 Poetry

So Sad, So Sad

T’is true, said I, “So sad, so sad”

But if you were to die, “So sad, so sad”

Would I be, “So sad, so sad”

For without you,

The world would stop turning,

The fires of Heaven would stop burning,

The whole world would cry,

For twas sad for you to die,

T’is true, said I, “So sad, so sad”

Souls Are Like Windows

What do you see when you gaze into the soul?

You see

thoughts,

hopes,

dreams,

fears,

ambitions,

triumphs,

defeats,

regrets,

smiles,

laughter,

sorrow,

pain,

heartbreak,

what is,

what was,

what will be,

what might be,

what will never be,

broken promises,

shattered dreams,

destinies fulfilled,

who you are,

what you believe,

what makes you a person,

what makes you tick,

how your logic works,

how you can function in society,

pride,

dignity.

The soul is like a window,

Observe someone else’s,

And they get a glimpse of yours.

When you stare into a window,

There are no secrets then,

Both sides are fully exposed,

Plain to the naked eye,

Plain to see,

Plain to touch.

Full disclosure,

A vulnerable experience,

We guard our secrets,

Sometimes too much,

We hide ourselves away from others,

Allowing only a few in,

And if they betray us,

Then our doors are shut for good.

Few people embrace that trust,

Few can put their faith in the basic goodness of all people.

But those who can,

Are the ones who have truly clued in,

To the grand idea of brotherhood,

And those who can do this,

Are the happy ones.

Souls are like windows,

Easy to shut when we need our privacy,

Yet clear as day to someone who is allowed to look inside.

You’re the best to play pretend with…

You are the best to play pretend with,

To set aside reality,

And look at everything through the eyes of a child,

With innocence,

Unending joy,

And awe of the world.

With you I can fly high above the land,

Soaring like the birds only dream of,

The wind blowing below me,

Keeping me afloat in the air,

The fresh smell of the air around me,

The sights, sounds, and experiences,

That you can only have 10,000 feet off the ground,

It’s an exhilarating feeling.

With you I can play war,

The epic saga of a great battle,

A clash of titans,

The noble, romantic hero,

The cruel, evil villain,

Locked eternally in combat,

Neither the true victor,

As both are forever required as elements of a greater story,

One larger than anything involved,

It’s an escape from normality.

With you I can explore the places that exist in my imagination,

I can explore ancient ruins,

Hidden cities,

Vast expanses of jungle,

The polar ice caps,

I can go anywhere I want,

And you’ll always be there to guide me,

To keep me from getting hurt,

And to say something funny,

Or do something cute.

It’s a fascinating thing.

You are the best to play pretend with,

To get away from real life,

And just try to bring back the old days,

Where we could always just say “Pretend this” and “Pretend that”

With you I can go to space,

With you I can breathe underwater,

With you I can walk on the ceiling,

With you anything is possible,

With you, love never dies.

Playing pretend is a good memory,

And you remind me of it best.

Pretend this never ends.

This is it…

This is it…the day we’ve waited our whole lives for,

The day it all finally happens,

Everything just…“clicks”,

When everything we’ve worked for pays off,

When the pieces slide into place,

When it all makes sense.

This is it…the thing that you wanted,

What you’ve worked for all these years,

What you’ve always dreamed of,

Your greatest ambition,

The one hope that kept you going all this time,

Your light at the end of the tunnel.

This is it…the thing that makes you happy,

The one thing that can always cheer you up when you are sad,

The thing that chases away the gray clouds in the sky,

The thing that makes you feel utter bliss,

The thing you love the most,

Your passion in life.

This is it…your greatest fear,

The one that scares you deep down in the deepest pit of your soul,

The one that makes you turn all white,

The one that makes all the hairs on your neck stand up,

And gives you goose-bumps all over your body,

The one that makes you feel powerless.

This is it…

Isn’t it…?

Tell Me My Future Damnit!

What’s my future?

Tell me, tell me damnit!

Can’t you just take one quick look in your magic crystal ball?

Or is it all fake?

All fake, just like everyone else.

Just like the phonies on TV.

Hawking their wares like old people at garage sales.

Never selling you what you want, what you need.

Only what they need to get rid of.

So tell me what’s in my future.

Tell me damnit!

Will I be rich?

Will I be famous?

Will I be a bum living on the side of the highway?

What’s next for me?

That’s it, you’re just like all the rest.

Charging $3.99 a minute to poor saps who call your number.

Making up stuff that just happens to be right,

Or telling them what they want to hear.

Those testimonies you have on your infomercials, all fake.

Paid actors.

Liars.

Fake.

You know what?

I can tell the future.

I really can.

Wanna know what’s in store for you?

A big fat lawsuit.

Because you can’t do that to people.

Promise hope.

Promise clarity.

Promise peace of mind.

And then just not deliver.

Who the hell made you the puppet master of the human race anyway?

Pulling our strings, knowing that we follow the tuggings of our emotions the farthest.

You people make me sick.

What It Meant To Me

You shut me down,

You shut me off.

You turned my brain off,

Stopped me from thinking.

