Poems
It’s okay

Because maybe

It all means nothing.

Maybe the world will never change.

Maybe all I have

Is this moment.

And maybe

That’s all okay.

Because life

Is an infinite sequence,

Of things that you give

And you take.

And the only true way

To find peace is,

To take a deep breath

-it’s okay.

Because all

Through my fears and

Distresses

-Despite all of the worry and pain.

These moments make up

For the sadness,

And as long as they’re here,

I’m okay.
Perfection

Perfection.

Somehow I find it graspable

That maybe I could be okay

And not be

Perfect?

The message is quite common

That perfection is impossible,

And you don’t need to achieve it.

But somehow not

For me.

It feels sort of like

I drew the short straw, 

So I’m the one who ended up believing in

Perfection,

Not only as a possibility, but as an

Obligation.

A special one.

Just for me.

And it’s hard-

Trying to do the ‘impossible’,

Crying when you can’t.

But not today.

Somehow, I always knew it wasn’t maintainable,

Long term – a childish game.

So why not now to outgrow it?

Why not now to learn how not to be 

Perfect?

I choose today.

Transformation
If you look closely, you can see

The rain fall,

Tiny transparent streaks on the sky.

If you look closely, you can see

The world grow,

As it learns to do more than survive.

Current Events

So many things happening now

-And all of them are so
Important.

This will drastically alter my life,

Place,

Country,

History!

But will it?

History is always being made,

But what will this really be?

Some random name in a textbook?

Will it even make it

That far?

A New Day

Isn’t it wonderful,

How the world can change?
One instant

-The blink of an eye-

And poof!

Everything’s different.
A miracle, really.

Just a shift of mind,

And the world follows suit.

I wonder what my world should be

Today?

I could be happy, excited,

Confident!

What would that create?

Something far more interesting

Than drab, dull sorrow.

The possibilities!

A billion people the world over

All creating

-imagining-

Something new!

But for today,

I’m just creating my world,

And I’m gonna make it a good one.

Good mood

I am in a good mood today.

I don’t quite know why.

Not everything’s gone well,

But it must have gone well enough.

Or not?

Does how I feel need to depend

On how things are?

I think I’ll try something radical.

I think I’ll try

A good mood,

No matter what.

Identity

Changing all the time,

-yet we think it a constant.

Why?

I am not now, who I was as a child.

I hope I’ve grown,

Matured,

Developed,

And will continue to do so.

No.

In many ways I am not nearly the same.

But, is that identity?

All the ins and outs – the surface of the water?

Or is there something more,

Deeper,

The depth below the surface, so to speak

-The subconscious?

Perhaps.

And anyways, does it really matter?

I mean,

Does anybody really know

Who they are?

Life
Evening comes

And with it,

What?

A feeling

Subtle

And just out of reach

Should I recognize it?

It is as though I am

Deep, perceptive

And yet I have no idea what it is I am

Perceiving?

Is there a meaning to it?

Or just a random feeling

That happens to be here,

Floating aimlessly through a void.

Does it matter?

It is here nonetheless,

Maybe there is no meaning,

Maybe.

But maybe, 

Just maybe,

It is its own meaning.

Nature

A glimmer of light on a stone,

The uprush of wind under eagle’s wings,

And pure power pounding off a cliff

Takes many forms.

Heart breaking in its perfection,

-or mask?

Yet it makes us whole.

-it is the whole.

Untouchable – so distant – 

And unbelievably close.

Perfect,

Even in its intrinsic flaws.

Beyond this poem.

Beyond words.
EveningBirth

It is that time of day,

Suspended between afternoon and evening

Perched high on a golden pinnacle.

Light floats, pours,

Down in a gentle rain

From clear blue sky.

Brings with it

Warmth, vision, life,

Peace.

This is a strange time,

A time of passion and fire

And calm reflection.

Like an image in a mirror, or reflected in a pond,

It is fragile, profound,

Untouchable and yet breakable,

Eternal, and neverending

Even as it fades,

Oh so smoothly,

Into night.

Sensations
Movement, music, light

Life rushes by

But slowly.

