all of our misgivings.
I never liked the rain before I met you Father, and now as I
understand the tears that fall are not just for me,
yetoffered unselfishly to those that would
have them and feel and embrace their cleansing touch on flesh and
soul in this world gone madder by day and more murderous to intent
by night, offering a safety in feeling much like that a frightened
child feels in a Mothers comforting arms.



Thank you God for telling me it's ok to cry again, releasing from
me these demons that invade my dry eyes sight, once only allowing
me to see not the light but darkness in all, yes these eyes are
guilty, if not by choice nor lack of wisdom, however likened more
to the trapped emotions of decades yielding no release from these
so troubled thoughts. Thank you for giving me these eyes to see
with, even when closed now these windows to my soul can see the
light that once was thought to be doused, snuffed into darkness of
a once inviting flame by the rains of tragedy that fell for days
into nights, year after year, life after life, a light seen inward
from the outside now as well, offering no comfort of familiar, but
courage and strength with which to draw upon. I now may proudly but
with most humble intent, admire this badge of achievement gained by
me alone through faith, honor and understanding, a mark of hope for
this soul to wear proudly to this new heart pinned.



I understand more now God, than I ever have before, it seems I too
am guilty of selfish acts once thought justified by the pain I felt
inside all of my being and hurting to the center of my spiritual
core, now yielding sorrow and shame in the light of understanding,
felt in great capacity standing beneath your eyes. I now feel as if
I am dripping from the wetness of your tears that now cover not my
body alone but a soul drenched as well, never drowning in this life
you have gifted to me, rather a choice of feeling that cleansing
power of my God's Tears as He cries with me, fear abated as the
realization forms true that never again shall these eyes weep
alone, His tears falling not only for me, for all of us in the
rain.




Darkened
Horizons







He stands in the light and warmth of a
better day and yet still he forever trembles. He watches in perfect
vision of the shadows in the distance dancing on the sunset of
another days passing, relentless in their pursuit of the capture
and torture of his mind, watching with grinning faceless mouths as
slowly turning to dust are his thoughts and hopes for a tomorrow
better than all his yesterdays. The wind blows with arrogance
across his face as if in mockery alone to try and help dry the
tears of a thousand rains thus hath fallen. They we would closer by
the time the light of the new tomorrow was on his face, rest was
the order of this moment.




Light brings forth another day to rise and
bask in for most everyone, but the shadows on the horizon are very
real and they invade at every promise left received by his heart
alone now. Can the day force light into the darkness of his
restless dreams, can the suns burning energy save his cold soul?
Perhaps not as this it has been written not requested never
granted. Acceptance is his water, hope his food, love is the breath
that sustains his lungs that breathe the air he washes his soul in
this day like all of whence..




They will come to darken the horizon on the
eave of every suns fall as this golden ball of light and sustaining
energy retreats back to the earths belly to rest once again in her
warmth and safety, fading from view as if in solace and to welcome
the Moon to her place in the night sky in which she rests amidst
the stars of everyone's Universe. He had stood under this light by
midnight hours glow and into his now seemingly sunless days for all
the nights his mind would allow him to recall, this he knew is
where she stood too, with him somewhere under the same light, it's
this thought that had become the very thread he used to stitch his
mind back together as he felt it dividing itself more often than he
was comfortable with these days.




They were looking for her, just the same as
he, but he knew his heart would show him the way. The pure of heart
were afforded the protection of Calban in this place, a man of ten
thousand years with the beard to prove it and as powerful a Mage as
any who had come before and passed, a great Wizard who was known
and respected by all residents of the lands for all he did in this
place, he was more than a healer or protector, not just a keeper of
the ancient writings this man was either, he was there to serve and
he gave his lives to this cause. Not even the most powerful wizard
can stop all evil, like life and the light that sustains within it,
evil fed off the innocent of heart here as well taking no
discriminate stand as to who they choke with the blacked serpent
tongue that hisses in laughter as it coils around the neck of any
innocent soul here and makes their eyes close in their last breath
stolen by this evil.




He walks on, ever forward his direction and
never looking back for fear of what might not be there if he turns
around, he knew what lie in the dark corners of this place, it's
what was gone when he turned around that he feared, the innocence
of a great people was being drained from this place like the wine
that drips from broken cup to chin as raised to ones lips. He
reached into the pocket of his trousers and rubbed the eye of
protection that Calban had once given him, a stone so important in
it's meaning and true definition that to lose such a gift was to
invite death to a place specific that you were standing almost in
immediate when they smelled the
fear.
















This stone was given to him by Calban so
that the Wizard could see him from distances that were beyond the
sight of any creature and protect him with the refined magic of ten
thousand years of study. The shadows knew about the stone, loathing
it's sight as much as the thought of it's presence alone, they
would never stop following him, waiting for the perfect moment of
separation, stone and man to be divided and evil to now consume
them both. They would wait, they would watch, he would keep walking
into every sunset, protected by the stone.
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December
Rain




The bitter wind like needles it pinched his
flesh so unforgiving, like the endless cruel laughter on a
playground. Suffering his wish unto his as he walks to the ends of
his ever nowhere searching for one light to forever burn, seeking
no shelter in the frozen December Rain of every tomorrow. Pain is
welcome in him because he will not feel pain when he is dead and he
embraces this thought in heaviness to his dying soul, the soldier
without a fight who takes no presence in uniformed scurry of it,
save for within. Do you feel the breath of the wicked escape your
throat they ask him, he just closes his eyes again and the silence
returns.



His choice in walking these his paths not selected by him, free
will carries his baggage for his weakened arm. Today and in times
when no Moon will capture his breath he feels his own rains that
bring peace into the mind of the troubled in thought, searching his
own salty waters for comfort in proneness of his being. No promises
will bend a travelers ear today, tongue is rule for lands underfoot
tonight but never yesteryear in saving forth of yet these many true
rains yet fallen. Never without witness to cause is in his truest
believing, then why the serpent? Is this a way to slither under my
rock legless and smelling my purity with forked nostril?



I won't stop your ways serpentine or gloved and this is known, will
I fall? I must. I cast thine stones of trust into my waters
reflection and ripples are more through to my soul than a minute
pressed into my heart, the ripple is my forgiveness of the
weariness of my mind these many nights into day. Do we all feel
warmth from a glowing Sun? His reflection in the rippled waters
does little soothing of the rawness he must continue, nerve to
flesh and body it is witnessed in form of no forgiving pain, he
will feel all of this suffering and it will not be shared by the
water without.



His cries have answered to his inner, eyes that weep no blood are
his, but in the December Rains of glistening is what he sees of
purest to his mind to body, into spirit light without a shadow cast
upon the whiteness of this day or the blue sky of this tomorrow if
brought. He walks on the pebbles that are her dead tears from
whence, these frozen are her December Rains fallen without a cheeks
path to guide, hard fallen to a frozen soil they feel nothing and
know not of his treading. Would it be the same if these stones he
carried and never walked upon, never, he knew the answer as it
escaped his thought without consent.



Freedom of chains that bind unseen, this is his seeking all his
days now. There is nowhere to wander, all has been seen in one eye
and imagined in the other, leaving cold sand to warm him now as he
sleeps in so much restless winds upon these cold beds tonight. The
will of one can be a strong one to force in any direction thereof,
seeking truth in Her Rains will colder your spirit but the strength
found elsewhere is never imprisoned to one as such. Impart, what a
funny wind has just whispered a soft melody of a word he knows
never before, his will prior of the action taken to, are
surrendered thence.






















Hard Knocks Make
Rocks




What is a struggle? Trying to pull away from
a snuggle, why would you anyway? A struggle is merely the
challenges that we all face in our lives day by day. For without
them what would know, just happiness, those aren't scars we can
show.



Hard knocks like lava, burning and hot, causing the need for
action, wait you can not, for the lava to cool and the magma turn
stone, for it your soul inside you unseen, however stronger than
bone.



Struggles like snuggles must be embraced, the good with the bad we
must accept without haste, it's hard knocks in life that produce
rocks not in strife, but souls carrying scars that shine like
bright stars, not ugly and bad, perhaps a bit sad. They are badges
of honor if we choose them to wear, for carry them proudly, of what
others think do not care.



Remnants of struggles once solo, no help of family or friends to
console soul, hard knocks is a term that I've chosen, it just might
help to thaw some hearts frozen, thinking to themselves it only
happens to me, now in my rhymes I hope they will see. The struggles
I've met and challenges faced, I survived an explosion once that
almost for life scarred my face, using airplane fuel for weeds,
that was all we were trying to burn, escaping death was another in
a series of valuable lessons I have learned.



Please know one thing as on and again I ramble, with this life I
never again will gamble, I wear my scars proudly for all to see,
that something good comes from misery, but you have to get hard of
emotion but never cold, just like a rock weather resilient through
the constant heat and cold.



Hard knocks make rocks out of souls that carry the hope, and never
to choose this life hanged by rope, the same rope of hopelessness
that we have all surly felt around our throats, as the bad hands in
life inevitably dealt, float gently across our waters like so many
boats.
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The Loneliest
Happiness




Whence you have stumbled onto a creeks
crossing of tears, water or blood on this our mother earth as you
journey through forests of knowledge and feel the bite of the
thorns of fear upon your thin flesh do you weep for this? Can you
travel without knowledge of your own destiny or do you walk in a
fools shadow with them as they laugh to hide the crying? The answer
cannot be purchased, souls are not bought or sold on the market of
purity, forever earned is the Carpe Diem. Skies looked upon have
been asked every question of Man, of Woman and certainly of Child
to what we serve here, answers that have been sought through all
the millenarian of passing lumen to ray without answer for, in
never for the matter spoken of whether in blood ink or waters tear
for the words carried like a feather or a rock as the black crow
sits in wait on a pole no more here there or under our souls
pillow.



Can a spirit capture itself? It must. Within us is not the prison
we some will feel forever if weakness is the seizing and strength
never drawn save for the single sword, the doors are locked without
keys, the doors are lockless now as we free the inner being we all
want to feel in every sad and moment happier. You know the inner
Phoenix better than anyone can, walk no fools tread, keep thine own
feet dry of blood to waters rain never amounted to equal if in the
cause and effect be the same for this day through every dawn, not
promises for a tomorrow to any soul, never promised and in faith of
cumber or light be the saving of the sanity precious to the masses
and cause for the growing of all things greater equally.



My blood runs in visions and yet my breath rises with my chest and
falls with my dreams of every yesterday, all to end in the never,
once being in the place of my residence in late, if ever whence no
longer shadowed by these thoughts for benefit purpose alone and of.
Greater things can bring softer cries in darker air breathed be it
for the long as it is to the temporary, like is so many things we
feel, we love, we do, and the emotions will ride in any vehicle so
forever give great thought when it is to pick and choose, let it be
that you are careful who your hearts passengers will be. Moons and
Suns are seen too by eyes that no longer see, by eyes that look but
cannot feel, cast your light in the world you create and manage
your energy well as smiles will never tend fading as the favor and
if the shadow moves when you stop your tread, caution slowly and
know you walk not alone because there is darkness to refresh all
our light, the forewarned is the lesser challenged in perspective
hence.