Thank you.

For once I didn’t have to think,

About what to say, what to think,

What to do, what to feel,

It all came naturally.

Thank you.

You turned me over to instinct,

I only did what I thought was good,

Nay, only what I thought was right,

And I know it was right.

Thank you.

You let me slip into my emotions,

Let the warmth of my heart spread,

As far as it would go,

To the tips of my toes and fingers.

Thank you.

You felt so good in my arms,

So soft, so sure, so warm,

And with each breath of yours that fell upon me,

The feeling grew stronger.

Thank you.

I couldn’t make out your heartbeat,

But you could hear mine clearly,

You could feel it beating fast,

Because someone I loved was so close in skin.

Thank you.

You kissed me,

With your tender, soft, lips,

And I kissed you back,

Eager to be ever closer to you.

Thank you.

You stared up into my eyes,

Playing with my hair as I looked back,

My eyes spoke more in a single instant than words could ever could,

And you returned my smile.

Thank you.

Few words passed between us,

We were too tired to speak,

It was better to not interrupt,

The silence, the intimacy, of the moment.

Thank you.

I saw a sleeping beauty,

A girl that I was lucky to even know,

Yet delightfully odd,

And willing to speak her mind.

Thank you.

For a short while,

There was no one else in the world,

But you and I,

On that couch.

Thank you.

This is what it meant to me,

Should you ever want to know,

It was the most beautiful experience of my life,

And I say it again.

Thank you.

Disjointed Thoughts

Lips don’t trip

And the future is written by those

Who are so afraid of the past

That they can’t see what they have

In the present.

When the sky falls

The shards cut deep

The blood flows everywhere

But the indestructible ones

Can take the pain

And come out stronger.

Whoever is blind

Can truly see around themselves

And the when sleepers awake

The dream of reality ends

And existence is compromised.

Which is better

Rational or Insane

Normal or Bizarre

Heaven or Hell

Is it morning

Or will the night

Never end

The most beautiful words

Come from the people

Who claim to be hollow

Their souls are the richest

They have the most essence

The most inner fire

The embodiment of alive

What pile are you from

The ones who do

The ones who don’t

The ones who are too afraid

To do or not to do

Indifference is a disease

7:34 AM

Tick, tick

My eyelids flutter and rise slowly

Slowly, ever so slowly

Delaying the inevitable

My eyes begin to focus

Everything is blurry for a moment

But then I can see

Tick, tick

I'm awake now

Staring at the ceiling

Our ceiling has little bumps on it

It is white

My eyes begin to wander

Though I cannot move yet

Tick, tick

I'm in bed

The covers are roughly where they should be

Pretty patterns dance on them

A delight for my strained sight

I'm under the covers

Tick, tick

She's under the covers with me

She's still asleep

I can hear her breathing

Soft, gentle, serene

She must be dreaming

Tick, tick

I take a good look at her

She's lying on top of me

Resting her head on my chest

Her long, black hair flows down my sides

It feels soft against my skin

Soft and silky

Tick, tick

She sleeps as I gaze at her face

She is beautiful

Her bright hazel eyes full of life

Her lips are curled up in a smile

A pleasant dream perhaps

Tick, tick

I examine her again

She is naked, but I don't stare

I admire her beauty

She only believes she's beautiful when she hears it from me

Her arms are wrapped around me

Tick, tick

She smiles all the while

I have been out early and in late all week

She is glad to have me back

I am glad it is the weekend

We can sleep in

She smiles some more

Tick, tick

I take a deep breath

My chest rises and her with it

Her smile almost seems to widen

She felt herself move, meaning I must still be there

I breath some more

She sighs contentedly

Sleeping like an angel

Tick, tick

She smells nice

She always smells nice

It has to be just her

Because I never see perfume bottles around

I tell her that she smells nice

I ask how and she says "Not tellin'"

Tick, tick

I run my fingers through her hair

Stroking it softly

I rarely get to do that when she's awake

Sometimes I'll get up early

And spend half an hour

Just stroking her hair and watching her sleep

Tick, tick

Suddenly nature calls for me

The washroom beckons me

But I have to leave the bed

Leave her

I gently roll her off of me and sneak out under the covers

Her smile disappears

Tick, tick

I go to the bathroom down the hall

It has a quiet flush

That way I won't wake her up

I get back and she is still dreaming

I can tell because she is reaching for me

Tick, tick

I climb back into bed

I resume my original position

And gently roll her back on top of me

Her arms wrap around me again

Almost as if by unconscious instinct

Her smile returns

Tick, tick

I glance over at the clock

7:34 AM is what it says

I can go for my walk later

For now I'll stay where I am

Tick, tick

I stroke her hair once more

She lifts her head so we are face to face

Her eyelids flutter open briefly

"Saturday," she says with a cheerful smile on her face

I nod and kiss her on the forehead

Her eyelids shut again and she rests her head on my chest once more

Her grip on me seems to tighten, but actually relaxes

The monotonous ticking of the clock lulls me back to sleep

7:34 AM on a Saturday morning

What a wonderful time to be alive