Somehow,

Troubles are left behind

And in rhythm and motion

And light

I am whole

Identity Crisis

Who am I?

I know the logistics

-name, age, etcetera.

But it is not enough.

Who am I?

I feel vaguely disappointed for no apparent reason

-save for all the things I wanted to do, be, become

That I had no time for.

I have been far too busy.

I am young, I have time to change.

But will I?

It seems impossible. 

And yet, I have changed so far, 

Have I not?
I can no longer lay claim to my younger selves.

Ah, but was that change, or growth?

And which is this?

Perhaps I am simply growing tired.

Who knows?

But, please, when will this feeling go away?

When will I learn to stop chasing

Perfect illusions

And just find time for

Peace?

Choices

Two worlds,

One pure, wild, and free

The other far more “Civilized”.

Code-bound rules stark against

Childlike simplicity with one law only:

-live or die.

To which do I belong?

Both call me

Both have some claim to my affections.

A balancing act

And I am swinging wildly out of control.

I know what is right

And yet, I cannot do it.

Moderation, it seems, takes more control than I could know.

I like this world – I am, after all,

Clothed, sipping tea while I write with a manufactured pen

On manufactured paper.

But oh, how that one calls!

The sleek black night, cool summer breeze, and clean fresh air await.

I am as a victim, torn between two sirens,

Each singing lovely songs.

But it is not so bad.

I, at least, have a choice.

Escape
Breathe.

I’m trying to relax.

Trying.

But somehow,

Indoor silence just isn’t quite the same

And indoor air is old and stressed and stale

And somehow melancholy.

But why? Life is good;

I have so much.

Have done so much.

But here it is not enough

Never enough.

Only out there, in that world of

Trees and grass and cloud-strewn sky

Can I be free.

There, I am always enough

Just as I am.

And it is that silence which I long for,

Not this still, dead air

To furnace stress-paced life.

I need the other air

The clean air,

That loves me and all that I am

Or am not.

Yes, I need that air.

Then, I can

Breathe.

A Rant

I need to vent.

Summer.

Beaches, sunshine, flowers,

Sleeping in, vacationing,

Preparing for a long year of school?

Yeah, right.

Summer.

School work, studying,

Going places, doing stuff,

Always something else to

Do.

And you know what?

I’m sick of it.

I’m tired of always doing things for other people.

I’m tired of going nonstop.

Or, if I’m not,

Feeling guilty because I

Should be.
There are things I want to do too,

You know.

Write, draw, dream, learn Italian.

Be young, just because I can.

If I still can.

They say that this is the best time of my life

And all I can say is

Oh, God, I hope not.
Communication

Do you know those times when

Sometimes

You get that feeling

That you have no idea whatsoever

What you’re trying to say?

No, that’s not it.

How to phrase it.

You speak, 

Words emerge

And yet they have no meaning

-that anyone understands.

Understands correctly.

Then you began to gesture

Wildly as you talk with your hands,

Seeing as how your mouth has failed you.

Finally, spluttering out vague concepts, you ask:

Do you get what I’m trying to say?
The Tempest Calls

Storm is coming

Power crackles in warm,

Thick air

As wind rushes through,

Capers and rolls.

No need to rush.

The storm, 

Confident in its power,

Can take its time.

Such power!

Enough to overwhelm mere mortals,

I am exuberant nonetheless.

Danger, perhaps,

But the excitement!

This is life, is it not?

Voice beckons from open door.
I must go in.

But please,

One more moment?

Just one more?

Potential
Blank pages,

Fascinating in their crisp white splendour,

Call to me.

Endless potential!

Anything in creation

Could be written here.

The perfect poem,

That final story,

The hidden truths of reality!

And so,

I am afraid.

Hesitant

To put pen to paper

And sear one pathway into the surface

Of reality.

I am loathe to banish

Those limitless potentials

And replace them with merely one;

A lonely reminder

Of lost possibilities

Intensity

Inspiration is that flash

Of brilliant energy

When you know what to do

And you need, must
Get it out,

Record it,

Show it to others

No matter what it takes.