Silence is not Golden like an inner Phoenix is and can be for every
spirit who believes it is okay to dream in the daylight hours when
kept in management of faculties and things not suffered, silence is
a tool used to create something better, too often misled and hurt
feelings can be warranted and carried out like the torches of the
villagers as they burn their trolls under bridges built by creaking
planks of misunderstanding. What coat or hat alike does your
happiness wear well? Is it on you? Some will hang their own
feelings on a rack in the darkest corner of their heart, this
darkness is fed and travels through your being to escape and absorb
others happiness. Is it in need for you to find yourself alone, if
only for a moment as you crawl deeper within than you ever have? Be
there in yourself for as many visits as it takes without question
and your face will smile with no further
effort.
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The Golden Phoenix
Rises Again




Can a man be many things if he is not the
one? Light fades in distances unseen to eyes naked and cold in
fearing the truth is never mattered by days of whence or post if
knowing is such. Can a man know freedom if he is allowed then to
imprison himself within his own heart? Colder now are nights
falling to faded days, in when to seek it's reflection for
imminence of growth to be carried on the back of the wind as it
whispers thy name softly? Answers fly with the golden feathers of
time and all it's essence of purity, never granting promise of a
new day, it's this that feeds the hungriest Souls. He feeds with
them, taking in sustenance for the dawning of the days seen in the
now and leaving the shadows in the wake of footsteps tread by
wisdoms step.



Tomorrow the light burns in only of yesterdays light as darkness
will devour the shadows and become one and the same to serve intent
befallen of wicked mind and blackened dying tongues breath of
stench upon the innocents faces for the Moons to fade with. These
faces will see the light of the torch that lies burning inside the
one or the many never the determine of the outcome being paired to
any one entity or none. It is flame not cold we bask in, not a
light to see in guidance of feeling as is the intention served
purpose for this coming of knowledge. To raise the sky, these words
make sanity ripple, has it been tried by one man alone perhaps no,
achievement not the necessary to bring it through in emotional
balance of willingness to say "I believe in something" when knowing
that hearts are taken easily to slaughter by those broken words
written in so much blood by the dark walkers of all the centuries
unbidden.



Dream for the day of tomorrow, let the smile of your lips carry you
into your nights of restless anger when it's face is shown in a
mirrors complete reflection. Fear is nothing if cast aside, no fool
walks with fear of the unknown, this is written and lived in days
of every now and will become then. Take your own hand and walk with
yourself, see what they see in your being and be wary of the things
hard to see when journeys are less well traveled as they cannot be
constant if nothing will gain. Know who you are, be as Golden as
the Sun but know that you are forever mortal, if in this flame of
understanding you burn, you will rise again from ashes of own and
be the Phoenix we are all challenged to be. There are no answers
that won't follow the winds path if in finding you the answers are
gentle as a lovers caress on your face be strong and accepting of
what the song sings to your Golden flesh, be the music for the
moment and in that your happiness is reborn for the one and not
drained by the masses.



Strength is best when shared and is easily done so for unwicked
hands, watch for the darkening of a spirits intent it will rain
upon you as you will have it not known to your spirits own wisdom
be it long to nary in time traveled to a highway for Souls feet
alone. Rise and you can fall to rise once again with pride of
commitment to inner self preservation, to not rise is then to lay
upon the ashes of your own burned existence, the tools of torch and
fuel are the body and the mind in which there is constant burning
if let tended to forever be whole. Be your Golden self, burn away
fears and pain inside and become whole, know the duty of the
promises to be kept for the longevity will be strained by the
forces that choose to cast stones upon the glass of their own 
vices. Call upon the inner spirit to release your non physical
chains of binding and you can be freed from the ravishes of your
hearts pains as well. Sit alone and afraid and you will see the
light go into the darkness and bleed shadows before eyes of any
color will see them hiding. Then the fear you will feel has and
will stay real, dark walkers fear the light and they are the
shadows we fear unless a golden feather we are
winged.







The Bardess
Tongue







They come from here and they come from
there, never speaking of what's unfair, these words don't fall from
tongue of Bard, they never fall to ears in hard. This tongue of
Bardess is what I speak of now, a different way Bards know not how,
they speak to us in kinder words to impart, when a Bardess speaks
it's to your heart. Their tongue may blacken and throat to burn,
but a wicked way a Bardess rarely yearns, She will embrace you
instead, like baking homemade bread, it's love  that is her
special ingredient to word and life, a Bardess makes the most
sought after wife.



Listen when spoken her words to you ear, she will grant you her
wisdom and love without fear, a Bardess has words of great power as
well, these Bards who try to silence them face a burning hell. I
grant this to you my Bardess of all, I will always try to pick you
up if you fall, your words will never be spoken in vain, I am not
just one Bard who tries to understand your pain. My mother a
Bardess of words she is never, speaking is something she does not
do well clever, this does not mean I love her less than I would, if
indeed her words put together like mine she could, for a Bardess
does not have to write words to be respected by me no not ever, my
love does not switch on and off like a lever.



From my eyes of blue and tongue of Bard, please listen to these
words not from a greeting card, Bardess you make me live in great
pride, that you no more should feel that your words you must hide,
a society of storytellers that knows only this truth, that we all
are equal as one from oldest to youth. Of no concern is whether you
believe in your write, we just want you to see that it is all
right, we long only to be a family and share, the things that we
feel and our Souls for some to bare, it's free will to contribute
for all or no one, just don't be like me and get scared and
run.



The Bardess has talent in words so listen close, she probably won't
ever make you feel all morose, the Bardess has a much different
approach, but that does not mean there is no better coach, for the
best trained storyteller lives on the inside, their feelings and
emotions chosen no longer to hide. There is much to be learned from
a tongue spoken with feather, but tongues can turn darkened in a
flash just like stormy weather, so keep your eyes open and nose to
the wind, don't let that inspiration ever rescind.



A Blue Eyed Bard has spoken words of true, now I ask you to read
them and decide what to do, never believe a gender to be supreme,
you might justly fall victim to something extreme, remember I say
we are all in equal of the one, like the Moon is no rival but
sister to the Sun. Thank you to every Bardess for making the
balance of voice ever more real in all the nights and coming days.
You are no longer a whisper, your voice will be carried loudly in
the wind to every ear. Thank you!
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The Day Before
Tomorrow




His sadness is brought upon him in
reluctance once more  by the darkening of the light that once
fell upon his flesh and soul and embraced him as if he were her own
infant child. No longer does the light burn that once was the
pillar of the sky by day and a stranger to the darkness by night in
this land or where, for he knows now of it's existence in memory
alone.



They say most living things will suffer and die without the sun to
nurture them, yet he has survived so long trapped in this darkness
that now he has become one with it, it's becoming a part of him
now. The good ones have always said that the sun will shine bright
once more in the days of yet to dawn, happiness will be your reward
for patience through pain and suffering becomes the mantra, while
the bad ones spread words of lie, spinning dark tales and twisting
the truths of his life and others into meaningless words of
slanderous filth, ever more easily befallen upon those suffering of
tormented ear.



Shall the day ever dawn when the light is spilled once again upon
flesh and soul he asks himself by day and whispers into the night,
the answers are never given as he is left only with the silence of
the night to ease his troubled thoughts, can he continue to fight
this a fight he cannot win long enough for the light of a new day
to bring forth the ending of this so many years of torment and
misery?



Time is the keeper of answers to all of our questions. Time is the
test of his own survival through the wicked less shame be felt by
others, it's what he has survived all these years in wonderment
since the falling of the golden sun, time has been friend to foe on
many an occasion previous to his own, so caution yields by day and
night.




He tells himself he has no fight left
inside, he has tried to believe in his own convictions to no avail
as something within refuses to let him fall upon his own blade,
however the darkness still threatens him at every turn, mouth agape
waiting in sickening patience to swallow what's left of him if he
lays his sword upon this Mother Earth in one final show of respect
to Her, lying on her fertile skin and gently closing his eyes for
the last time before the darkness carries him away forever.



Tonight he would close his eyes not forever but instead for the new
tomorrow, because with another day brought the dream of another
chance for happiness, the only feeling he had now was the strength
of this new but dim light burning curiously within, yet he knew it
could not last forever, for little stands tall to the test of time
and time was no friend to him right now.




He had to find happiness again, his
failure to do so would most assuredly be the end of him, for if he
were unable to harness something good soon, something good from
this lonely world of darkness he lived in, he feared his sanity
would go quietly into that dark night. This darkness was also
inside him, he could feel it crawling around, invasive and
disrespecting to heart and soul, threatening to poison his
mind.





















Fear seemed pointless to him after all he
would never be able to unsee with his eyes open or shut, yet he
felt it's familiar and warm embrace all over him regardless, like
the caress of a romantic lover who would not hear the word no
repeatedly spoken. He would push the fear at arms length, only to
send it returning back inside of him at three times the ware,
wrapping him up like a blanket around a shivering
child.




No comfort was afforded him this night as
would be many forthcoming, he will search this land until he finds
what he seeks, knowing not what will follow. He knows only that he
is pure of blood and kind of heart, a strength unmatched across the
lands, he knows he will wake once more to to the golden dawn if he
keeps fighting, gaining strength and wisdom as the evolutions come
to pass, he does not choose his own path, for he is the chosen and
this has finally been accepted by him in heart and of
mind.
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The
Metaphor




They sat around the fire these strangers in
the night, brought together as one now in protection of each other
through this darkest of nights as again the beasts have roamed
these lands for all the millennial and shall it be for all to come.
A battle not fought for the winning, observed and chronicled as it
be. Hand in hand as trembling fingers tried to calm another they
listened into the dark for the sounds that brought them together in
first, the fire that had drawn them to this place now belonging to
their hope as a source of only, for this a tomorrow that was
questioned now.




These beasts that hunt through night never
resting by day or afternoon none, brought with them fear constant
to one or a thousand soul, pure or not, they suffer them without
discriminate of another. It is now as more travelers see this light
in the dark as they journey their chosen paths that again or
perhaps in first they shall feel this warmth not of a flame alone
be lasted through these nights coming of whence, no choice
afforded. These night beasts that are the hunter to hunted, they
hunger for the souls that gather, feeding on emotional food grown
in the many gardens of these the lost souls traveling alone their
path these their darkest of all the nights and sunless days.




But in togetherness alone these beasts shall
starve nearly but not, if forever always a straggler to feed what
has refused to die in wake of emptiness to these beasts with belly
of greed, togetherness as hand in hand is what survives their black
of night visions so true. There is much strength to draw from in
this circle, some may take with it to leave and return again while
others their faces to have us seen in once alone as they gather the
necessary and travel beyond our limits of ring and fire that is our
flame of comfort and security, never snuffed be to dying this warm
and invitation will burn for them always, years may take from us
all but these memories forever shared. Thank you for all the heat
in my freezing of nights flesh to felt, wondering as a traveler to
a destination did I receive or a fools travel abound, answers
sought granted by a collective energy in and around a fire seen
blindly in the darkest nights of my traveled.




