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Originally I planned to construct an anthology of my 

creative writing which would encompass the emotion of 

solitude. However, working through my poetry I found more 

than just one emotional outlook; I discovered a mUltitude of 

interweaving senses which shadowed who I am as a person. 

This discovery led to abandoning my first notions of what 

this project should be and adopting a more fitting label in 

which to cohere my collection. 

Emotional Photographs traces a process of a maturing 

in the person as well as the writer. I have divided this 

collection into sections, and each section contains a 

different emotional response to the world. The first 

sections deal with loss, withdrawal from the world, self 

recognition, and solitude. The latter sections include a 

sense of family, of love, and finally, of self-discovery. 

This work begins with negativity of emotions, and ends with 

a more hopeful outlook, a more accepting point-of-view. 

Although these poems are not placed together in a 

chronological fashion (as far as when they were written), 

they do follow specific stages of my life. I've collated my 

works in such a way that they are photographs of my emotions 

collected in an album from adolescent to adult. What 

emotions I have felt most often are the ones I have 

incorporated in this work. 

~Q :hk-C 
Samika N. Branham 



How about them songs today 
I heard the man, the man he say 
All the dreams, they fly iway 
How about them songs today 



for my family 
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How could you leave me 
with so many unanswered dreams 

How could you turn your back 
when I looked up to you 
and needed your guidance 

How could you abandon me 
just as I was beginning to understand 

You left without saying goodbye 
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Red lights reflect from outside a basement window 
Where we hide 
Where we watch 
Where we wait 
Then Momma says it's safe 
To come upstairs 

Police cars and ambulances 
Look the same to children 
Lights blink 
Danger 
Sirens wail 
Goodbye 

Whether the uniform is 
Blue or white 
Makes no difference 
to the child watching 
From the window 

Climbing onto the washing machine 
To have a closer look 

I never wondered 
Where Daddy went 
Or made the connection 
Between the flashing red 
And his void 

I never questioned 
Why we were 
Sent downstairs 
Why we had 
To hide 
What we were 
Hiding from 
And why Momma 
Never hid with us 

I guess somehow 
I understood 
We always went to 
The basement 
When a storm 
Threatened to destroy 
Our home 

And here I am again 
Still running for the basement 
When the wind howls 
Late at night 

October 12, 1996 
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What did you see child 
What did you see in the dark 

I saw my mother's tears 
captured in a lock room, a void 

I never found 
What did you hear child 

What did you hear in the dark 
I heard my father's dreams 

shatter on the concrete of an addiction 
I never helped 

What did you smell child 
What did you smell in the dark 

I caught the scent of my brother's fear 
as it struggled to be free from a prison 

I never saw 
What did you taste child 

What did you taste in the dark 
I rolled the bitter pill of loneliness on my tongue 

and then I swallowed it 
I never spit it out 

What did you touch child 
What did you touch in the dark 

I embraced the numbness of a frozen heart 
and let the cold chill my soul 

I never thawed 
What did you learn child 

What did you learn in the dark 
I discovered how to sleepwalk 

and spent the rest of my life unaware 
I never knew 

October 12, 1996 
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Empty 

She creates an illusion 
when she sees him in the chair 

He's not really here 
but she sees him standing there 

The radio still plays 
but does she knows she turned it on 

And does she know she turns the records 
now that he is gone 

Does she still believe the fourth place 
at the table is filled 

Does she know that he's buried 
and his coffin sealed 

She's up at three a.m. 
because that's when he would wake 

And it hurts to see no one there 
when she's in her drowsy state 

No one knows about her dreams 
that are dark with tears 

She keeps so silent 
about her troubles and fears 

She tends to say she's "fine" 
and if that's what she believes 

She needs to open her eyes 
the time is now to see 

She needs to understand 
he's not really there 

She needs to believe he's gone 
and to see the empty chair 

1988 
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Daddy 
I don't feel you anymore 

I look for you in my 
dreams. 

All I find are the empty people. 
When did you go 

to the far off place 
my emotions don't reach? 

I look for your laugh in my heart 
and cry. 

It's been misplaced. 
I know I felt safe in your arms, 

I can't remember what that's like. 
Is that what I'm searching for? 

Can you still see me? 
Have I lost you 
like I lost God? 

That psychic told me she saw 
a man holding the reins of a horse to me. 

I know it was you. 
I don't want them. 

The photos of my emotions are fading. 
The emptiness is driving me 

crazy. 
I feel cheated. 

Will you dance with me at my wedding? 
Will you hold my newborn child? 

Please 
don't be too far away. 

I want your grandchildren to know you 
if only through the songs of my heart. 

But I'm not singing anymore. 

I want to tell you so much 
I want to tell you 
I turned out okay. 

Mom made sure of that. 
I wish r could ask her 

about you. 
r want to ask her 

if she sees the empty people 
too. 

r want to ask her 
why it hurts so bad to feel 

nothing. 
r want to tell her 
that without her 

r would see what shadows look like in the sun. 
r hope she knows 

she is the reason r dream in the future. 
She gave me my 
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Shayne. 
Big brother is watching 

and r don't mind. 
r hear him singing . 

