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May



Empty Bottle
I am drunk 
To numb the feeling 
The feeling that reminds me the 
love is gone 
The money is gone 
The respect is gone 
But the pain remains 
So 

I am drunk



My soul is strong 
It yearns to break free 
But my body is weak 
The cage is still hard to break 
Please 
Set me free 

Gilded Cage



Help 
I’m screaming but no one hears 
My own deliberate smile 
deafens my cries 
After all, 
I am fine 

Fine



The monster is real 
No one seems to see it but you 
I see it too 
I’m just as sane as you 

Invisible Monsters



I long to run away 
when life gets too hard 
But I can’t afford the plane 
ticket 
So I long for a better day 

Better Days



The wine goes down easily 
I drink it, a little too happily 

I hope 
I pray 
I know 

But the empty glass 
And the empty bottle 

Share the same sad truth 
You’re only happy 

When you stop 
Stop 
Stop 

Thinking 
 

Stop. Thinking.



I long for motherhood 
That sweet baby smell 
To fulfill that ancient purpose 
But I sit alone 
Awake well past midnight 
Wishing I was up with a 
purpose 
Helping a piece of me fall 
asleep 

Late Night Longings



Animals don’t get enough credit 
They deserve so much more 
A small dog who sighs peace 
A large cat who purrs strength 
Who else loves without 
judgement 
Who else so freely gives? 

Credit



September



I’m tired of being too 
Too this 
Too that 
Too skinny 
Not enough fat 
Too motivated 
Too prude 
Un-celebrated 
Too slutty 
Too smart 
Too needy 
Too much heart 
When will I be 
Enough? 

Too



Why do I fall for the same type 
of guys? 
The ones who ooze charisma 
to cover up their lies 
The ones who smile so sweetly 
that I hardly see their fangs 
The ones who leave you 
breathless And a little more 
insane 

Seductive Bastards



November



You are such an ass 
I won’t try to deny it 

But it’s funny how hot you are 
All smirk and sass 

I’m glad that I met you 
and am letting time take it’s toll 

And, although you already 
know this, 

You make me feel whole 
 
 

Such an Ass



Painful Whisper

Just a collection of cells 
 
 

No heart beat to hear
No kick to feel

 
but my heart hurts regardless 

 
 

 
A pain the soul whispers 

 
 

 
and never expels 

 



Terrible things happen 
And life just goes on 
The sun rises again 

And the new day begins 
But somewhere there’s 

someone 
A little darker inside 

Putting on a smile to spite the 
sun 

 
 

Terrible Things



November Runaway

I want to run
Run run away

Away from the pain
to a better, lighter day

But the fall air beckons
And grounds my feet

And places a hold
on my would be retreat



Fin & Ru

Me and Ru
fit like a glove 
A pair of souls 
not quite in love 
He smirks at me 
and I at him 
And we walk our troubled path 
Hand in hand, a shove and a 
laugh 



There’s a flutter in my heart 
that I can’t quite explain 
I mull it and test it inside of my 
brain 

I don’t understand it, try as I 
might 
Do I need you? Can I read you? 
I cannot be sure 
But something is there, maybe 
a cure 

It pulls me left 
 
 

 
It pulls me right 

 

Need, Read, Seed



Everything is going to be ok

Repeat it 

Everything is going to be ok

Now say it in French 

Tout va bien se passser 

Believe it 

Everything is going to be ok

Ok



There’s an itch I want to 
scratch 

I try to ignore it and hope it 
won’t last 

I’m fine, I tell myself, but the 
itch remains 

And it starts to sting when I 
speak your name 

Sting



“You were so happy,” she says 
with a sigh 
She can see the pain behind 
each eye 
But with pain comes knowledge 
With knowledge comes gain 
So yes, there is a storm of 
treacherous rain 
But I’ll rise above 
A shining light, a relentless 
flame 

Happy



Stay fierce, but stay open 

Climb over the wall your soul 
builds 

Don’t hide your fire within the 
stone 

Only you can save yourself, 

Only you alone 

Fierce



I told you I was fine 
I guess I lied 
I told you I just needed a little time 
I guess I lied 
I told you the flame would subside 
I guess I lied 
and I guess I thought 

Friends Don’t Lie 

Lied



There’s still this strangeness driving 
me crazy 
WTF is going on, why is my brain so 
hazy? 
I feel an attraction, yes that much is 
sure
But WTF does it mean? Am I really 
knocking at this door? 
I recognize the jealousy, and I 
recognize the flame 
But here I am, questioning if I’ve gone 
insane 
I want to yell, I want to scream 
“Please somebody tell me WTF this 
means!” 

W.T.F. ?
?

? ?

?
?

?
?



Suit Up
I’m putting on my armor, it’s time to suit up 

Time to bring out my fierceness and trust in my gut 

I pull on my strength, tight over my soul 

I rely on my wisdom, and the truths 

I’ve been told 

My silver tongue comes last, 

practiced and steady 

So bring on the worst, 

this time I’m ready 



I want to hate you , to call you selfish and cruel 

I wish you didn’t care at all, that you were 

 just like all the others 

It would be easier if we both didn’t care 

But we do, so it hurts, so it makes 

 things awkward and uncomfortable

 

Pain makes things real and worth it and helps us grow 

A door has closed 

A new one has opened 

Life’s not easy and neither are these battles 

But we’ll come out if it all so much better in end 

 

Easier

Good.

Nothing good ever comes easy