Feet that beg forgiveness from the weariness
of a hundred lifetimes walked upon them, eyes that dried and may
now feel their own rains once more, another life spared through the
words and silence alike of a kindred circle of souls. A life that
without pride to stop, begs the forgiveness of a higher power,
forgiveness of his torn and broken being for the wrongs of only
that he had once the wisdom if not the courage to right. Come to
the fire if you seek warmth that of flame not solo, for a
collection of souls be gathered in protection afforded by the many
of one, on these cold nights into all the coming days and of what
brings them in togetherness to make the one. We are blessed to take in this light be thermal, sit with us
now and be warm if temporary at best, resting to travel again with
strength and rejuvenated mind to spirit, facing your beasts in the
night, hunted seeks the hunter
now.































The
Name




He walks in the cold darkness of day and
forever into night, wondering how it came to be that he again walks
alone with his thoughts and own company, no assistance of guidance
offered or sought, who would he seek? The words roll like laughter
out of his face of bone. He watches as a bird falls to the ground
from the branch of a once living tree, lying there in the cold
black dirt, lifeless and unmoving much akin to his emotional state
of being on these troubled journey's when he sees his people
run.



He hears them crying, but only when he shuts his eyes, he must
never close his eyes again, unless the suffering of nights dreamed
be purposed, he needs no sleep, a blessing or curse? He has become
ever stronger aware that the darkness is lying in wait of a
thousand Moon to be one with him, feeding him whilst being fed
through blackened throat, in absence of purity in heart through to
soul.



This cup of blood, spilled of countless innocents, shall not be
forced upon these lips this evil demands him to drink from. He will
not be commanded by man or demon of mind alike, it is his path
chosen that which he alone cannot stumble and blame. Death follows
him and leaves it's mark, pointing fingers of blame at the
innocence whenever shame is of no fashion, granting a pass to the
wicked.



Will the wickedness that comes for him in routine be abated for
another evolution to pass, time stands still for him like the
unmoving hands of the unwound timepiece. The Sun refused to shine
in this place anymore, the Moon taking on similar vacate, just the
light of an endless flame to light his way.



This man in the night no stranger to none, going by one name alone,
not the customary three. This journey of his he knows to be
endless, this fact of truth will not let fear into his being to
destroy all he has helped to create and nurture in everyone, not
being a Man or Woman or Child in realness, not even a God or
Goddess, a name given likely to a task of the heart, for his name
is Hope.



He walks in the darkness of every tomorrow unafraid, willing to
embrace us if we call out to him. It is within all great Souls that
he has traveled before or walks with us now. However not seen or
touched, no smell in the midnight air, if you are fortunate enough
to have his breath fall upon you, then breathe with him and your
soul too can strengthen in times troubled.



Our spirits are the fuel of his flame of light burning endlessly
through his journey within all, sparing not the fortunate alike for
he walks in no judgment of others. Waste not this flame he begs of
us all, carry your own torches if you may, if just for a little
while. Reminding us all from time to time, without hesitation, of
who gives up on who.
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Through My Blue Eyes
To Blind




It was so hot in Arizona that I was going to
stay on the city bus to wait for her while she went to her
interview. I needed to kill an hour or so, deciding it would be in
my best interest to ride around for a while to stay cool while
killing time.



It would be the most life altering ride I would ever take to date.
As I rode alone and in silence, looking out the window at nothing,
I saw as we approached the next stop in line, a blind man waiting.
He was an older man, with white hair and plain but very big
sunglasses and he was also holding the signature white cane used to
search the path ahead for obstacles in the dark by the
sightless.



The seats across the aisle adjacent were open, the man stepped onto
the bus and came back to where I was sitting. In a gentle voice he
said, "excuse me young man, is anyone sitting here?" assuming he
was referring to the seat across, not the empty seat next to me I
said no, it was open. He sat right down next to me on my side.



I tried to make small talk, saying that I could have been older
than him, however he referred to me as young man nonetheless, he
replied that he felt the energy of the younger generation, like
electricity waves. He asked if I would describe what I saw out the
window as the bus moved on. Not really feeling comfortable with
this development I sat in silence of his request.



Without so much as a tinge of irritation in his voice, he calmly
said:

"I'm sorry, did I sit next to another blind man?"

We had a laugh at that. I began to try and tell him what I saw, he
would stop me as we went along, asking for details that were right
there and I had failed to see them until those moments.



If I told him a man was walking, he asked me to describe his
purpose through body language he displayed in his stride, was he
hurried in his step? Did he walk with heavy or light feet? Was he
angry or happy and so on. Then he asked me about the trash cans,
were they full? What color was the trash, what kind exactly. He
made me guess the length of a squirrel in inches.



Suddenly emotions were crawling all over me like insects, one after
another found a place within, coming out to play all at once,
anger, sorrow, empathy, love, hate and on like that they coursed
right through me and I felt each one like cold hands to my
cheeks.



I looked at the blind man, he was smiling. Your eyes are blue he
said to me, to which I began to immediately take offense to his
sick twisted little game. I said something like, it's not cool to
act blind if you aren't. He smiled again, seemingly not phased by
my angering words.



I lost my eyes in a chemical accident he said, he removed the
glasses to reveal something that made me choke on my own bile.
There were empty sockets, deformed and void of the once human look,
no eyeballs were present, lest they be damaged, they were simply
gone, replaced by scar tissue.



My face was white hot, I could not believe what had escaped my
mouth this day, if only to be rendered shut again by the sight of
something no longer present in this man, something we need yet we
all take far too much for granted every day we look at anything,
our eyes and the ability to see through them.




The Rippled Soul
Effect










Challenged is the mind of all in these days
fortnight to whence for the few that become in lesser of knowledge
to their own existence of being.



Captured the hearts if however torn be the soul where bloomed in
darkness for any mortal, free is the coming of strength in the
wisdom of the many however sought in light fading blackness to and
fro.



Can one taste ones own fate upon silver tongue to flesh being
indifferent?

Men and Women will walk in their own shadows with torch of hope for
many but never in exclusive to the masses, to this be the guiding
to their way.



Perhaps the choice varied the facts never changing effect to cause
reason or absenteeism of.



Does a shadow speak in a whisper, kin to it's movement by light be
cast or Sun be granted in whole without pause?



The reflection in a pond granted by a stones throw if not alone in
this a fact or a fiction to be the vaporous breath of a bristling
coldness by day as throats give no more pause to residential
concern for words, a soul too will ripple like the waters unsure if
matters of heart or soul be left not tended.
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Tribute To All
Mommy's




This is a poem by a Bi Polar Timbo Bear,
written with love for all the mommy's out there. I just wanted to
say on behalf of us all, thank you for having us, for making the
right call. I have known some other mommy's who went another way,
choosing selfishness and murder right then, babies perhaps another
day. Mommy's can do things that no one else on earth can, now they
can even make us without any presence of man. They spit all purpose
cleaner and have dishtowels for hands, mommy's are the same
throughout all of the lands. Their kisses like band aids for our
boo boo's of flesh and soul, a mommy can fill any family role. She
will make up for no daddy or sissy, or brother as well, mommy's
don't have false promises to sell.



If you are a mommy ask yourself this, enough times today have my
family I kissed? I know that it sucks sometimes to have all this
pressure, of making sure things go smoothly without having to
constantly lecture. But you are the one keeping things together,
you know where the flashlights are in stormy weather. Listen up
people, I don't know what you think or have been taught, but a
mothers love is not something from elsewhere easily brought. It is
something she nurtures from the first day discovered, that you are
a life she will do her best to have mothered, all of your days til
you leave the house, watching you go like a tiny mouse.



You will always be your mommy's little one, watching us grow up so
fast for mommy's is not easily done. Mommy's give they rarely are
seen taking, some of the best mommy's don't have to be in the
kitchen baking. You just have to do what God said in your dream,
before you had your first labor pain and were about to pass out or
scream. Give them life from inside you and then set them free,
protection is granted and expected of thee. Good things are
happening to mommy's everywhere every second of the day and night,
it's because they love unconditionally and will continue to
fight



I am a realist though I warn you before say, all mommy's are not
included in my poem on this day, that there are those mommy's that
don't give a care, however judge or talk badly about them, I don't
even dare. We all have our demons that we individually must face,
regardless of gender, religion or race, Judge anyone, never will I
again, not by word of mouth, action or with my pen To some select
few I can say that I won't ever want know, of the bad things you
and only you know, instead I just hope in my heart, that these
things you'll let go of and bring light into dark. The things only
you know that make you a good mommy or not, asking to judge
yourself is something I'm not.



This poem like a double edged sword, has two sides to cut with, one
for the good and one for the bad, written mostly for reflection and
not to make sad. To all the mommy's that feel like they are really
trying, of this poem I hope you are not crying, unless these tears
that fall from your eyes, are tears of happiness like Gods tears in
the form of rain to cleanse when He Cries.



Written for all the (other) Mommy's that love their kids and can
say it to them.



Bi Polar Timbo Bear Hugs to you and Bi Polar Timbo Air Hugs if you
don't like being touched 



With love to all mommy's

Tim







Talking To
Death




Attention: Before
Continuing. Please remove children from the room and stay behind
the blue glass until this conversation is over. This is real and
very intense, be warned, please.

Thank You, Timothy



I would offer you a seat and tell you to sit, but you never do,
this conversation we both know is long overdue. We have talked
before you and I but never like this, letting people in to see our
words like lovers kiss. Love, that's funny, you don't know the
meaning, this bearing no secrets this night about you, the only
things you embrace are the pain and suffering of others you
routinely see to.



Two dozen and counting you have taken just from myself, you think
these souls are just some books on a shelf? You came for me so many
times, I believed your lies and almost committed your crimes. You
nearly got this one didn't you? Choosing instead to just put me
through, you came again and again, I knew you would get me I just
didn't know when.



What's that, your words now fall upon twin a deaf ear, no longer
this heart shall carry your fear. You won't take me, because you
can't shape me, you did so many times try, broken free of your icy
cold grip as so many nights you watched me cry. I nearly laughed at
you, how unwise a thought entered this weary mind this night, your
ticket is not one sought purchase of this my new flight. Laugh at
you, never, respect I honor you only with which to carry forever in
bitterness.



Please leave them alone now I won't ask or beg, it sounds like a
question but it's more like an egg. You can step on it one way and
nothing will happen, turned another way the egg easier cracking.
Death you know why I called this meeting, things you have done to
me are deserving of a beating, in metaphorical terms I speak to you
with your own blackened tongue, you have won every battle all
challenges won.



Let us lay aside these fist to sword, in movement of forward
stride, stripped naked of every emotion and feeling as I stand
before you with pride. Let's call this spade of black and render
victor to the fight not man but entity won on this your half to
full moon night.



I won't challenge you, not again ever, a fools mouth spoken to set
words a flight with feather. If you have taken one single soul in
the wake of challenges past fathered by mine own mouth, God help
me. You will leave here with blackened heart arrived, nary a word
taken to said darkness, just my sadness thrived, but hope burns in
you death, a light that you hate that I can see, wondering of a
world without you, even though we all embrace that it can never
be.