His music is better 
loud. 

Do you smile, too 
when you see him 

in farmer's bibs 
spitting 

and raising chickens? 
Your logo on his truck makes him stand a foot taller. 

He loves you, Dad. 
That old hard ass. 

His shirt holds my heart. 

March 14, 1995 

He's my big brother 

of course. 
r hope r can still 

reach you. 
r have so much more 

to tell you. 
r just want to be sure 

you can hear me. 
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Danny 

I wish I would have told you 
That the sun would rise 
Tomorrow 
Instead I said nothing 
And lost you to the night 
I'm sorry I let the grudges of 
Others 
Lead my thoughts and actions 
So that I failed to realize 
How special you were 
You always had a kind word 
For me 
And never forgot to smile 
Although I did 

It's too bad no one told you 
It's too bad you couldn't see 
How much others loved you 
For I knew --
I'm the one who held 
Your brother every night 
After you were gone 
II'hen he awoke crying 
From the dreams he had of you 
I watched as you death 
Tore a family apart 
I'm sorry you never knew 
You were loved 
I'm sorry they never told you 

I'm sorry I never 
Looked passed myself 
To see you suffering 
I wish I could have helped 

I hope now all of your suffering 
Is over 
And that you realize 
You were loved after all 

I'm sorry it took this 
For others to realize 
Just how much they loved you 

And I'm sorry it took this 
For me to realize 
Just how good of friend 
You could have been 
Had I took the time to notice 

May 21, 1996 
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someone asked me once why do i think all artists are 
insane its because we feel see smell hear taste too much 
of this world every emotion is too intense and we just 
one day overload 
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The Mask 

She hides behind a mask 
Her true image only seen 
Behind closed doors of her mind. 
Alone in her room she sobs, 
Quietly so no one will hear. 
Tears running down her face, 
Her memory depicts scenes 
From times long passed. 
At night her dreams are filled with tears, 
She is always crying 
Letting out her emotions 
Behind a wall of subconscious. 
The images she sees in her mind 
Are dreams gone to rust 
A life in ruins, broken memories. 
There is a slash in her heart. 
Torn, bleeding, her soul dies alone. 
She is so lonely, 
And cannot understand why. 
But hopefully someday she will 
And then she can take off the mask. 

1988 
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Blind Faith 

Explain who I am. 
Reveal who I shall be-

Must I obtain perfection? 
Must I fall blind to see? 

Will I discover you 
(Forsaking lock and key) 

Or must I race in circles • 
An illusion of prophecy? 

Will I understand 
Or just rescue sanity? 
Existing as before--
A shell of humanity. 

September 5, 1994 
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Sanity 

A Stranger in my own mind 
Nothing real, not my kind 
A Stranger, no one that I know 
A Stranger, with no place to go 

Every day I think to run 
Under the moonlight, into the sun 
Something's got a grip on me 
Nothing will set me free 
Wishes lie torn and bleeding 
Souls cryan empty needing 
Wings of lead the never fly 
A Stranger, with no place to die 

A Stranger in my own mind 
Nothing real, not my kind 
A Stranger, no one that I know 
A Stranger, with no place to go 

Slashing sleep, peace no more 
Can't find key upon locked door 
A Stranger, blind that fails to see 
That dreams can't live, no reality 
Hopes and prayers slip into infinity 
Screaming scenes slide to insanity 
Alone one walks through a fit of rage 
A Stranger, put into a cage 

A Stranger in my own mind 
Nothing real, not my kind 
A Stranger no one that I know 
A Stranger, with no place to go 

Wishing to be free at last 
Letting go of things done passed 
Tearing through a mystery 
Killings of one's own history 
Nightmares replace the sweetest dreams 
Games of life unfair it seems 
Shallow grave, one is stuck 
A Stranger, running out of luck 

A Stranger in my own mind 
Nothing real, not my kind 
A Stranger, no one that I know 
A Stranger, with no place to go 

1989 
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End1ess 

alone in my room 
I endlessly wait 

for hard times to end 
as my heart breaks 

alone in my room 
the pain is too much 

I reach out in hope 
but it's emptiness I touch 

alone in my room 
these things never change 

my dreams are all dark 
and are one and the same 

alone in my room 
they forget who I am 

I don't need to pretend 
one less endless sham 

alone in my room 
I have memories to dream 

I can hope for the future 
or hold close at the seems 

alone in my room 
I cease to be me 
alone in my room 
never to be free 

if someone's alone 
they're trapped by their soul 

never to feel real 
never to feel whole 
if someone's alone 

emptiness becomes a friend 
because misery loves company 

until the bitter end 
if someone's alone 

they forget who they are 
if someone's alone 
dreams never go far 

loneliness 
is the root of all evil 

lonely are the souls of Hell 
wishing someone would 

Ju1y 1, 1993 

be their friend 

Hell is my room 

alone in my room 
I'm still waiting 
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Sometimes I wish 
I was somebody else 
So I wouldn't feel 
What I'm feeling now 
Sometimes I wish 

sometimes 

That Daddy would come home 
So I could feel like someone 
Instead of feeling alone 
Sometimes I wish 
These things 
Are all dreams 
So I could wake up and feel okay 
Sometimes I wish 
Life would get better 
So I could feel something 
Other than pain 
Sometimes I wish 
I could please everyone 
And sometimes I wish 
I didn't have to 
But wishes are just that 
Nothing more 
And if wishes were voices 
I could sing 