Single-mindedly

You pursue your goal

-Your vision!
Until,

Completed, 

You can rest once more.

Change

People are so

Complicated

Mystical, divine beings

-each unique

In a way

And all the same.

You never know,

Really,

Who someone is.

You can learn them,

Their energy, personality

But we change.

One moment to the next

Is all it takes:

Dynamic,

Fluid,

In motion.

And you wonder,

Suddenly,

If you ever really knew me

At all

Or if there was ever really a ‘me’ to know

Rebirth
Green mist adorns tree branches

As red rain falls to earth below.

Lo! The world alive!

The Earth we once thought dead

Is dead no more.

Maelstrom

A storm approaches,

Soft and swift

On wind-blown wings,

Wafting on cold air.

I can feel it,

The violent symphony

Of noise and motion and light.

Thrilling – exhilarating

In the rush of the wind

And the pound of the rain,

I can let the world go,

And for once,

Feel sane

Reread
Tumbling through files,

And things long unread –

Some neat, clean, immaculate;

Far more messy scribbles on torn pages.

But no matter.

-I can still read them,

Those ancient musings

As though from another time.

Was that me?

What was I thinking?

A stranger stares out from old words,

The resemblance long lost in the years.

A wonder, suddenly.

At the beauty that is forgetting,

And discovering again.

Fly Away

I feel the wind on my face.

Close my eyes.

Slip away.

The world drops below,

Into the clouds.

How funny,

It seems,

To think that it meant so much,

Everything below.

From here

It is different.

From here

It is calm.

No longer running,

One place to the next.

“What if?”

“I must”

No.

What matters is here,

Outside

In the wind.

Storm

Rain falls.

Dark skies spit tiny droplets

From their foreboding depths.

And yet,

Although gloomy,

The morning is

…calm.

Waiting

Spring.

It is coming?

Soon.

Tiny buds poke through on trees,

Falling snow gives way to liquid rain.

The time is here,

When things begin to grow-

Burst into life!

But it is cold,

And seeds are dormant still.

Soon…

Questions

Why?

The most powerful question,

And yet the most simple.

And, by some, most hated.

Don’t ask,

They say.

Nothing will change.

Perhaps.

And yet,

I will not be silenced.

I will not ‘shut up and learn’,

Be another clone,

A face in the crowd.

Priority

What is this world coming too? 

You ask.

Global warming,

Worldwide famine,

War,

Starvation,

Oppression.

Existing for an eternity,

These problems persist-

Likely they always will.

But do we not owe it to the world,

Fragile as it is,

To protect it?

No matter how futile the endeavour,

We have the duty to try and improve it,

Just a little,

Within our lifetime.

So Why?

Why is it more important to:

Lose weight,

Earn money,

Tell one more lie,

Just one.

Then I will help,

Then I will make a difference.

Then I will live.

Discovery

Perceptions are off

Nothing is real

But isn’t that the fun part?

What would life be if we really knew

Who we were?

The Source

Joy,

Reach within,

What makes you alive?

Animates,

Heals,

Grows.

Feel it,

The source of all existence.

Everything that is,

Is connected,

In joy

Truth

-Such a variable term

“This is true”

“This is false”

It seems we can never agree

And yet,

Truth is relative.

True to who?

False for what?

No wonder we can never agree.

We are all right,

All things are true

-even those which are false

Meaningless
“Everything has meaning”

We are told,

Everything must be there for a reason.

It is good, it is bad,

It is symbolic, or conceptual.

What if it just is?

Why must everything have meaning?

Perhaps there are times when this is false

And we are all running around

Searching desperately for a meaning that is not there

For something that simply is

Perception

The world is changing

Or is it?

We see not what is

But what has been

For many

The past is their only 

reality

Until they can see

It is not what they are

But what they have been

And step from the mould

Into the formlessness

Beyond

Creation, Reflection
When I was younger,

I used to pretend

That my reflection

Was one of my friends.

We’d talk, and share stories-

Just have conversations.

She’d listen, I’d talk

And share my frustrations.

Times pass, and I wonder,

That girl in the mirror,

How is she doing?