Please stop coming for them and me, look at the score death 24 to 0
that's a substantial lead, even made more to the point is the fact
that your game, will always be played solo I won't ever hang my
head in your shadow of blame. Thanks for your undivided attention
again death, I know your pissed still since a decade with no meth.
That's when I was certain, you were going to pull my final curtain,
funny to think that's not the worst, your dark scary bubble I'm not
trying to burst. You will come a knockin that one final day, I hope
I'm the last for a while you take from my family away. See you on
the other side F....R Thank you and good night. T.D.T Attention:
You may come out from behind the blue glass now. Thank
you.

Designer
Depression




If you know someone who has told you that he
or she suffers from mental illness of some kind, Bi Polar,
Depression, Schizophrenia, or any of the others. At any time have
you ever asked yourself if maybe they indeed do not have a valid
professional diagnosis, suffering instead from crappy life disease?
It's as real as any other disorder, except we all contract it at
some point in our life for some undefined number of evolutions,
granted some more and others less.




Before I go on, let me look you in the
proverbial digital eyes and tell you to think long before
challenging my words about to be expressed here, my credentials
include dozens of out patient drug and alcohol treatments, as well
as in patient treatment 4 times in 3 states for every mental
illness disorder that's been on television and even a lot more that
have not. Suicide attempts that were no cries for help, I got the
job done, but something always brought me back. I know a 50% of
100% of what the heck I am talking about.




My struggles were fierce, I did not want to
be here, I tried to go away so many times it's just a disgrace in
my eyes now to think of how I was so careless with such a precious
gift, a gambler gambling with souls instead of money. Yet time
after time, as I went to different Psychiatrists, who literally ran
a bakers dozen blood tests on me at a time to see what was wrong
with my brain.




Whatever was popular at the time, they
bequeathed unto me with such unabated generosity. Post traumatic
stress, depression, paranoid schizophrenia with psychotic
tendencies, Borderline personality, manic depression, Social
interaction disorder, and the last time I went they said it was Bi
Polar and almost killed me with the medication for it.




How deliciously ironic would it have been to
have finally after all those failed attempts previous, to have went
quietly into that dark night from the lithium poisoning that
occurred, a direct result of me wanting to live, choosing life and
living in fear of the mockery I made of my life, of what feels like
another lifetime of shame ago, yet never fades in memory or
haunting.




I met people that I wanted to suffer one
day, when I was sick in the hospital, they rolled in from time to
time, hospital to hospital, every one has one or a few as the case
was at the private owned and really plush clinic I was in once.
Women carrying their designer purses and staying a couple days like
they were on a business trip and it was some kind of hotel. Telling
me they just needed a break from the husband and kids for a few
days, so they come there because insurance covers it and they get a
refill on their scripts they need to raise their upper middle lower
class frigging family.




Tragedy, oh me? lets see, my SUV had a
problem once where it would not go, but a tow truck came and they
gave me a loaner car and blah blah blah. Murder, something on t.v.
and the movies, not in her life, she was a cheerleaders Mom. I sat
with blood filling in my mouth, I had bitten into my tongue pretty
badly, enough to require a stupid gagging thing I had to keep in my
mouth till I healed and they trusted me to take it out.






















It's hard not to look like a psycho, people
that I was close to were dying at the rate of flies and it was
taking it's toll in the form of chipping away every shred of pure
good I had left inside me. At one point I thought I had slipped
into a place so dark, I might take another human beings life. I
prayed to our Heavenly Father for the strength needed every morning
to make that feeling disappear forever. He listened that time.




If you have designer depression, look up
crappy life disease, it's in the book of Timbo under Deep in the
streets, in the hard knocks produce rocks chapter. I almost made a
fatal mistake because someone needed a 3 day vacation from
everything, while I fought drug demons, abuse of body and mind,
mental illness and everything else, trying so hard to quit, never
being allowed.




For those that don't!

Tim
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Dear Diary 1 &
2



Never in any days that have passed has
a heart raced faster than the one that beats inside this chest. I
sought their friendship, purest intent be to all for want of
nothing in return from any, save for a new pair of ears with which
to receive tales spun from truth or imagination alike. They have
not merely embraced my words but have heeded the messages of light
that are their carried in this life sustaining ink from this my
Phoenix Quill Pen and written forever to be seen as the Blood Ink,
Pure alone and of the Green Dragon veins.



I am the Blue Eyed Bard, a Phoenix risen from mountains of ashes as
my time passes into the next of my calling, how long shall I be
able to walk from this fire into their world? This is knowledge I
won't be granted sight of. This soul is getting ever more empty
inside, no matter the friendships and joys welcomed inside of me
the shadows spin tales of their own into my mind a wicked, they
bring thought to a darker place, less known before and becoming
ever familiar now.



I have the strength in my heart of a thousand Elephants and
Bishophants yet it's love I cannot battle to be won, no matter the
strategy set forth with, as they have all been embraced in lest of
not one time alone, these ways of wisdom delivered by throat of
experience. The throat of his happiness is risen to in bile
drenched, he chokes and spits the taste of hate from his mouth to
the dirt from the waiting wickedness his tongue seeks to bring out
of him. He will not blacken his own tongue onto the innocent ears
of this lands children for reasons even he cannot understand.



A curse has returned, once thought to have been slain like the many
Dragons that once took flight to protect those who lived as one
here. He would carry himself away from the fire for this fight not
to be won, his endurance and will was to be tested in regular and
compared to purity of his heart and none others be same. I am The
Phoenix, The Blue Eyed One who seeks no comfort of fire or flame of
any and or again, for knowing this path is one that will lead me
into the perils of loneliness as one with my thoughts to misery
fallen prey.



Fear not, this messenger of faith, hope, and friendship will surly
never again attempt the falling of himself on his own blade,
choosing to be alone and wait for this storm to come and pass,
irritated by the way it's imminence is mocked in hesitation in the
distant thundering skies. You fear nothing as do I he screams into
the cold night, looking in every direction as he yells out to no
one. You won't take me so you won't have me, so it written, fight,
a fight is a breath to me now, waver and die in my presence,
darkness, for you are to become my prey, it has been seen in a
reflection that it will be so.



A storm, waiting to enter the arena of battle now in hesitation of
his madness. What mortal dare stand and challenge the wicked that
fight the fight of never end to the death of all innocent? He could
not smell their fear, these evil shadows, but he knew that they had
felt it's unfamiliar touch on their black and rotting cheeks. He
would wait and when the stench of Death filled his nose to bring
message of the fear the shadows would now feel again, he would
raise his fist and a new and epic battle would begin, they will
know when the fight has ended when the thunder rolls freely in
retreat alone from the skies in which it blackens.














They will understand, they are his circle of
light, he will return to bring the scars of his flesh to their eye,
so they may see that the battle rages on forever as he rests one
more time, sitting in tear filled silence in his darkening presence
of oneness with himself inside of a very big but ever torn heart as
he sits within trying again to mend it's walls without squeezing
his own blood down his throat. They will understand and in their
thoughts alone your comfort lies now, for a time as you retreat
inside once again and mend what continues to tear.




Dear Diary 2





What comfort this day sheds it's skin to reveal underneath for not
of it's black scales of mindless thought but the glow of a fire
reflecting off the Moon of the newness that is this night from day
of same. No scars to bring to the fire, my breath escapes me softly
for this fact that I am able to share. They watch me walk as I
approach them humbled by their own expressions, the caring I see in
there eyes is real Dear Diary, the love unconditional and never
wavering, they are purest of intent through all my journey's
traveled thus to whence.



They will come to see me quietly escape now and again, receding
into the nights to return in battle scarred days, they stand for me
Dear Diary, unafraid of the unknown, why? It is not really a
question. I cannot imagine my travels without them to return home
to now Dear Diary. I ask this to mine own heart so that any path
followed of me lends them only to the light they seek, never
leaving anyone in the dark and cold of the midnight hours, this I
pledge to them Dear Diary, even the ones I won't meet for yet until
many tomorrows.



I won't stay gone long from the fire we all sustain, for I have
seen in this the light of tonight's absence of midnight glow and
again for all the tomorrows as it burns in the distance to guide
the way home to any all who need shelter and comfort of friendship,
the flames of hope rise in the darkness of every hour for all to
see in the nights. Dear Diary I have come to love them, I have
found love inside never seen from these eyes of blue to another
before, my soul may rest in safety and the comfort of knowing they
will stand for themselves and for each other and for me always, as
I will stand for all the Millennium by each their side. The rains
of my blue must fall again and forever more intermittent and in
respect of the faith granted me.



Sadness is losing it's grip around my throat again Dear Diary, I
can breathe now in great breath as I pry it's cold dead fingers
from my neck, a beast slain by the warriors of the worlds greatest
fight. A Bards fight was won this night, their words, their
thoughts were heard and felt, seen as weapons driven through the
heart of my demons reign of this day no longer. The storm, a new
direction, abated not by my madness but the strength of one people
by the glow that is our fire eternal.



Dear Diary, God Has His Angels and I have Mine.

























Cocaine & The
Chrome Jacket




The money was coming in as fast as the piles
of marijuana we were bagging up in the living room by the quarter
pound bags, my first time as a guerrilla farmer had yielded tens of
thousands of dollars worth of premium “Chronic” as I had researched
the growing process for hundreds of hours previous, all of my
research and hard work that summer paid me back a hundred fold. I
was in drug addict heaven, the pills and coke and anything else I
wanted were right there at my request. Now then, being somewhat of
a businessman I made deals that enabled me to have all the drugs I
ever wanted for nothing more than some footwork and careful
bartering and salesmanship. My business partner had all the
connections and I had the knowledge and motivation, together we
pooled our resources and we were now living the life.



In one life changing illicit deal, I saw a block of Cocaine that
reminded me of the bales of hay I had been bailing for the local
farmers to make money as a kid, more Coke than I had seen
altogether in my entire life to date, was sitting on a kitchen
table in the confines of a regular looking house in a regular
looking major city, to drive by, you would never think that there
were hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of guns and drugs in
that house, not to mention that no one there was afraid to pull the
trigger. Yes things were getting wild for this country raised boy
to man, living in a big city now and playing with the big dogs and
trying not piss like a pup, it was a dream that would ultimately
become a nightmare, much like any story that involves drugs and
guns.



I made my first acquisition of a high caliber hand gun when I moved
to the big city from a small country town, Choosing a street weapon
was my only opportunity because I had been flagged as having
attempted suicide and been hospitalized for it in the past, so
acquiring a legal weapon was not any option I could consider. My
friend had made purchase of his own upgraded weapon and
subsequently sold me my first pistol. I had a huge pile of Cocaine,
the purest stuff I had ever seen, and I had seen a little coke,
trust me. I had decided to keep it in my dresser drawer for easy
access, along with my pistol and bullets and all my cash as well. I
guarded that dresser with my life when people unknown of trust
worthiness were abound, in that business there is always someone
like that lurking.