Ju1y 27, 1991 
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Facade of Light 

Golden sun cold upon the ground 
Brilliant rays that hold no warmth 

All facade no substance just face 
An empty shell of dying days 

Dreamer, the silent moon 
Not as lucid as the star 

Dreams away the lonely hours 
Masked by the radiance of the sun 

Moon shines not as bright 
Countenance not as beautiful 

Yet substance full of light 
No one ever looks that far 

A pretty picture for the world, the sun 
But empty inside 

No one cares 
The outside means all 

And the moon cries, alone, tiny shine 

March 24, 1992 
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February 16, 1994 

Who am I 
I do not know 
Time slips by 
Much too slow 
Will I find out 
Before I die 
Before I am dust 
~nd in dust I lie 
Am I alone 
Do I have friends 
Can I count on you 
When sorrow sends 
Tears which are endless 
Inside my heart 
But if I don't show them 
I won't have to part 
With myself 
Who no one understands 
Who I have dealt 
With so many times 
And when I grow old 
And tired with life 
Will I know who I am 
Or forget the strife 
And will anyone exist 
When I am gone 
To carryon my ideas 
Understand my songs 
Of loneliness? 
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(Quiet 
disintegration 

of a partial life 
leads to the path 
of least resistance. 
Shame in the 

of the 
land 

living) 

Look I was once like you 
I dreamed this world was something new 
But if you open your eyes 
You'll realize how ancient it is 

CAN IT BE I'M STILL HERE 
I FEEL NOTHING ANYMORE 
EXCEPT SOMETIMES FEAR 

CAN IT BE I'M STILL HERE 
I FEEL NOTHING ANYMORE 
EXCEPT THE PAIN 

oh god the pain 
i see it in my eyes 

CAN IT BE I'M STILL HERE 
I HEAR NOTHING ANYMORE 
EXCEPT THE ANGER IN THE WIND 
AND THE ANGER AT MY DOOR 

ALL I FEEL 
APATHY 
ALL I SEE 
MISERY 
AND THE PAIN IN 
MY MIND DRIVES A 
STONE THROUGH MY SOUL 

YET I'M STILL HERE 

AM I REAL 
AM I REAL 
I DON'T FEEL ANYMORE 
AM I DEAD 
SOMETIMES I THINK 
I AM 
BUT THE DEAD DON'T 
WALK AND TALK 
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September 1995 

WHO AM I ANYMORE 
JUST A PUPPET IN 
THE GAME 
PULL THE STRING 
PULL THE STRING 
I'LL TALK JUST THE SAME 

WHAT THE HELL 
IT DOESN'T MATTER 
ANYHORE 
WHO'S TO BLAME 
WHO'S TO BLAME 

only me 
i'm still here 
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(all that i am i have lived before. 
how can i explain myself to you 
when i don't even know who i am?) 

Whose to say I'm still here 
I only know because I breathe 
But if I were to awaken 
Who's dream would I believe 

Can I open my eyes 
Without blinding them with light 
Or shall I turn myself away 
And shade them with the night 

Am I truly free 
From the anger, from the pain 
Or do I harbor sorrow 
Once again playing the game 

What would I give 
To completely own my soul 
Would I sell myself 
To feel that I am whole 

How can I explain this 
To someone who's outside 
How can I reveal 
The truths I'm forced to hide 

What would it take 
To uncover forgotten dreams 
To fill the void I've created 
To unleash the screams 

Of pain in my soul 
I'm fearful to find out 
So I build upon the wall 
The mortar mixed with doubts 

August 26, 1996 
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in make believe the 
prince always gets the 
princess 
after first saving her from some 
impending danger 

but in reality the princess 
is fed up 
and her danger is the prince 
and her salvation is 
only to walk away 
and never look back 



recognition 



Open Mind 

Enclosed is my mind 
as i try to claw 

my way out. 
Can you see me? 
Open your eyes-

i am dying in here. 
Loneliness is a bitter taste 

in the mouth of God. 
Can you hear me? 

My cries fall upon 
closed ears. Your 

closed mind is the color 
of a soul lost to life. 

Can you feel me? 
Your sense of touch 
is blind to my pain. 

Can you sense me? 
Your heart is as 
lost as my soul. 

A new world begins. 
The old crumbles to dust. 