I haven’t seen her in many a year

Layer Under Layer 
Layer under layer

Mask under mask

Who knows what the future holds?

Current expectations hold only the empty promises

Of human reasoning

And thought.

What appears true now

May only show its worth in days to come.

Remember: every truth tomorrow

Is a lie made yesterday
Behind the Curtain

So many other worlds

Just one hair’s breadth away

Whisper tales to me

Of things they’d never say

Lives we’ve never lived,

A forgotten mystery.

What if? You ask-

The answer unheard.

Who knows what joys

-and wonders untold -

Await in those worlds

Just behind time’s fold.

They seem wondrous to us-

Such a mystery they are.

And yet, our world is real too

And a mystery to them

-those who dwell behind the curtain

That miraculous wonder that we find

In their worlds,

Is the same mystery

That they find in ours
Truth’s Arrow

Who knows what is real

And what is not?

This whole ‘reality’

Could really be but

 A clever ruse

-And us the unknowing

Participants

And yet,

Does it really matter?

Much is real that we don’t see

-atoms, Pluto, the hot glowing center of the Earth-

What difference would it make if

Something we thought

True

Turned false?

Lies only harm when broken

The truth only hurts when told
Stranger
Who are you?

I see you, there

But I do not know you

-A stranger to me.

You have your own life,

Your own world

And I am a stranger to it

And to you.

Who knows what this means?

One – seemingly random –

Experience in a multitude

As two lives touch

-only for an instant

And move along
Breathless

Magnificent

Pressure builds

Air stirs

Wind breaks forth

In a violent cataclysm

Of motion and sound.

The storm has begun
Sorrow into Joy
Note: This poem is actually several years old, but I just found it, and wanted to put it up

A teardrop lands in a shallow pool,

The one who shed it in honest grief

But as the sun shines and the pool starts to shrink,

It is saved by a teardrop, a dragonfly egg.

And as the rain falls, the pool then fills up

And what seems like a curse

In fact saves a life.

For the dragonfly lives-

See now as it flies!

The purest of red ‘gainst the bluest of skies
Trick of the Light

Dawn breaks at the speed of light

Soft, slow, light

Spills gently over the horizon

To begin the day

Celebration
Blue sky laced with clouds

Decorations of pink and white gauze

And, by the horizon

A crowd gathers

-yellow, orange, and red

Wait expectantly as,

Slowly,

The sun peeps its head over the horizon
To greet the day

Awakening
Dawn breaks

A flash of light on the dark horizon

Greets the day

We turn, muttering

In our sleep

From the light.

Away from that which we feat the most

And yet so badly need

-an awakening
Change

The world is new

-perfect, eternal, and unchanging

And yet, it is not

Things change; 

Rain turns to river,

Desert to plain.

The ebb and flux

Never end

But in this moment

There is a stillness within my soul

That is forever

DawnSong

Song rises

Over mountains high.

Sweet notes off to the horizon

Greet the day.

Dreaming – a note on subjective reality

We are dreaming?

Is this world but a construct

Of eternal minds

To occupy one cosmic night?

A descent into madness

Perhaps

Or something more.

For what is reality

-flexible, uncertain

(The world is flat, after all)

But one gigantic, vivid dream?
Moving On
For once, in this moment,

Everything makes sense

And I am calm

Negativity is behind me now

And I can catch a glimpse

Of the brighter future

To come
Beginning
The night is serene

Calm, clear,

Crystallized.

The world feels right.

And, smiling,

I remember

The darkness was here before light

Our Place
It’s funny to think

How little we matter

In the cosmos

One planet at the edge of

One galaxy

So small,

In the vast contingency of space and time

That is our world.

And yet,

We do matter.

We are here,

Born of “coincidence”

We are a fragile world

Made precious by the fate befallen us.
Our Situation
Have you ever stopped to think

About the sheer enormity

Of our world?

(And what is happening to us?)