After things started to take a turn as they inevitably will, I had
at some point discovered a bullet that was the same caliber as my
pistol, what made this one different was the chrome jacket. It
stuck out like a sore thumb from all the other jackets of brass in
my box of loose bullets, handed down to purchaser. I placed it next
to my bed in some cocaine induced Alfred Hitchcock type moment and
stared at it for a very great length of  time. I went on into
the perils of a lifestyle of recklessness for a while, then when
things started to spiral I decided that when the cocaine ran out, I
would put that chrome jacket in the chamber of that .40 caliber
 and it's lead gift would be the that last thing that went up
my nose, ending the nightmare that was once the life I chose in
full volunteer of.



The Cocaine lasted longer than the gun, I ended up selling it to
someone else who needed it more than me, what ever became of that
gun has never been my question to ask, the chrome jacketed bullet
stayed with me six years until I was able to hand it to someone I
loved and tell them I don't need this anymore, I felt a great
release on that day, unlike any other. No more Cocaine or guns nor
bullets for me. Life is a gift and granted in ways some may not be
able to fathom.



Written and Lived by Me




Because I Hate You That's
Why





You held my heart in your frigid hands and
you squeezed it dry, your wicked tongue alone could ever make me
cry, but tears no more will these eyes shed, nary a moment again
will I dread, life is not long enough to be scared, I choose to
remember the good times we shared.



For every tear you made me shed, because of you my son is dead. You
took it all and it wasn't enough, but all it's done is made me
tough. You drained my spirit like a cell eating cancer, I looked to
skies so many times for the answer, what I found was right inside,
the same kind heart that almost died.



The fear is not gone however rather dormant, in my dreams somehow
you still torment, a new day dawns and brings with it more pain,
but as each day passes my dark clouds yield less rain, my heart is
strong it's been broken before, but now it's time to shut these
doors.



My light that you darkened will brightly shine again once more, I'm
leaving it to Karma to settle this score, it's in your place that I
would never want to be, when the bad things you have done catch up
with you times three.



I have chosen to love despite wanting to hate thee, hatred is evil
and if let will consume me, my thoughts have been written not
spoken by word, in the hope they'll be read if my voice won't be
heard.



Because I love you, that's why.
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Angel In A Dark
Room



I sat in darkness not complete but by the glow of the monitor alone
as it cast a familiar ray around my presence, I thought of the
Moonlight and a smile found it's way to my frowning face once more,
sustained by the thought alone.



Then, the anger came in the wake of a rough emotional day, my
project that I have kept silent about is trying to consume me, my
past knows I am here to kill it and it will fight me to it's final
breath, more scared now because even our past has to face the
reality that nothing lasts forever.



I have had my faith put to the test on so many occasions I have
likened it to a heart monitor with green lines shooting up and down
in a cosmic rhythm of belief and anger and back again, a virtual
time machine my thoughts have been allowed to manifest.



I sat here and got madder and madder, I started asking God to
answer me. I was answered by this voice so unfamiliar that
description of it fails me. It was an Angel, not a Man or Woman, I
knew because they told me. I was not on any drugs and had not even
had a dance with Mary when this occurred.



The Angel said to me, you think He is not hearing you, that He is
saying no. Look around the Angel said, what have you not that you
asked Him for. I was trying to understand and the Angel knew,
telling me that all I have been asking for is what I need, that,
the Angel said, is precisely what you have asked for and exactly
what He has given and asked not demanded anything but a little
faith in return.



Well I felt just small right then, I did. I sat there with
butterflies in my stomach as the realization came that I have
everything I need and have all along, my project of a full 20 years
in the creation was never going to be finished under the
circumstances I was in, I needed everything that has happened in my
life to happen just exactly the way it happened. The Angel told me
that God loves me even when I stay mad at Him, I wept.



Look, I am not a religious guy, I don't own a Bible truth be told,
never read it. I have walked along the line of faith and fallen for
so long, yet whenever I selfishly want or need something, I ask Him
for a favor, I don't see that as me being fair to God at all, not
Him being unfair to me.



Why would an Angel sit with me in a dark room? The reason for that
is becoming ever more clear, I never lost the faith we are all born
with, I ignored it's calling for these so many years unless it was
to suit my own needs.



The Angel confirmed what my Soul mate said to me in first, God is
not doing anything but patiently waiting for me to embrace Him in
my own way. he won't stop loving me no matter how hard I push Him
away.



I feel obligated to share with you what others have devoted their
whole lives just to experience, an Angel sat with me in a dark room
by the glow of the monitor and answered questions that most
assuredly I had never expected to be revealed until
death.










Angel
Walk




In a time none
spoken of today, a man sat in the sand of a great desert all alone
with his thoughts of the death that surrounded his people of all,
these would be his lands of no more. He was ready to give himself
over to the entity that took it all away after letting him taste
this fruit for that of what seemed like a day to him now. Soon
things would be over, a tragic end to an even more tragic existence
he thought as the sun beat upon him with little mercy.



It mattered in truth alone now, pride had left after the plague
took her and it, this his once Kingdom had been failed by not this
one man alone. Love and death dancing in his arenas and streets no
stranger alike. A sure means to an end of the once thriving
existence of a people his, joined hand to heart in fight of
protection alone, now a battle never will be won this day or all
the others.



A man in clothing of great torn approached him as he sat weeping
into his hands. Will you wear my shoes, to walk the Angels mile
being this it's purpose this day? He squinted through his tears,
wetting eyes and cheek, who are you he asked this stranger, a
peasant surly. The peasant looking man looked down upon the man in
the sand and said will you walk the Angels mile to see them and
help them now? Does fear strike your heart so wicked that you
cannot step now sir?



The King rose from the sand as if in challenge of this peasant to
himself, broken and scared without a kingdom he stood brave
regardless, taking no mans sharp tongue to his ear, kingdom or
none. Take my shoes and walk, the peasant said to the King, he then
obliged not even knowing why. He placed the peasants shoes upon his
feet and immediately he was lifted in spirit and troubled thought
to the skies, he gasped as he saw her again.



The King had loved for once was only, she was taken by the plague
along with most everything. She stood before him now floating with
him, as beautiful as first night her face reflected Moon and back
again. She never spoke to him, her face carrying a truer message
his soul needed to hear. He would lead his people to the new water,
plague would turn from that to something not known until post mile,
location or the newness of said being the key to the survival of a
once greater people. he saw the journey and breathed again. His
heart gaining a new rhythm.



Whence he returned from this walk on air to knowledge be gained,
his body fell with great force to the realness of the earth once
more, taking his breath from him as he lie there in contemplation
of possible irony in death, shadowed in the light of spiritual
rejuvenation. He had not journeyed this mile for death to come
inviting had he? Surly not, the peasant stood above him. You know
where they must travel now, but they will nary to venture on
promise of life alone, you must make them see without grantees of
my vision as were set forth for your eyes alone.



The king blinked and the peasant was gone, no more were his prints
in the sand or signs he had been there at all be saw. A
hallucination perhaps the King thought to himself, looking down he
discovered he was still wearing the peasants shoes.

















The King returned and his people were in
follow of his vision alone, he had left behind in the sand a
weeping mans sorrows and born himself a new chance because he had
walked an Angel Walk and had seen her again and she told him she
would be waiting for all the years, if he must keep his heart
lonely, it was to be in choice of his alone.



The bad waters that brought so much death and were once thought to
be a plague, were now left behind and the bad memories were locked
in the gates as they closed for the last time and the King rode
away with a new contentment in his heart, one that would allow him
to live and prosper with his people again and not of them. He could
wait for her, Love will wait for any man, it is by the choice he
makes whether heart be lonely or cold, blame not escaping avenues
for sealed now.
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Dear
Barb




Honey I'm sorry I
am writing this so late, but I needed years to let go of the hate.
The hatred I still feel inside for him, because he murdered you in
cold blood on a homicidal whim. What kind of monster kills innocent
people, then turns the gun on himself when you both could have been
saved of this evil.



Sitting there showing a friend and his daughter from work some baby
pups, while the father to your three son's sneaks up and both of
your lives he snuffs. I had fallen deeply in love with you and I
believe you had in me, never getting a chance to begin our new
journey. Tears like rains from these eyes have fallen, when in my
dreams it's your voice I hear calling.



Selfish hate was all he knew, taking not just from me but three
boys with no clue, what would they do now with neither parent
around to help out, as he sat in his truck and put his own light
out. That was not the worst of it all, that night I was going to
your house when the police got the call, I decided against going
that direction, there were too many cop cars and I don't like
attention.



Baby I'm sorry I just selfishly kept driving, but they found you on
the road far away from the little girl that was crying. I had no
idea why the police were blocking the road, so I kept right on
going heading straight forward. Sitting in a tire swing she
witnessed it all, a scene so horrifying it would make a grown man
bawl. You ran opposite the direction she was then playing, knowing
he was going to kill you sparing of her life you were praying.



Barb, at least I was blessed in that I loved you, our chance to be
together I guess was never meant to. I think of you and the talks
we would have, joking around about trading kids just for some
laughs. I wanted you to be my daughters step mommy, you sure had
the approval of her uncle Tommy.



All we kept saying was this town is too small, to bring tragedy as
such on the scale of Grand Mall. It does not even seem possible,
but you were just one of two very close friends, whose spouse was
the reason their lives too short met ends. Not even related was
either tragedy, I started to feel like God was really mad at
me.



He took my best friend Charlie that year too, remember him, a big
ole teddy bear like Winnie the Pooh. I still have not come to terms
with all this, how you could be gone while I still exist. Barb I
know you were a better person than I, that's why when I look for
you I look in the sky, you are with the Angels now and when you
sing it makes me cry.



I love you dear Barb, I always will, I promise not to ever take
pills, or do anything else that might make things faster, because
not ending up where you are would be more than a disaster. I will
keep thinking of you all in good thought, not of the pain and
suffering he wrought. I hope you are able to help that young child,
helping her mind from going understandably wild.























I Love you dear Barb, I will wait for you,
please don't wait for me, I will never choose my misery, instead I
choose to celebrate, your life and his to not hate, the black heart
of wickedness need not come pumping, inside my body or mind to make
jumping. I will never forgive him Barb, to not hate is all I can
try, it's just never going to be fair that you had to die. May God
Be Beside You Always Barb, I love you baby, I'm so sorry. Rest
Gently In Peace,
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You're No June
Bug




On a day much like this one, or in fact any
other, I had a chance meeting with a Wife, Daughter and Mother. One
and the same all three they were, one very friendly lady, of this I
was sure.



Her name is called June, but not like the bug, for this is a lady
anyone would hug. She has put smiles all over my face, yet she
lives somewhere else in a whole different place.



She reads all my poems and that makes me happy, never thinks I am
less of a man if I get all sappy, even though I don't really know
her she has a place in my heart, and it's always been there right
from the start.



She is a good Mom and Wife of this I am certain, I can just see her
at home steaming the curtains, but this June is not like those bugs
I can't stand, this June is the type to offer a hand, to anyone in
need if she might be of service, if I ever met her I'd probably be
nervous.



But only because she is such a great friend, I would never ever
want that to end. Not saying it would not saying it won't ever,
just saying it because friendships are something I don't like to
sever.