August 26, 1992 

*17* 



Time does not slow for the pain of the soul, 
And clocks do not stop for a single tear. 
When life becomes empty and meaning null, 
Thousands of heartbeats echo endless fears. 

(He said he was sorry, she felt his pain) 
The caress of a fist sharpens the mind. 
(His heart was honest, she knew in her shame) 
The anger of the lover breaks the spine. 

(So she stayed. In her dreams, silence, red knife. 
His cry for help made her nights desperate) 
Forgiveness wasted on an unchanged strife, 
The child dies. 

February 19, 1995 
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Dreamer 

If you were a tear drop, and I the salt, 
Your soul would divide and devour mine. 
I looked into your face, and read this all; 
I know your heart beats hate, a love sublime. 
For many years I dwelt in shadow's pain, 
Never lifting the veil of darkened dread. 
When reality revealed dreams of blame 
My memory recalled the hurt I bled. 
In ashes of shame echoed the song 
Of one thousand empty shadows that screamed 
Inside the veins of insanity's wrongs 
Which tortured the soul and ended the dream. 
And as I behold the truths of your eyes, 
What I saw before was just a disguise. 

January 25, 1995 
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sometimes you might catch that train 

so when i was 
young 

i lived in a shell 
a room 
with nothing 
but empty 
corners driven by darkness 
there 

.i 
dwelt 

now that i'm older 
i still live in that shell 
and it's even harder 
to escape from this hell 

But I believe 
Yes I believe 
I believe I don't know 
What I believe in 

you carne along 
precious as you were 
knocked down the walls 
your shining armour 
captured my eyes 
now i 'm hostage 
in a bigger shell 
and the corners are 

no longer empty 
but sti 11 they 

are dark 
and i can hear 
the shapes moving now 
never did imagine 
i'd long for silence 
just 

give me 
a second 

I'll believe 
I will believe 
I still believe that I have 
Nothing to believe in 
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wait. 
who are you again 
oh, that's right 
you're my best friend 
so you keep telling me 
and pray, who am i 
oh, just a pawn 
but I should try 
is this what you're selling me 

I believed 
Foolishly 
I believed nothing was what it seemed to be 
Can it be 
I'm who I seemed 
And this is all 
I'll ever be 

just a shell 
forgotten hell 
a purgatory of 
my mind 

yes 
sometimes i do believe i'm real 
break the seal 
set me free 

but it's too late 
too much 
i've felt 
put me back 
into my shell 

I no longer believe 

September 17, 1995 
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Torment 
Is my way of life 
I don't know how to 
Live 
without it 
Whispers 
In the wind 
Premonition 
Of 
The end 
YetI stay 
And hear again 
Tormented beats of my soul 

You may say 
this mind's insane 
But I am only 
Playing the game 
In the end it's all the same 
Just one more soul to blame 

Could it be 
I've finally snapped 
In my room 
The walls are black 
In my soul 
The beast is back 
Here I wait for the attack 

But the blood 
Which flows like wine 
Will clot up again 
In time 
And my dreams 
All sublime 
I forget which 
Heart is mine 

Then the sun 
No longer sets 
It is cold here, 
It is wet 
And the baseness 
Disappears 
I have forgotten all my fears 

When the coffin lid is closed 
And no one single person knows 
What went on behind closed doors 
Nothing will matter anymore 
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I couldn't tell 
I couldn't leave 
Falling down 
Into debris 

But my mind 
It forgot to fast 
And this Hell was 
Meant to last 

It's happening again 
Oh please just let it end 

No one knows 
And I can't tell them 
Anyway 

I can't describe 
The fear 
Or the way I went inside 

So much more to hide 
Still inside 
Still inside 

And no one can come in 
And no one can come in 
I can't let them in 
Oh how I want to 

So many dreams crash down 
But no one heard a sound 

And no one heard the screams 
Of one thousand anguished dreams 
Dying slow 

I'm so tired 
I want to sleep 
But not from physical need 
I just want to say goodbye 
And live my life 

But I can't 
So I succumb 
To a mind 
Totally numb 
And my dreams 
Besought with tears 
Of the lonely even years 
How can that be? 
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If, perchance 
I was to leave 
What would happen 
I can't perceive 

But I'm afraid 
The numbness 
Won't go away 

I feel nothing 
Except pain 
But even numb 
It felt the same 
And I shrug it off 
With nothing 

Can't you see? 
You cannot 
I haven't let you 
I can't 
And I don't even 
Know why I can't. 

October 23, 1995 
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Shift 

Found you young. 
Shaped you. 
Naive, you did not just permit him-
You assisted. 

His intentions to create you-
Child that you were. 
You succumbed. 
You desired your martyr's life. 
He once whispered 
He discovered his savior 
Messiah 
In your eyes. 
Believed you saw worship in his-
Much too young for 
Awareness--poor child. 
The rhythm of harmony in his language 
Lulled you. 
Hypnotized. 
You let him warp you. 
So much not known. 
I do not forget you were young. 