So many people

Each with their own story

Ever unfinished

-and unheard

But no less real than yours

Everyone tries

To fulfill some goal

Pursue destiny

Find hope

So many people

Rushing around

Overlooking the obvious

In their quest

To find happiness

A multitude of beings

Endlessly searching

To live out some fantasy

And so the world goes

An endless cacophony of dreams

Fly Free
Bird in clear sky

How I envy you

-you look so free

Your wings, the wind

The earth below

Your life appears so simple

Clean

And though I know

This vision

Is simply another dream

Still you fly on,

The earth is gone

Your world

Just you and your wings

-free

Unseen
An eternity of truths

The universe shows-

One for every dream

Potential is infinite,

But choice impossible.

What if I take the wrong step?

A labyrinth of choices

But I am not alone

I will follow the footsteps

Of destiny

Life is a journey

And not a goal

The water’s not that cold

If you jump

So be free!

Enjoy life

Wherever you happen to be.

Look around

Smile, Breathe

Let the future remain

unseen
African Queen
She lay there on the bed,

Soft fur black and brown

Stretch soft, half asleep

All she needs is a crown

Two half opened eyes

Lazy and green

Show me a vision

Of an African queen

Steady but strong;

Unafraid of her world

A battle cry sounds

And the arrows are hurled

Who are you, my princess?

My African queen?

Her eyes hint at smiles

And more worlds yet unseen
Connected
We are one

Each heartbeat marks a piece of eternity

Each story leads to the truth within.

Among uncountable diversity

There is unity

A connection

We know as life

Together
Expand your mind

Feel your consciousness breathing

You are the world

Eternal, miraculous

And yet searching

A fragmented world

Must pull together

To heal

Balance
We are equal

Unique, one of a kind, yes

Some more different than others

But it is this that gives us balance

Tip the balance

Ruin the world

So, in balance

We are whole
Wake Up
It is morning

Sun shimmers through an open window.

The world is awake

But barely

Here, there is warmth

Why move?

The world can wait

Until noon

Now
To capture this moment

-a birdcall in the wind

Or the light of this sun

To capture this moment

Which will never come

Again

I see it for an instant

-unbreakable in its nowness

And unmistakably here.

I see it for an instant

Before it slips away

Gone

Giving way to another

-moments unimagined

New songs to be song.

Giving way to another

Moment in which I can

Live

Silence
Out of the silence, there is always noise

Full in all its glory,

Loud, thunderous and strong.

clouding to the mind, we live in it

nonetheless

and yet,

out of the noise there is always silence

for without silence,

what noise would there be

to define?

Impulsive
Grasp the moment

Today is your day-

To shine

Sing a new song,

Be who you are

Just for the moment

Tomorrow can wait.

All the fears and worries

That come and go

Don’t matter anyway.

What’s wrong with today?

Act on an impulse,

Because, right now,

It’s okay

Pressure
Don’t you sometimes get that feeling

That, just for a moment

It would be nice to not have to care?

To only be who you are

And only care because you care.

School, friends, society-

Let them think what they will

They’re apt to anyways.

I often think how nice it’d be

To escape all the pressure

Of being someone for everyone

And to just, for a moment

Just be me

The Lesson
Life goes on,

All around me

And it’s comforting to think

Anything that I do badly

Doesn’t matter,

In the long run

To anyone or anything

Even I, when time goes on

Will struggle,

To remember

The very thing which, years before

I’d thought was a disaster

Anything I do today,

I do today alone

I will not let this moment take

 Tomorrow’s thoughts and dreams

For now, I’ve learned

-A lesson earned
That nothing’s as bad as it seems

Life’s Path
My life unfolds,

Opportunities bloom,

As flowers on a new spring day.

Marvelous, bright, exciting

But I am afraid.

New mountains to climb-

What if I fall?

New stars to outshine-

And to succumb to.

As we get older

The world becomes more extreme.

Dizzying heights; dramatic lows

A frenzy of failure

And of success

I guess that the trick

Is to live through it all

All failures are success in the end.

My life unfolds

The world is waiting

For me.

I may fail, I will succeed,

But I will not fear.