June you will never be a bug to me, your words will always set my
thoughts free, to inspire more poetry and rhymes from my heart, and
for this I pray you will always take part. I will keep writing of
this you can be sure, I have found that for my demons there's no
better cure.



As for the comments you made on the pictures I posted, knowing it
was obvious of the animals I boasted, their love for me and mine
for them, you saw it sparkle like a priceless gem. You saw that I
love unconditionally, from a few pictures and my poetry.



It was this beginning to which I hope their will be no end, the
bonds that we make with all our new friends, an unlikely spot to
make your acquaintance, I feel like we are doctors and we are each
others patients, helping by listening, or writing it down, the
things that make us all smile and the ones that cause frowns.



I did not sign up here to classmates to follow a trend, but I am
happy I did because June you are no bug, you are my special
friend.



June, I hope this makes you smile so big everyone in the room has
to put on sunglasses!

(and stuff and stuff)



















http://pizmitsplace.smfforfree4.com/







Under The Same
Moon




Two pair of eyes they look to the skies to
take in sight of this glow, their hearts are content to the thought
that is lent, that this same light they both will always know.



Taking in the fresh night air, the beauty they share, on nights
spent together from afar, this is the thought that is carried not
brought, to them both as they gaze at the stars.



Together as one, they take in the same sun when nights they have
now turned to day, the words they both feel this bond shared so
real, the smiles that fill all their new days.



They stand in the night, in hopes that they might see one and the
same through their eyes, night after night, this is no plight,
rather a taking in together of this such a beautiful sight.



On those nights that are long as no rays lumen strong, together
they capture the magic of song, their tastes do agree, of lyric
they see, a connection that sets their thoughts free.



These words are thus carried by musical note, in hopes to their
hearts so softly to float, safety in knowing that they see the
same, not hiding in shadows or feeling such shame.



A bond that's unlike the tested of time, to lose this in ever would
feel like a crime, so remember always to listen with heart to thine
ear, for my song in the moonlight for your hearts to hear.











































http://pizmitsplace.smfforfree4.com/




























Stones In The
Water







Does a flame only walk to dance when a
whisper touches it's searing skin? Can you be a whisper if you have
nary a breath to speak with? The flames dance in wind not solo and
never paired to the constant.



Faces will always carry the hardened paths of the roads walked into
weary to nine travelers eye not in the oneness but same in wrinkled
feathers now leathered. That becomes the vision to a Gypsy Eye,
look child, the Witch rises and falls again no more with my hearts
breath being stillborn now.



We will ask for to speak and yet it will be to not be heard,
silenced be the wary for safer journeyed but one can be taken into
it again and again until never falls from forked tongue to pink
flesh in either but sickening unison.



You will come to yourself in the waters reflection to save your
dream of a tomorrow, say this is mine and today I will cherish that
which has been gifted unto me alone, better served being ones own
purpose than carry a strangers burden if no blood has run into one
vein.



Time is a reflection of earning when paths chosen become sacrifices
made, when all things scattered about become one again we fall upon
our knees and weep no more, rather take into our flesh the light of
Suns warmth and Moons cool luminescence as we stand under them in
great showing of respect.



We have a life to live and without that promise for a tomorrow we
must see in that lies a blessing, live in the now to be satisfied,
the past and future are never to call upon in the waters for
disappointment is harder abated whence towards post without middle,
they are the minds reflection no concerning of the spiritual self
for benefits will not concede.



A reflection becomes a teaching and learning mechanism, the ripples
of the alteration of ones true being when life experiences become
the stones thrown in your waters. We can be only truest in
reflection to our own eyes for no others can look within your
waters to grade your soul like a teacher with so many English
assignments.



Be truest to yourself and wickedness sheds a lesser skin every
time, be the kindness your own heart desires in nights of late to
earliest dawn. Walk long without fear for the steps of today are a
firmer step than past roads well traveled.
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On The Back Of The
Bishophant



He never looks back as the city gates fade in the background, it
hurts too much to see their faces as he journey's to lands unknown,
riding on the back of a best friend and trusted warrior of a
lifetimes worth of battles together.



Rudy, his Bishophant had been with him from an egg, found by this
traveler in his earliest youth, cared for and nurtured into a
mighty warrior. There were few of these creatures alive anymore,
known to reach insanity before 33 years of the passing night
glows.



Most of these powerful creatures had to be destroyed before they
tasted the blood of any man, or it would be too little too late for
their care giving hosts.  



Resembling a Stallion but twice as fast and as powerful as an
Elephant. Bishophants were great fighters in battle, however only
when controlled with a Mages serum to keep the taste of blood from
their mouths to wander.



Grohamn and Rudy rode fast and hard all through the coming days in
search of the healers touch to bring to the stranger who sought the
hand of such a powerful being.



The village breathed one breath together in great fear that he
would nary return. His heart raced with his thoughts as the mighty
hooves that were Rudy's feet to carry him pounded onto the packed
earthen road and sounded much like thunder rolling in off from the
distance.



He knew theirs would be great sorrow in the land if he could not
rise again to challenges presented as he knew this healer did exist
in the cold mountains but finding such a being alone and without
knowledge to, well he shivered, not from the cold.



Rudy came to a near violent stop, almost sending Grohamn flying off
his back. The healer stood in the road they traveled on for three
days and nights, right before them, a golden light ever so slightly
visible surrounding her.



She spoke softly and with no movement of her mouth, using thought
alone in which to communicate with them, you are seeking mine hand,
yes? Grohamn looked at her, not recognizing this face he had known,
something was different, but very wonderfully different.



Time was pressing his thoughts back to the people in the village,
they needed him to bring the healer home. The healer reached out
her hand and he helped her onto the strong back of his lifelong
friend.



Rudy put his nose to the wind and set off running as fast as he had
ever run. They would not stop until they reached the gates, it's
all they could promise.



















Hey Cancer You Owe
Them




Hey cancer eating away, the cells of 
the innocent every day, once more you have reared your ugly head,
you took Him from them but His spirit is not dead. You took Him
from me before we could meet, you left his family feeling hopeless
in defeat, of this pain that he suffered He is finally free, cancer
you owe them for letting them see.




I don't understand why you continue to do
it, you make people suffer, entire family's go through it, from big
ones to small, from womb into life, you cut through our souls like
a dull rusty knife, leaving me the task this time in my life, to
deliver this message to his son, daughter and wife.



Lance appeared to me one night in a vision, as real as a person,
not like on television, He stood there feet from me not as tall as
the trees, but larger than life in the cool evening breeze, I knew
not His name then, or who this man was, but I knew I should trust
His message, just because.




I moved out of state not long after, the
message came with me, and all the tears and the laughter, I still
did not know that visit was from you, coming to ask me to try in
words to get through, one strangers message to another, to tell
these children and their Mother, when the time felt right after I
had met them, to tell this family you will never forget them.



You see a message like this one delivered profoundly, might just
let them know that again they can sleep soundly, knowing their
Lance is up in the sky, watching them daily trying not to cry, it's
the sadness they are feeling that moistens his cheeks, He hopes as
the days turn into weeks, that His family knows he forever will
cherish, the memories and love that with Him did not
parish.




He wanted to tell you that He's sorry He
had to go, it was the cancer that took Him up to the big show, you
know the one way up in heaven, He sings with the other Angels
starting every night at seven. Listen closely in the wind and you
will hear, the voice of your Lance singing in your ear. The message
has been delivered to them Lance, I really want to thank you for
this chance, to be a part of the mending of souls, but not all the
way, just achievable goals. I never met you in life, but I feel
like I've known you before, I am reminded of your presence when I
walk through their door.




Tina has no idea
that I am writing this for you, in fact I am scared for her to go
through, the emotional pain this will surly cause, I guess that I
hope she will stop and take pause, to reflect on your death in such
a way, as to know if by choice, you'd be with them today, but
cancer is wicked, no soul be spared, the pain left in heart of all
those who cared.



I miss you Lance, because I missed you Lance, but I met you after
death, I said to myself out loud, I will find out who this man was
that was able to speak to me without a breath. The message you
brought I thought for me, in all my selfish misery, I'm sorry
Lance, I nearly failed this time, that is why I chose these rhymes,
to softer deliver message to ear, that you their Lance will always
be here.



It's ok now for the
pain to be less, never forgetting just doing your best, to get
through the years without Him there, never forgetting how much He
cared, never replacing or getting better, just saying I miss you in
words or a letter, but from your mouth these words don't need
travel for Him to hear, your message received long ago in life,
your love He knows pure.





Hey cancer, you owe them a life, a son, a
Father with kids and a wife, but this is no debt that you can
repay, you saw to their suffering of every day, this is just one
family on your belt full of notches, as time inevitably passes like
the hands on wrist watches. You took Him from me before I could
hear his voice, now as I write this I hope He made the right
choice, cancer you chose Him and He chose me, and now I hope I can
make them see, that they must celebrate His life, and now only in
chosen times will they mourn, of the passing of one of the greatest
souls ever born. R.I.P.
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My Name Is
Jimmy




My name is Jimmy I was but three, on the day
that my Daddy killed me.




He did not mean to do it, he hit me before,
this time he just kept hitting me as I

lay on the floor.




But the reason he did this was all my fault,
you see I make Daddy mad so he has to lash out.



My Mommy left us and never came back, Daddy said it was my fault
because I was a brat.




I tried to be better, but I was but three,
that's why I don't blame

my Daddy for accidentally killing me.




I should have tried harder to not wet the
bed, but the nightmares kept playing out in my head.




Closing my eyes just

brought more fear, every night I cried myself to sleep wishing
Mommy was here.



Please don't hate Daddy, he tried his best, but I was nothing more
than a pest




Trying to hug him when he wanted no touch,
saying I loved him so very much



These are not things my Daddy wanted to hear, I knew that to please
him I must get him another beer.




I tried to be brave on the nights you would
leave me alone, waiting by my window for you to come home.



But then when you got there and saw my tear streaked face, you
would tell me that crying was a disgrace.




So that's why you hit me to give me a reason
to cry you'd say, that's why you hit me too many times that
day.




Now that I see things in this new light, I
hope that my Daddy will be all right.



He just meant to teach me a valuable lesson, that's why my Daddy
signed the confession.




And now my Daddy is waiting to die, can't
they understand like I do and see why




He had to do those things to me, to teach
me my lessons and help me to see.




Mommy left Daddy because I was bad, now
Jimmy's the reason that his Daddy's sad.



Written for all "Jimmy's" By Tim T.




Please Walk On The
Grass




It's not something I want to be proud
of, I just can't find a balance I guess, but how is it I should not
be? Indeed a practice dating back literally thousands of years,
this was what I had recreated in that one bedroom apartment over a
decades worth of Moon passage ago, but to me just another life
lived and died.



I discovered the gold mine of available information that was and is
the Internet so many years ago I used to say I started out on the
web with a Genuine Pentium None. I had a specific point of interest
then, I sought the same spiritual reflection through the journey of
hallucinogenic mushrooms that LSD had yielded for me so often in
the past.