But you have grown. 
No longer his mold. 
You forsake him 
Sever the ties 
Solitude is sanctuary. 

But his, 
Ah, yes. 
Vigilanty in 
The armour of 
Your insecurity. 
Stealthy, he will pounce. 
Devour. 

Never dispose of you. 
Always in the shadow of his insanity. 
Remembers weakness, vulnerability. 
Have you forgotten his anger? 

You will not stand. 
(you never learned) 
Only crawl. 

Steadfast is his love-
Eternally yours. 
Why open eyes? 

September 11, 1994 
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The Difference Is 

Fifteen years ago 
I tole my Daddy 
That I'd be his 
Little girl ferever 

Five years ago 
I traded him in for 
You 
Just one lie for another 

At least if Daddy yelled 
He ne'er hit 
An' when he gave 
His love never stung 

An' he ne'er 
Sed I hate you 
When I did 
Somethin' wrong 

Daddy let me 
Be a dreamer 
An' tole me he was 
Right proud of his Suzie Q 

But your happiness 
Depends on my failure 
So much I have lost. 
Enough for your satisfaction 

Daddy loved me 
But he ne'er fergot 
I needed room to grow 
He let me 

You forget I need 
Room to breathe 
And you crush my lungs 
With your demands 

Do you not understand 
That if I suffocate 
You will face life alone? 
I guess you do now. 

Daddy sed he'd love me ferever 

But he died. 
What's your excuse? 

November 29, 1994 
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But Love Light's Dimming 

(love) 

When I was a child 
I worshipped you. 
My graven image 
Replaced God. 

A cascade of feathered gold 
Encircled your hair, 
And your eyes. 
Oh how magical you once were! 

For years I believed 
In your myths. 
The sun in your face 
Blinded my vision. 

I subscribed to the lie 
Of your perfection 
And built a foundation of fantasy 
For you to reign upon. 

(and love light's) 

I accepted your doctrine 
As my bible 
And knelt by your feet. 
Ecstatic, I breathed your name. 

I left my world 
To embrace yours 
Hoping to discover 
The fulfillment of centuries. 

Instead, I discovered 
Your soul's imperfections. 
For a while I still believed. 
Reality can be so cruel. 

(but love light's dimming) 

Even faith 
Lasts only so long 
When in the shadows 
I see you. 

How pained I was 
To find your light 
Slide into darkness 
And my image of you fade away. 
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The foundations crumbled 
As the sky blackened 
And your radiance burned 
To a single ash. 

But I think you understand. 
A candle melts 
When lit and 
The fire behind your soul has gone out. 

The love light dimmed. 
Then-
Nothing. 

December 6, 1994 
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For an eternity I have 
Waited 
Dreams slow to come 
Whispers in shadows 
Bleed empty guns 
Follow the leader 
But be true to your own 
Live in a bottle 
Call solitude your home 
Wish you were here 



so1itude 



I escaped 
to an even 

dimmer hell 
because 

now I feel 
oh God how I feel 

and the pain 
in my soul 

tears a whole 
through my heart 

because 
the loneliness 

has found me once again. 
for a while 

I was free 
from myself 

from the world 
I was even 

what you people 
call happy 

and then life 
descended once again 

to show me 
what I am 

just a lonely little girl 
with nothing to believe in 

February 13, 1996 
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Alone again I see 
Just me myself and I 
Solitude has found me once again 

At times the pain was hidden 
By a mask of delusion 
But the mask is pulled away 

And why do I feel this way 
I'm trapped inside myself 
And I have no one to let me out 

So I just stay 
Alone again 
No one to run to 
No where to go 

February 13, 1996 
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So1itude 

I was looking out the window 
And I saw you 
You smiled at me; I turned away 
Pulling the blind 
I shut myself away 
From harsh reality 
Although sitting alone 
In my room 
I craved your company. 
How badly I wanted to let you in! 
But I had no idea how to, 
So there I sat 
SUlking in the shadows 
Whispering thoughts of Desolation, 
Playing the solitary song 
Of Life. 
I've been waiting for you 
To come inside 
And take me far away 
From this lonely room, 
But I did forget you 
No longer have the key 
To unlock the door of Solitude. 

You can't even begin 
To realize the Loneliness 
That has accumulated in this 
Room, the room which I 
Must face day in 
Day out. 
I closed the blind on 
You too soon for you 
To realize what looked fine 
On the outside was broken 
Inside. 
Although it is too much 
To ask of you, 
I was hoping you would 
Find a crack to peer 
Through so you 
Could see the Desperation 
In which I live and 
Take me far away, 
Since I can never seem 
To explain to you why I 
Never invite you in. 
It pains me to have you so 
Near yet so inaccessible. 
Sometimes I just want to 
Shake you and say, 

*31* 



"Why can't you realize what 
This home is really like!" 
But I know this 
Would be unfair since 
I've only let you see the outside 
Which is so well kept up 
That you have no doubts as 
To what goes on. 
How.I wish I could let you in! 
You seemed troubled that 
I shut the blind on you so quickly. 
Maybe if I let you 
Have a peek at what this 
Room is like, you'll understand 
The rest and take me away. 
I feel raindrops trickling 
On the window at which 
Outside you stood, and 
I decide to open the 
Blind a little bit. 
But when I opened my eyes, 
You have grown tired 
Of waiting and have 
left me to my Solitude. 