Breezes Play
They are the wind

Fleet, flicker and gone

Soft like snow on diamonds

Shine

In an instant

Insidious
Then slips away

To a world

We catch one glimpse of

In a golden moment

That never quite fades away

But then is gone,

Again

Change
Every now and then

I want to surprise them

I’d like them to think,

“Is that really her?”

Like the fictional girl

Who appears such a princess

I want them to see past

That meticulous construct

So carefully crafted

That they all call

Me

Singular
A Glint of Light

Here in a moment,

Gone in a lifetime

Brings me here,

Now,

Focused on one light

On one leaf

For one instant

Called eternity

A Paradox
I smile.

‘A paradox, you say?’

They don’t know the half of it

-All the inside parts

They never see

Beyond the immaculate exterior

To the truth-

However paradoxal

That is me.

Memories
I am awash with memories

The past assaults me – a criminal -

And I the unknowing victim

And yet,

Is it so bad?

I close my eyes

And fall, ever backward

Into a retrospective mood

What if?

So many other lives surround me

And yet I only see my own

It seems a waste-

How such a world

Gives birth to such

Possibility

How much ever realized?

My past surrounds me

Like timid fish

One movement, and it’s gone

And still,

I look to it

As if it holds answers

As if my life is a lock

And my past a key

But how

Can my past undo a lock

It, itself, created?
Am I not my past,

Or am I?

Something More
All those little things

-tiny, smaller than you see

The smell of chlorine gas

The feeling of moist wind

All those little things

The specific details, such

As the sound of bugs

Or the shade of a bloom

That pale colour of the sky

And the way this air clings to my skin

Yes,
All those little things

That no one ever sees

Add up, as the waves upon the shore

Stretch out to form an ocean

So, too

Do these

Seemingly unknown things

Add up to something more

Instant
The past

One long forgotten moment among many
Surfaces

Relived for one brief instant in an eternity

To become

Part of a moment that might, one day,

Be remembered

Smile
Smile

In a world such as this,

How can you not?

Amidst such beauty

As the world can give

We make such problems.

Do we need to be busy?

Running after a solution

We all have

But do not want?

Or are we really still blind

To the realities

Of our realities?

Smile

As two worlds coexist

Each unknowing

But always seeking

The same thing –

A smile

Evening silences
Dusk

Clarity in the darkness

A silence, to think.

The day makes sense now

All those mysteries that passed me by

When light was clear.

Stillness
I am quiet

Finally, the world is too

Only the birds call still

And I don’t mind them.


It is other humans that annoy

With loud yells

And raucous cries

That cause my soul to shy away

As a child hiding from a storm


But now,

In the darkening night

It is calm

Sunglasses
Tinted Lenses

Windows of gold

 hide eyes wide with visions

 of a world beyond

A choice;

To see the world clearly-

Edges and boundaries?

Or to see the beauty of a sunset-

Orange and red?

Why must we compromise our sanity

For the sake of truth?

Quiet
Listen

As so many never do

In silence

The world turns

Eternal

As the neverending summer day

That, when gone

Will live forever in the memories

And dreams

Of days to come
The Lost Today
I can live more in one moment

Than I could in a day

Feel more in an instant

Than in an eternity

Time itself

Slips away

Into an oblivious moment

Where nothing is ever the same

And I mourn for it

As it is gone

Into tomorrow

The lost today

Time to Live
Time is a mysterious construct

Built by nothing

For that would take time

Which, without it, we would not have

It is complex

Changing forever in length and depth

And yet it is simple

You have a moment, and then it’s gone

Like the thoughts within your head

There is a trade off

One moment for another

And another again

Until they are all gone

Into a vast expanse of yesterdays

We can remember

But did not live

Remember Tomorrow
I see the sad remains of today:

A sunset, fading now,

Into the dark expanse of evening sky

I cry for it

Deep inside

Where I know that,

As beautiful as it is,

I will not remember it after today.

I cry for that sad fact

That those things which we most need to see

Are the ones we forget.