Until we had taken some bad Acid and it nearly killed my girlfriend
at the time and I, it was an ugly night and one that haunts me
still. I had discovered through hundreds of hours of research that
mushrooms could be grown in ones kitchen, natural and safe, so to
speak. I set out to master this cultivation of vision and spiritual
awakening and tried and failed like so many before me.



Frustration had become obsession, I mastered the technique and soon
had piles of the most sought after street substance anywhere. We
had parties and we all ate them and we all had so much fun, nothing
bad ever happened through a couple years, because I was a
responsible irresponsible person and it was a small circle.



I can tell you I am an extremest, in so I tend to do things that
are not healthy for me at times, although not at all these days. It
was never enough, the mushrooms would make me laugh until I cried,
see the walls get all melted down like candle wax and see into the
pores of my own skin like I had a microscope attached to my eyes,
all things most people who take this type of drug don't want to
see, as it's pretty intense to consume large amounts.



Mine were all organic, no manure, I was a pro and proud of my
scientific achievements but was unable to share with the world.
Mushrooms are big jail time, I never sold a single one to anybody,
like that makes a difference right?



I kept pushing the envelope, eating more and more, going farther
and farther on these amazing journey's filled with spiritual
reflection and almost euphoric evenings spent watching a Metallica
DVD and tripping my arse right off. Then the night came when I
decided to Shoot The Moon. A decision I do not regret, but never
repeated again.



Three to Five grams of mushrooms will send anyone on a night to
remember, if they are a known strain. Mine were Matias Romero and
they were just fine. I decided I would ingest 42 grams one night
against my friends wishes, as she was partaking as well. What
happened next was insane.


 I had always told people that were too far
out to take off their shoes and socks and walk on the grass, it
brings you back down to earth so to speak, it always works. I was
sitting in the chair next to my friend, soon things were getting to
a level never before felt in any capacity, soon I could see myself
in a third person view from the couch I thought I was sitting on
across from her.








I was getting freaked out so she put on the
DVD I had seen a hundred times, I did not recognize anyone and
could not understand the music. Soon I began to float up and away
from my body and my friend and her house, soon I was floating
higher in some kind of space chair, hanging on scared as I had ever
been.



She carefully got me outside, I was in a trance she said, no
communication and that scared her. She got me outside barefoot, I
was watching the entire scene from outer space, stars floating by
in front of me. When my feet touched the cool wet grass, I was
pulled back to earth as if on a tether.



I was higher than I had ever been on any drug in my life and it
just stopped being fun right then, but the worst part was she went
to bed after a normal trip and I was left alone to hallucinate for
another six hours. If you find yourself floating away, on drugs or
not, please, walk on the grass.
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Pain, Proof You Are
Still Alive




They pushed our faces in the dirt, they
tried to make our muscles hurt, they screamed and yelled and
screamed some more, they kept on walking on my freshly waxed floor.
Up at 4 in bed by 9, you had better make good use of your personal
time, write a letter and take a shower, there's not much you can do
in an hour. The chow was great when you got eat, but it seems in
seconds we heard "on your feet," running out the door still chewing
your food, the drill sergeants were never ever in a good mood.
Infantry training was harder than any other endeavor, that is why
other countries don't attack us ever, Fort Benning is where you and
I at different times slept, but as young as I was I still never
wept.



Leaving for Mepps on my 17th birth day, I thought it would be
awesome in every way, but then my face got introduced to the red
Georgia clay and I wished I was back at home nearly every day. The
CS gas training man you don't have to ask, I was at sick call and
arrived later that day with no gas mask, see just the night
previous I went down to the ground when they popped the big flare
in the sky, that's when a tiny twig messed up my eye, and so I
arrived to the training with absolutely no clue, that when those
guys heard the "POP" they knew what to do.



See they all got their masks at the time when my eye, was getting
looked at under UV light with the purple dye, upon my arrival at
the CS gas training range, I had not even noticed that these guys
looked strange. I took a seat in the bleachers in back, not such a
good spot during a CS riot gas attack, the Drill Instructors came
from directions of everywhere, they had these long sticks with gas
shooting out in the end of them and into the air. I saw all my
buddies putting on masks, where the heck was mine? There was no
time to ask, I started to run and they thought me a coward, they
threw me to the ground and with CS Riot gas I was showered, I don't
have a mask I tried to shout, but my face was on fire no words
would come out.



Suddenly the scratch on my eyeball was the last on my mind, I was
searching for something in the fog that I had to find, see brother
when my eyes closed up and the snot and drool ran free, my weapon
had become separated from me. The others may not fully understand,
what happens to grunts if their weapons leave their hand, I was
crying now as I inhaled so much gas, I retrieved my M-16 and was
sure more than ever this test I had passed, when they indeed found
that I had not been a coward, relief and compliments were then
being showered. They broke me and made me whole once more, but the
boy that arrived there lives no more, a kid had arrived all cocky
and tough, thinking he knew what it was like to live rough, but the
ARMY taught him things that on his own he would never know, like
just because your height never changes it does not mean one cannot
grow.



Even though it was never for me, there is no doubt that they helped
me see, the path I was on was heading for fail, it was not going to
be long before I wound up in jail, or worse even then what prison
would be, the criminal life was never for me. I have great respect
for all of my brothers, whether you come from from white, black,
red, or yellow, to brown or any other color of Mothers. Thank you
to all who stay and fight, whether or not others think that it's
right, for our soldiers are just doing what they are told, to
question military authority you have to be stupid not bold. I wrote
this for you Don and all of our standing and fallen, and for the
ones like my Father whose demons just keep on a callin, never
affording him any rest, constantly his emotions are put to the
test, the things he has seen, well I won't speak, they could not be
spoken and received without harm to ears
weak.







Spirit
Hawk




A man who travels his journey daily and
without pause save for a moment of reflection at times, knows
little the intent of this great bird of prey that follows him as
the days have turned weeks to many a month now.




Implied is the spirit that soars ahead of
his path in a friendship not forgotten if in the truth alone he was
only taken by the evil that invades the chosen souls, taking that
which is not ours to covet this friendship between two brothers of
different blood.




Cancer took the inside away but never
faltered a divine spirit within him now as he flies to watch this
man who saw him to the gates of his death without selfish reserve
and never with abandon as he cared for a once human soul turned to
spirit flying.




He is blessed now if not in deference to
this man of the hawks protection and sight eternal as he soars ever
higher and flies free of the pain and able to breathe free, once
straddled was his throat by the darkness of suffering as if it were
choking him to the final darkness of no returning.




The man and the hawk fly together as one, if
he is grounded while the other be set free in a grandiose display
of unselfishness and caring of the weak and suffered an unexplained
affliction to bring death calling to yet another undeserving
family, alone it's purpose and intent forever this cancer that
takes ours from us.




See through the eyes of this hawk as he
flies to send your spirit a message, once heard and followed be not
anything lest humbled in the light of his absence in future if you
journey again without him, never travel upon blistered toe again
for resting of the soul heals many wounds.




Whispered in my ear did Lance, and was
written by my pen to paper, now this message hath been delivered
unto him Sir, as I have heard your voice.

Timothy
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Trading Beers For
Tears




I used to never cry, due to something my
Father always said, "I will give you something to cry about" when
indeed I felt the tears were quite justified to begin with. He
never cried, my Father, just once in the 39 years of my life have I
ever seen the man cry. He drinks as hard as his heart is and so you
may not know this already but he is made of stone, as hard hearted
and compassionate as a rock hitting you right in the head. The
drinks kept his rains from falling for all the years that have
passed and for every one he has left, I don't see that changing
ever. I grew up and became a lot like him because I was taught that
to cry was to show weakness and as his son I never wanted anyone to
see me vulnerable save for immediate family members, then
eventually not even them. Years literally went by and the closer I
got to releasing those tears the more alcohol I would consume, good
ole courage in a can or bottle I always say. Is that courage? I
don't think I have to tell you the answer to that, something tells
me it's a no brainer, but just the same, years of my life were
becoming just bottled up emotions and that was getting
dangerous.



One Sunday morning in Minnesota, now I don't know if yours is the
same but in that state of this great union, one was not able to buy
liquor on Sundays. Being a good alcoholic that I had been trained
to be, and literally hating the bar scene, I always made sure I had
stocked up every Saturday night before 10 pm when the liquor store
closed. I did not want to get caught on a Sunday with no beer or
hard liquor, for crying out loud it's football Sunday! I had a
party one Saturday night, not that much different than any other
Saturday night at my house save for one thing, a LOT of people
showed up. We partied all night and as per the usual, I woke up
making a deposit into the porcelain throne via my alcohol saturated
guts. I was seriously hung over and had considered a bit of the
hair of the dog that bit me, a Bloody Mary, hold the celery stick,
was just what I needed to get the shakes to go away. I walked into
the living room adjacent to the kitchen and saw the condition the
house had been left in from the night before, it was all I could do
to stop the pounding in my head as it was, but seeing this mess
made me even more sick, one little drinky poo and I was going to
get busy cleaning up the mess. I went to the fridge first to see
what mixer was possibly left from the night before, nothing there.
Well, it was going to suck real bad, but a shot or two would take
the shakes off me so I went in search of something to keep me
steady. I started finding empty bottles everywhere, this had been
some party man. I searched a bit more and said oh well, I have some
in the cupboard that I kept hidden for just such an emergency,
right behind the boxes of breakfast cereal. I always remarked that
my breakfast of champions was Vodka sometimes, not Wheaties.



I opened the cupboard and immediately noticed that someone had been
there before me. I started to literally panic, my reserve bottle
was gone! Now I started to freak out, I could not stomach wine and
3.2% beer and that's all you can get at the bar on Sunday, besides,
I had no money to sit in the bar anyways, I had a charge account at
the liquor store. that's when I really panicked, I must have looked
like a guy looking for his car keys like he was going to be fired
if he was late for work one more time. I am sort of glad I never
saw what I looked like, as I did not need to add to what was
happening already. I searched high and low to no avail, we must
have drank everything in the house that contained alcohol, even the
mouthwash was gone. I sat down on the couch and put my head in my
hands and began to sob. I had no way to numb the pain now and keep
the tears at bay. I cried for all the years I had not cried, all in
one sitting, then I found myself cleaning the house and crying at
the same time, I realized I had traded in the beers for lost
tears.







Walking In The
Banana Fields




There is a place you all know, it's not
really a place where fruit actually grows. It's a place to run to
when time are tough, a place we go when our souls feel rough. This
is a place I call The Banana Fields, don't even bother there are no
shields. You will go there from time to time, it's place where your
brain will ooze from your ears like slime. You can't run away until
you have your stay, it's not something you or I can disobey. Banana
Fields you say? I have met my kind there because we all know the
way. There is no secret trail that leads astray like these fields
of madness we walk on our darkest of days.



You won't find the field because it finds you, you cannot prepare
or know what to do. Strength will follow your ultimate emerging,
these terrible dreams that haunt be purging. A cleaner soul will
again emerge, when a soul is cleansed by a powerful urge. A place I
won't see you or you to me, not a place we want to be, but you will
have to do the time, whether or not your spirit is in line, we all
will walk the fields of yellow, to see the passage of our life to
be mellowed.