February 5, 1991 
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I looked into the sad eyes of a 
Stranger 
Loneliness was his name 
I took his outstretched hand in 
Mine 
As he led me through the streets of 
Desolation 
I never looked back 
I just accepted 
Now loneliness has raped me 
Desecrated my soul 
And I have no hope to PUll 
Me away 

October 28, 1991 
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December 20, 1991 
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I 
fear 
dying 

too 
much 

solitude 
way 



I now know why people 
become dependent on objects-
alcohol, drugs, people .. 

When you're high 
or drunk 

or totally involved 
you no longer feel 

on the inside 
looking 

out 
and maybe 

for that brief 
while 

you no longer feel 
detached 
from yourself 
no longer feel 

like you're not feeling at all 
and if you like 

feeling 
too much 

you might just end up the addict-
But who am I to judge .. 
I'm still here 
on the inside 
with not a window to look out of. 

September 17, 1995 
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Child your heart is calling 
The old woman said to the young 
And lifted the veil of darkness 
Which covered the rays of the sun 



fami1y 



I'm Telling 

"You're gonna get it now. 
Just wait till I tell Mom. 
Momma, Momma, Momma, 
Guess what Shayne did!" 

He became my friend. 

Hoy did this happen? 

I guess I must have missed it 
when you were throwing grasshoppers on me 

I didn't see it coming 
when you were chasing me around the house with a 

Samika-eating potato 

I certainly didn't feel this way 
when you wrapped the toilet seat in saran wrap 
(you're really lucky I noticed that one before 

I sat down) 

And it never occurred to me to think this way 
when you dumped a bucket of water on me 

while I sunbathed 

When did this happen? 

It wasn't when you answered the letter 
I had written you in my diary 

(or when you told Mom about you-know-what) 

I never believed it would happen 
after you told me I drank your science project 
(and that I would have to get my stomach pumped) 

It couldn't have been 
when you threw a fire-cracker in the bathroom 
(thanks. I was shaving my legs at the time) 

And it definitely didn't happen 
when you manipulated Christy and me into a fight 
so you could play boxing manager 

But maybe it happened 

When I fell and knocked my tooth out 
You wiped away my tears and told me jOkes 
so I would laugh 
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Or when you dressed me up as Mick Mars 
for Halloween 
(you even made my costume) 

It could have been 
when you took my friends and me 
for rides in your 8-10 
(It had a kickin' sound system) 

Or maybe when I turned 21 
and you threw me a killer party 
(People are still talking about it) 

Possibly it happened 
when I needed a place to stay 
You picked me up at 2:00 in the morning 
and brought me home 

I like to think we've been 
Friends all along. 
We were just too stubborn to admit it. 

December 9, 1996 
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Momma's Mockingbird 

The mockingbird perched high 
On top of a hill 
Whispering melodies to 
The whippoorwill 
The wind blew softly 
Through her outstretched wings 
And all the world stopped 
To hear the mockingbird sing 

Her tune promised charity 
In the new day to dawn 
And instilled a great hope 
In the newly born fawns 
As her voice echoed peace 
Across the trees 
Momma caught the bird's song 
And she passed it to me 

As I held in my hand 
The soft fragile notes 
I watched as above 
The mockingbird coaxed 
I gently breathed in 
The song of the bird 
The notes mixed with my soul 
Yet I said not a word 

The mockingbird flew 
To my shoulder to perch 
Waiting patiently for 
Our voices to merge 
I looked toward Momma 
She nodded, then smiled 
I opened my mouth 
And was no longer a child 

For the notes that escaped 
Were not the song of the bird 
For she sang her same music 
Not changing a word 
Yet her song gave me the strength 
To find my own voice 
And the song which emerged 
Was of my own choice 

*38* 



Momma knew all along 
That I would find my own way 
That I just needed the bird 
To carry the day 
And when I was ready 
Momma encouraged me to sing 
Then she freed the mockingbird 
In a flurry of wings 

Momma's mockingbird still perches 
High atop a hill 
And whispers songs 
To the whippoorwill 
And gathers the world together 
The right and the wrong 
To help the young singers 
Find their own song 

December 10, 1996 
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Christy 

In my time of need 
I reached out. 
I was afraid 
For years ago 
When I called for help 
No one answered. 
But from the moment I 
Said "I need" 
You said I'I know" 
And listened as 
I told you the same things 
Over and over again. 

And when I have doubts 
You let me know 
That whatever path 
I choose 
Right or wrong 
You will not judge 

For you have faith 
That I will walk 
The path designed for me 
And even if I don't, 
I will learn 
From my mistakes. 