That beauty-

Lost to a tomorrow

Which will become just another today

Dream On
Dream,

Little child

Of worlds in the distance

Of a place that is pure

Dream of a world you still believe in

Now, while you are able

Taste the air of sweet utopia

There will come a time

When they will tell you it cannot be

Or else you will discover on your own

But if you wish to dream

I won’t tell you it can’t be done

Here

Let me tell you a secret:

I still dream too

Snow Day
Snow falls from the sky

Swift, relentless but soft

Keeps me from a place

I don’t want to be

And protects me from a world

I don’t understand
The Screen
Sitting inside, looking at a screen

Showing us visions

Of things we might never see

Unless we continue to watch

Which we always do

As we constantly need something

To draw our minds away

From the world we have created

Amidst the ruins of the one we destroyed

So we look at the screen;

A world that is not there

Protects us from the one that is
Spring Always Comes
The winter is cold

With its still, dark night

White blankets on the ground

Hide any sign of spring

But look!

Can you feel it?

In the air as it grows warmer

And the sound of dripping snow

The spring- once thought lost- always comes again

Nighttime
Midnight

A time I never see

But often dream of

When the world is soft and silent

And the moon glows from a reachable distance

And quiet songs echo through the night

Silence
The mind does not like to be still.
It likes thought, motion, feeling,
Swift excitement, exuberance, joy.
Ah, but it gets tired…
And sometimes it will sit,
Only for a moment,
But what a moment indeed.
What a feeling it is
To simply be.

Oceansong
Sitting by the ocean shore
no one else is there. 
Quietly listening to the sound
of the ocean’s pounding on the sand.
The ocean’s singing, can you hear it?
Like a gentle roar.
The sand beneath your feet.
The ocean’s singing, can you hear it?
A magical heartbeat

Fairy Steps
Fairies dance in oaken meadows,
Anyone can join the song
Anyone can dance along.
Flowers draped all through their hair,
They dance to bring the old times near.

Crown
Cobwebs draped in bright sun’s light,
Among them the scattered morning dew.
Threads of pure silk, and bright sunlit jewels,
Like a crown for a lady, all shiny and new.

To Touch a Cloud
If I could fly, and touch a cloud,
See all their mysterious glories!
I heave a sigh, look from the ground,
And dream of childhood stories
Mask
So many masks,
So many faces.
Which is real?
Which is a reflection?
Which is mine?

Reality
What is reality?
This funny game we play.
Telling the world what can or cannot be,
Based on what we can or cannot see.
What if it is all just a façade?
What if it is we who are not real?
What if reality is really just a name?

Dragonfly Haiku
Dragonfly in flight
Wings shine, a display of grace,
Then vanish once more

The Promise
A fragile promise, soon blown by the wind,
but a promise all the same.
Is it one I will keep?
I think I shall, for there seems no other way.
No other way to keep you with me,
No other way to keep you near.
And so my promise must be kept,
And spoken out for you to hear.
As the sun moves along its path, Following the horizon,
So I must find a path to follow you.
And so; I will keep a promise.
One to me, and one to you.

I will Come For You
(written for Language Arts class in eighth grade)
On a day when the sky and the earth are in harmony,
and the ocean is orange in the sunset,
I will come for you.
When the symphony of life and death keeps playing for eternity,
There is a song that will play through the dark,
And it will lead me to you.
After the dark is over, the sunshine will come again,
and as it tells it’s story I will come to you.
The melody of life can be amazing,
And there are times when it intoxicates you,
But I will come.
Evening Moments
Evening.
That magical time when the last jewels of light appear on the horizon,
Like dewdrops in the morning sun.
So peaceful, so serene, so calm.
A bird calls, as if singing to the lost light of day,
Guiding those who’ve yet to really find their way back home.
I feel that moment coming,
When time slips by, and day turns to night.
And in that moment you know
The evening is gone.
To the winds of time, or the songs of fate,
Perchance it will come again,
Those drops of dew on the horizon.
But the night is calling, with its voice as soft as the falling rain.
It is calling.
I must come.
Watch
As I sit and watch, as I so often do,
I see the world go by.
How can it go by so many times, 
Yet never seem to pass?
It is still spring, as it has been
So many times before.
For the world is old, and always new.
The contradiction that is life.
Always existing, always creating, always destroying,
And being again.
And as I sit and watch, I see the world go by.
And as I dream, it seems,
That time has passed me by.
And so I sit, 
And watch once more
Blow
A breeze,

Soft, gentle,

Yet mischievous all the same

Plays with my hair,

Bending my paper to and fro

Here one moment, and gone the next

But never fear!