Wallow not long for the death card be drawn, tomorrow is the only
beginning anew to spawn, get out the scythe and cut down your
bindings, tomorrow is a day for all the new findings. Walk slow as
your fruit in metaphor alone it won't grow, without the need for
thirst of the know. You are different like cold flakes of snow
falling, but in these Banana fields we all share one calling. It's
not the black bird of your breaths no more in calling as the rising
of chests and the heartbeats sure falling, you can keep the
darkened eyesight for another gentler night, a stranger is calling
out with their plight.



Magnitude is not the measure, the heaviest of things are light as a
feather, to some the flame burns cold not hot, to others it feels
as though time forgot, sitting there rocking yourself back and
forth, inside of a heart that is full of remorse. Letting go to
perish is frightening and crashes, waking anew is like lightning
and flashes. Walking taller as time makes you shorter, bringing
yourself a new kind of order, that is all the reward sought for
some but not others, as sisters to men are like mothers and
brothers.



Carry your wind in your lungs and purify it with soul, may your
breath carry the kindness of all that is whole, speak with a tongue
that is backed by a heart, never letting wicked drive your words
like a wedge it splits apart. Hammer thy name in the sands until
glass, for self preservation I will always raise my glass. I ask
not the masses will they help me to see, it's something I take unto
forever only me. Remembered are not just those fallen or winged
broken, never spending emotions like cheap arcade tokens.



My heart rises with the Sun and falls with the tears of the blue
eyed sky, never opted is the choice to live or die. The calling is
there in the sounds of your winds, you must listen intently to the
cries heard from within. Walk the fields in careful of the mind,
the Banana fields are not intended to be kind, lessons learned is
the moment to seize, if let the mutiny of madness will bring you to
your knees.

























What's This Life
For?




What
exactly I want to ask my friends, is the true means to all the
ends? Is there a life to look beyond, will I see my reflection in
the futures pond? I know it's true that life seems unfair, people
go on without a care, but are they happy just getting by, I doubt
my eyes the only ones that cry. I know that someone always has it
worse, but there are days I feel like I'm cursed, don't believe in
that stuff some would say, but a curse is a feeling that won't go
away. I know that there are things I could do better, pick up the
phone or write a nice letter, but just like others I wait and see,
will anyone ever just understand me? I want to embrace that higher
power, I feel like a troll locked in a tower, someone the villagers
just love to hate, here they come again wielding torches isn't that
just great?



But the torches they carry are not set to burn, instead they bring
light and for kindness they yearn, no one is hated by all of the
ones, unless words they can fire like bullets from guns. People are
trying hard to see the good, so then why can't we all be kind to
one another like we all know we should? Life gets us all down at
one time or another, we need to embrace like sister and brother. I
think that the question on a few peoples minds, is why we all close
ourselves off sometimes like window blinds, but the answer to that
lies in wanting to be forever protected, from feelings of anger or
being rejected.



People can hurt inside and out, bad feelings built up can make a
quiet one shout, but look around you just a little bit closer and
see, that to make the world better it must start with we. Living
for you that's not a bad plan, but think of all the rest in your
clan, if you tried just a bit more to be kinder, then none of us
would ever need the gentle reminder. Ask to yourself what is this
life for, will I open or slam every opportunity door, sometimes we
fear what's on the other side, knowing that life can be a wild
ride. But courage is strength and wisdom will follow, don't let
your soul ever get hollow, reach deep inside and take out your
best, as for everything else it's merely a test.



Can you pass this test of time, do you see the meaning inside the
rhyme? Life will dictate but only if let, I hope when you read this
the message you'll get. Ask yourself when you first wake up, will I
harness the days energy and drink from life's cup? Perhaps instead
you might choose to be blue, throwing up your hands to say I know
not what to do. But we are given the power of free will, and in
that we must at times swallow our pride like a jagged little pill,
we can make choices that affect the one or the all, that is simply
an individual call. Was this life given to us just to waste? Make
something of it now, please do make haste, you might not get the
chance of tomorrow, don't leave the ones who love you behind in
great sorrow.
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Faceless
Shadows




We all want to think a laugh is a beautiful
sound, after all when we are very happy we talk almost in laughter
to express the joy inside us. We share our laughter when it fits
the moment and disguise it when we don't want to be the bearer of
the painful melody to a distraught ear. Is it the motion we carry
that makes the lips curve or the belly jiggle, a howl escapes and
in it's wake are sometimes the tears of a joyful evolution,
sometimes savored and by yet others lost. Kindred twins become the
face value of the thoughts of fears and happiness as they try their
harmonious balance with reserve being met, for there is without
question many answers that are looked upon and never seen, we can't
choose our own blindness, but why do we then?



You take the cigarette stained lips and wipe the lipstick from the
barrel not from or for me but want nothing, is this shameful? You
can't ask s spirit to walk amongst the weary and not feel the
yawning breath escape it's own face whether shadows climb these
mountains bare footed or bloody in the end it's given reference
equal and greater. Why does my carriage become my master and
tethered are my bones to my flesh no more, burn me and walk into my
flame to feel no heat whence to proper waiting times is this eye
beseeching, they took them for a century and again and they said it
was going to bring forth my calling. I sit on the stones of my
rising sun alone, waking hours are for the rested today, shadows
are my food and this feeling of victory I have drank from it's
fountain and drowned upon flesh to spirit light snuffed and lighted
and falling to shelter but never in constant you will find me in
the falling luminescence of a better way. The tiger has his own
claws now to poke a silence in balloons like his thoughts can they
be deflated every time? The turtle takes his limbs into his being
in separation of a physical mantra of living in compliance of
everything he suffers. Snake will wrap his limb less body around
the neck of a dying fear, choking this as a crime looked away from
only for purpose being purer than the intent followed through
conviction and separation of lies from life's beginning to deaths
ending.



One will walk while numbers will fall, it's the rising that is
calculated in determination of outward strategy for a better road
well traveled in distances that become more final upon every
stepping. You will know your steps be they heavier to softest
treadled, blinded or with light in one final resting to comfort
upon your own wisdom sought and further gained with that meaning.
Bring spirit to awareness and bringing that is to your hearts
greatest desire. No soul can be untethered, for vile and of wicked
intentions the always faction of that unbiassedly meeting, bleeding
the darkness onto mine own flesh be their forever calling through
black days and bright nights. Our paths vary little more than a
cough from a sickly child's lungs, blackened by fear breathed all
these nights into dawning. Is there a place to hide the sullen air
to keep innocent breath from taking in this madness that is the
times of now? I have not become the place of that bidding and will
fall under no man's blade to my throat again or hereafter to any
other as I have the scars in my flesh on my back to show deceit
lives on the skin of every innocent for life and each separate
eternity.



You can't recede from me now caller, I have heard your laughter
carried by the winds of change all in a familiar algorithm that
controls all my senses as the days have surrendered to my bidding
now and again, these are the tears that fall for all of them as
they won't see their own faceless shadow in the cold dirt and dusty
wind blown trails. I will not come to the fields of bitter sweet
flower to be felt the burning of a thousand stings as the beautiful
bumblebees that are in this life become black to my better sight.
Take me there to fight me and rule my senses or walk on one leg
home dark ones.







Bi Polar
Bear



Not paying attention, cause I didn't really
care, until on television they mentioned this Bear, I sat up to
listen and then tried to see, the picture of you they showed on
T.V.



Two different Species is what they were saying, attention to this I
was now paying, a Grizzly and Polar had made a new Bear, an
unlikely union of D.N.A. that they shared.



I am no expert on animals or humans, but this seems to me a miracle
of communion, survival being the

point herewith, your existence before was only a myth.



Man has literally taken from you, the places once called home that
now protect the few, life will find a way of that there is no
question, events such as this cause me reflection.



Thinking of times when you could run free, whether of Black or
Brown species or Polar or Grizzly, changes have forced once enemies
together, survival the key to this storm you must weather.



To show you indeed how much I care, I thought of a name and called
you Bi Polar Bear, to some it's

just silly, to others it's cool, whilst others may think this
author a fool.



Bi Polar was chosen for name like the disease, to represent the
sadness of my honest pleas, would I lay

with my enemy just to survive, would I do what it takes to keep my
name alive?



The answer is no to this I would not, not even to avoid getting
shot, man is not hunted by you, like

weapon he draws, only in protecting your own do you kill without
pause.



We keep taking from you, all your land and food, then act like we
don't understand your bad mood, you

are just tired of the non stop searching, to find a new place for
your peace and family nurturing.



We are the ones who should leave you alone, you were just fine in
your dens made of stone, but we have to meddle in everything out
there, and thus forced a new species called Bi Polar Bear.



Combining the power of two different creatures, you definitely have
some of each features, but this

seems not something to be proud, for over this new life there hangs
a dark cloud.



A cloud of remembrance of a different day, when Bi Polar bear was
just something I'd say, no meaning

of truth behind something so crazy, after hearing your story my
skin went all paisley.



I'm sick in my tummy for what I did not do, but I am still a human
and they did this to you, so I don't

expect or hope you forgive, I am stunned by the lengths you've gone
through to live.



This poem was written in the intent of to share, and honor you with
my words written in great care, for

the reason I call you,



My Bi Polar Bear.







Bi Polar Bear
Hug




Started for a friend of mine, her name is
June Bug, I sought new way of expression so I came up with Bi Polar
Bear Hug.




It's just a symbol of the ups and downs, the
smiles the laughter the tears and the frowns. The emotional roller
coaster that is this disease that I and others like me face, Bi
Polar bear Hugs don't recognize race.




Never meant for just one rather designed for
all, it's Bi Polar bear Hugs that can pick us up when we fall. If
you want to please do, extend one of these to a loved one or
stranger on through, using words of expression or however you
choose.




Just
don't let a day ever go by, when you knew that one way to stop that
next cry, was to offer a Hug of this new unique name, to let it go
by would seem like a shame. Just giving one out may not yield one
returning, but just doing nothing will consume you like wildfires
burning.




You don't even have to use all the words if
you choose, send out a B.P.B.H. what have you got to lose, that's
only four letters containing such profound meaning, that when I get
one it feels like I'm dreaming.




The
power of Bear with tragedy of disease, combined into one for a
heart they shall please, awareness and strength all pooled
together, in our world of kind souls any storm we can weather. I
hope in my heart this idea will catch on, I only thought it started
as fun, but then deeper and deeper these hugs of the soul traveled,
and one by one the mystery unraveled.




I started to see this in a much brighter
light, I knew I had to write this and share with you my plight, to
get these hugs sent out around the world, send this out like stones
to be hurled.




Albeit these stones are not even hard, soft
as a feather from the lips of a blue eyed bard. Won't you please do
this for me, your friend and company in happiness and misery.
Please hurry won't you to send out just one or maybe a bunch, this
could really catch on I have a strong hunch.




Sending out the first Public Bi Polar Bear
Hug to all of you individually, please hug me back.




Timbo




11-14-2008
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