And isn't that the answer 
To the question of 
The meaning of life? 

Learn all you can, 
For it is only when 
You stop learning 
That you die. 

I guess what I'm trying 
To say is thank you. 

Thank you for being there 
When 1 wasn't all there 
Thank you for giving advice 
When 1 didn't want it 
(1 was listening, by the way) 
Thank you for understanding me 
When no one else would take the time 
Thank you for listening to me bitch 
When I had nothing to bitch about 
And when I did. 
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Anyway, 
r just wanted to let you 
Know that r appreciate 
All that you've done for me 
And that r am thankful 
For your friendship 
And the bond of sisterhood 
That we share. 
r may not always tell you that 
r love you, but always know 
That r do. 
r got your back, girlfrien'. 

June 6, 1996 

*41* 



Can you 
See my soul 
Just look in my eyes 
For there it is written 
Behind a disguise 
And can you feel 
In my heartbeat 
The words I can't express 
Because I can't 
Tell you the rest 



love 



sometimes someone only comes 
along once in a 
lifetime 
then it is up to you 
to grab hold of that person 
and never let go. • . 
for if you do you will 
spend the rest of your life 
wandering 
in search of the life 
you never lived 
and the heartbreak you 
that you feel will be 
your own. 

I 
Through the night I see you 
In the night I feel you 
In the darkness your light 
Leads me through. 
It is you I found emerging from the 
Mist 
Chasing the darkness 
Back into the night 
I questioned your presence 
I refused to believe. 
And as I came closer 
To the truth 
I pulled away 
Sometimes the truths of your 
Soul lead to the fear of what 
Might not be 
And I don't want to 
Awaken to another dream 
If it no longer includes 
You. . . 
I cannot bear to 
Embrace the night completely 
But sometimes my anxieties 
Pull me closer to the darkness 
And instead of reaching for you 
I shut the door 
Pull down the shade 
And blind my heart with lies 
But now I no longer am able to hide 
I can no longer surround 
Myself in the 
Comfort of my solitude 
I'm open wide 
And it frightens me 
I don't believe I ever 
Have truly been myself 
And someone not try 
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To chain me 
Tame me 
Bleed me until I am no 
Longer a person 
But an image 
Controlled by the mind 
Of another 
I know I'm not handling 
This freedom well 
And I know I've had 
Plenty of chances already 
But I believe that 
I can seize the day 
Without embracing the night 
I sometimes need 
Someone to show me 
That I just don't 
Need it all 
That I can survive 
Without giving up 
And I think you have 
Given me the opportunity 
To discover this 

II 
You came to me at a 
Time when I believed in nothing 
And let me know that 
It was okay that I did 
And know that I once again 
Am standing 
You're still here 
And as I test my 
Newly healed wings 
And still find myself falling 
You did not leave 
I want you to know just 
How much I appreciate 
All that you are 
Yet I cannot find the 
Words to express exactly 
What it means to have you 
In my life 
I don't know where 
This dream is going 
But I do know that if I awaken 
And find that you have 
Faded back into the night, 
I will not regret 
A moment of the reality 
I shared with you 
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III 
If I am destined to 
Spend an eternity of 
Darkness in exchange for 
The seconds of light you 
Brought me I will 
Look into the face of 
Judgement and declare 
That those moments were 
Worth everything 
I can live even if it's 
Only to know I once 
Found what 
I've been searching for 
I also know that what I express 
And what you feel 
May be totally incompatible 
But understand that even if 
You don't experience 
What I am revealing 
It doesn't matter 
It's enough to know 
That I feel the way I do 
I have everything I need now 

}By 13, 1996 
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I dreamt of you in the night 
I followed the path of your soul 
And when you whispered your silence 
You swallowed my heartbeat whole 

*********************************** 

When I walked alone I thought of you 
When I talked to others I spoke of you 
And when I was with you 
I never wanted to be without you 

So I stole a part of you 
And although you may never miss it 
I wanted to let you know that it was gone 

For you see, I needed to have something 
To remember you by 
When you were no longer here 
So I fed upon your touch 
And discovered parts of your soul 
You didn't even know were there 
And I claimed a portion of your dreams 
To help me through the night 
You have so much to give 
I'm sure you won't miss this gift 
I'm sorry if it was not mine to take 
But I only had you for a short time 
I wanted to hold you if only in my mind 

July 28, 1996 
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Followed a heartbeat 
Just to see where it went 
Discovering you 
Not knowing what it meant 
Yet I moved so slightly 
In line with your steps 
And I found you retreating 
I awoke, eyes wet 

So I closed my eyes 
Decided the heart was astray 
Yet still it beat on 
And still beat the same 
For a time 
I denied the path it chose 
Yet the more I resisted 
The love still it grows 

And I finally came 
To terms with myself 
And admitted inside 
All the emotions I felt 
Yet I find you once more 
Turning away, 
So I cannot tell you 
All I need to say 