Returning once more for a heartbeat

Another interest is found

And off it goes again

-free
Write
Joy

The feeling of ideas

Words onto paper

From an unknown

They come not from my mind

-I cannot think so well as that

But I cherish them

Like a rainbow flowing through my soul

Onto paper, white and grey

Nevertheless, colours are seen

In words, red and blue and green

Words of things I do not know

For they come,

Not from my mind

But from my soul

Mosaic of Life
Mosaic hanging on the wall

Colours and shapes against a background hue

Are we all not just mosaiacs?

Our memories of thing we knew

And dreams that will or won’t come true

Are we all not just mosaiacs?

Each being another coloured tile

A piece of life on the Earth’s brown soil

And yet, I have never seen a mosaiac

So confused and without idea

Of the possible shapes it can hold

For who has ever seen a mosaiac

That fights with itself

Just to have a claim on the tiles it has broken?

Sunglasses (old version)
Take off your glasses;
They don’t fit anyways-
All they do is obstruct your view.
Tinted lenses
Changing colour,
Things once white now are blue.
Take off your glasses,
Cast them aside
and find the world
You thought you knew
November

A cool November day,

Busy, as the world prepares for coming snow.

Full of motion, yet calm within.

Trees whisper a soft goodnight
Before sleep settles onto waiting boughs
Good Day
It has been a good day.
I have laughed,
I have cried,
I have loved,
I have feared,
I have healed others
And found myself.
Wander
Door within a door,
Path within a path,
There is no destination
Break of dawn
The light of dawn on dewstruck flowers,
footsteps that never touch the ground.
The first light shines on and through the horizon,
moonlight rains on empty grass,
And the sunshine lives again
River of Song
I try to focus,
I try to think,
To break the daze.
Take one foot out
Of the river of song
Long enough to do one dance,
Before diving in again
Day Dreams
Cloud in the sky,
You are your own world.
Fields of white,
Castles of dreams.
You have such beauty
As raindrops fall.
I look, In a daze,
And start to wonder if maybe I could get there after all
Golden Light
Golden light, the sun pours down,
It’s now late afternoon.
Golden light, it flows around,
And turns your whole world upside down.
Reflection
I look in the mirror.
Is this who I am?
This face, this hair, these eyes:
It is how I am seen.
But am I seen for what I am?
Or are we all just caught up in a reflection?
Summer Day Haiku
A hot summer day
Blue sky shimmers on white clouds
I hear birds call
Wind
Wind whistling on the raindrops,
The sound of the ocean’s roar.
Where have you been?
You wander so far.
Your song on the cliffside pounding.
Wind in the trees, like a low birds call,
Music pouring into the night.
Summer Mornings
Sitting on the grass,
Trees all around.
The river laughs and shines,
The sun filters down,
And above the summer sky.
Flying With the Birds
Flying in the endless sky,
Diving through the pure white clouds.
Soaring with the birds up high,
Singing in the deep blue sky.
Above the Sky
Soaring up above the sky,
Far above the world we know.
To be singing up so high;
Intoxicated by the sky.
In Honour of Halloween
It comes toward you,
Shining bright.
The teeth from which all run in fright
It comes toward you,
Shouting still.
“I’ll get you, I’ll get you, I’ll eat you,
I will!”
From the Sky (my first poem)
From the sky above the air,
From a place that’s hardly there.
They will come and they will go,
The first to find is the first to know.
Winter
Upon the winter wonderland,
Past the icy trees.
Over the land I used to know
And into the land of the breeze.
To Heal the World
To heal the world, you first must love it,
Then heal yourself, and good comes of it.
The world heals fast, in its own way,
All you must do is step away.
But heal yourself, and good comes too,
So heal the spark of the world within you.
It could heal fast, in a year or a day,
But all must heal in their own way