But no longer 
Are you just a dream 
The reality I've chosen 
Is more than it seems 
And I believe that 
One day I will find 
The heartbeat was more 
Than in line 

I don't know the questions 
To the answers I've found 
I don't know the music 
All I hear is a wound 
Yet one day uncertainties 
Will pass from my door 
And I hope that I 
Find you once more 

July 24, 1996 
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When I Am A10ne 

When I am alone 
Reading poetry 
And discussing 
Intricate word patterns 
With myself, 
I find that I 
Am constructing 
A conversation 
With you 
Wanting to share 
The findings of my 
Soul 
And the beauty of 
Frost or Wordsworth 
Or maybe just some 
Anonymous writer 
That happened to 
Strike me that 
Moment as illusive. 

When I am with others 
Drinking tequila 
And discussing 
Intricate social patterns 
About him 
Or her 
Or some androgynous person, 
I try to memorize 
What I see 
What I hear 
So I can create 
A story to 
Possible make 
You laugh 
So that I 
Could witness 
Once again 
Your smile. 

When I am 
Wi th you 
Watching MTV 
And discussing 
Intricate life patterns 
That elude us 
I look into your 
Eyes 
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And read much more 
Than you are 
Saying. 
When this occurs, 
I try to photograph 
Each second 
So that I can 
Dream back 
to it 
When I am alone 

September 16, 1996 
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Fighting for a release 
For just a single chance 
To become someone I wish 
To be in circumstance 



discovery 



Tide 

(if i live before i die 
i shall have proved nothing. 
momentary glimpse of reality 
secrecy of soul hides nothing) 

Far away on distant stars 
I live a life with nothing barred 
And in event of circumstance 
I've lived in the moment of random chance 

But in the moment I've caught four fires 
Echoing the mOon of rapid desires 
And torn like lovers from parting rain 
I've glimpsed the glimpse of the insane 

For when I walk alone in pairs 
I've felt what's felt from darkened stares 
And in the end my friend is pain 
For when I've changed he's still the same 

In dreams at night he still exists 
Pervading through the brilliant mist 
But when I wake to yesteryear 
He disappears through forgotten fears 

Alone I've called your name my friend 
Alone I wait, forgotten ends 
But when the truths of lies subsides 
It will be me not you who dies 

One last retributive sight 
And all the children asking why 
When 'round and 'round the bottle spins 
As it stops you've gone, my friend 

October 25, 1994 
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Catharsis 

I 

Sorrow sends 
me to the depths to drown 

I'm crying 
no one hears a sound 

I'm dying 
feels six foot underground 

Heaven's gate closed 
in my time of need 

So on earth 
I sow more endless seeds 

Of sorrow 
that keeps me free to bleed 

At least one thing 
I can count on here 

Is that I'll never lose 
my friend the fear 

And at night, my friends 
the endless tears 

What's wrong? 
Nothing. I'm fine. 

II 
Who am I 

in this bitter game 
Is it true 

I'll always feel the same 
Or will I break free 

from this cycle of pain 

I'm like no one 
I've ever met 

Still bad dreams 
awake in fear and sweat 

And misery 
on my soul is set 

What's wrong? 
Nothing. I'm fine. 
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III 

Who are you 
in this bitter game 

Why'd you come 
in my time of shame 

So I could feel 
must I go insane 

Couldn't tell you 
lovers never know 

You couldn't see 
and I'll never show 

I just bleed 
taste the winter snow 

Closed off 
heart beat beating pain 

Far away 
someone feels the same 

Wish you were here 
I'd share the blame 

Do you feel me 
feel me in your soul 

Do you taste the pain 
I've swallowed whole 

Will you stay with me 
a moment's lull 

What's wrong? 
Nothing. I'm fine. 

IV 

All I need 
is a simple heart 

Because mine 
has simply been torn apart 

To this day 
still afraid to start 
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All I need 
is the friend inside 

Someone with 
I don't have to hide 

And instead of hurt 
just goes along for the ride 

Sometimes I believe 
someone doesn't exist 

And instead I'm just 
lost in this world amiss 

Will I ever find you 
in the pervading mist 

For my sake 
I hope the hope's still there 

Riding on strands 
of golden hair 

And leaving behind 
no darkened stares 

And I know that when I write 
nothing hurts the same 

When I write 
I'm easing the pain 

And if I write long enough 
I've gone temporarily sane 

What's wrong? 

Nothing. I'm fine. 

March 27,1996 
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And if I could believe 
In the reality I've created 
For myself 
I might see 
The loneliness I cling to 
Is only an illusion. • 
And if I could feel 
What is truly in my heart 
I might recognize 
The wholeness I thought 
I'd never find .• 
But for now 
I can be content 
With the knowledge 
That I have made 
Peace with myself 
And live with the truths 
I have gained. . . 
Then I can accept 
The reality 
I've dreamt about 

September 15, 1996 
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