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no doubt you do,
a guardian,
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Crossing that desert:
wide open shoal,
justa crumbled sea,

and my beating soul...
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why my world was tall and tried;,
shimmering'ice, where I'll find anyone
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the world as [ knew it, a melting whlte!sun

Every head) though one was mine
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when'Iicouldn’t/count several billion anda ,quarter.



CAB
We get by, and so we did,
would you remember my face?
Could I lie, or tell the truth?
Would you know this place?
Might you look, might you glance?
But would you know this space?
Are you waiting? Are you staring?
But would you real){y chase?
After the one,
you thought you saw.
Would you know my face?
Would you take your humble time,
and cut me to the chase?




ADOPTED
There was no blood,
to prove anyone’s point,
he was only your son,
because you made the choice.
From two different worlds,
but the great Destiny told her,
I will make this boy your child,
to forever watch over.
Came quick in the night,
he had a silent arrival,
but a wisp of pure love,
that to you, was revival.
Those shadows are sweet,
as you unlock your front door,
to let him into the home,
he had never been before.
So you looked after him,
when you could, and were able,

across the dark city,
or just your dinner table.
And when you weep at night,

when the world starts to doubt you,

he walked in so quiet,
and put his arms around you.
Around the one person,
he felt ever loved him,
and around all your doubts,
for he could destroy them.
The boy who became yours,
his moonlight and ash,
who faced such a tragic,
and magical past.
Though you did not birth him,
a stranger did this,
it was he who delivered you,
to the beauty you missed.
Yes, his footsteps are loud,

there’s a kick in his boot,
you can hear him arrive,
when he comes back to you.
To visit the woman,
whom had taken him in,
whom had made him her child,
because she wanted him.
And as you look in his eyes,
you know he too, had chose you.
This young man, your one child,
he puts his arms around you.
Around the one person,
he ever felt loved him,
and put to rest all your doubts,
for %is love overcomes them.
-Arianna




YES, I DARE
I feel a little fired up,
like passion in my trials,
the flames were catching to my skirts,
and smoke poured from my ears.
I feel a little taken down,
like rain depressed my light,
stormy as a white shower,
or a starless, lonely night.
I cut my hair, I cut my skin,
the blood it drained, and rose,
hoping no one saw it,
through my thin and coal black clothes.
But what it took, to think these things,
these worldly-god ideas,
to suffer in whose suffering?
To get to know whose fears?
I rammed myself against the wall,
toend tﬁe twister’s path,
but now it’s started something else,
and it’s a kind of wrath.
They used to call me beautiful,

but beauty is for sobers,
I am angry with the world,
and yet I am a knower.
Too much empathy, I stole,
but I am getting smarter,
I want to feel a little love,
which makes it so damn harder.
Can I ask you what this means?
When you lay your life to pieces?
Refusing to be innocent,
the tree of life? She freezes.

I could lead you back, my friend,
we could have been a team.
You could have been an honest soul,
you could have reached your dreams.
But no, I nod my head in jest,
you'd rather be a mother,
to imaginary grand kids,
watering imaginary flowers.
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IT WAS THIS BIG
Your heart is so revokable,
your soul and love, colloquial.
Arrest your designation here,
spell out your name, but not in fear.
Spinning ‘round me in the air,
a vulture halo in my hair.

Dive off the cliffs, coyotes sing,
your little suffer, suffering.
Your heart is so rebirthable,

and I am so immeasurable,
destinations you thought far,
yow'll never reach them in a car.

Goals you thought so distantly,

were reached, ang almost instantly.

Your heart is so ignitable,
the pages so rewritable,
I looked up, and you were gone,
your heart was broke, but never wrong.
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PROBLEM-FREE HEAVEN
The white walls of heaven,
a door sucking in,
all the happy, the heartful,
no dark and no sin.
With no mind to think,
it’s tasteless and nothmg,
it fills up your heart,
with “be goods” and hushmg

No swear words, oh no!
No sadness a’loommg,
all this senseless emotion,
and dumbfounded brooding.”
The meaninglessiwill, = =
- _ thelinelegant flop,
s 0f. awobbled footstep
with'no --=- to stop
<k The eerie of livin
~that’s the beauty,of%lfe, \
1f heaven is perfect, ~o=_'
~I'm staymg ahve'
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FORGETFUL PEST
Forgetful pest, but I remember,
all tﬁe things I said.
Knock me out, confusion does,
but you recall it too.

All the wisdom I bestowed,

are all your ah-has now. no more of my fantasies,
I think you knew all along, no more of my stories,
SO Wﬂy put me down? no more games,
If I continue to be shamed, no more dreams,
to be blamed, without me?
in your place, Maybe you're boring,
you will lose me to the world, glve it up, or sowill I.
in fact, space, And then will you be happy?

And then will you reach sanity?
And then will you feel peace?
Should I die,
would you get well?

I hope to think not, though,

I sense that is the truth as of now...




OLD DREAMS CATCHING UP TO ME
In a self-defense class,
was a cat with amber eyes,
electric orange in irises,
was a part of his disguise.
The fresh and salty air,
where a special school exists,
I was beat up with a notion,
with my ocean-holding fists.
Old dreams catching up to me,
I know they happened here,
Azaleas and the dogwoods,
and that’s just what I fear.
And if I catch some rainbows,
and get just what I want,
well, dreams are not the only place,
in which I’ll get to haunt.
Old dreams catching up to me,
I know I'll go there soon,
follow me and I'll be there,
back in our favorite dunes.
Back to where I breathed it,
the air so clean and pure,
and I’ll remember dreaming,
was what I waited for.




CAST THE PAST
Much be cast,
away, the last.

Just like the past,
but I don’t match.

So make it last,

the memories count,
the stories shake,
her-os astound.

But I'm not that,

no, I'm not, am,

I don’t belong,
I'm not the man.
But wise is weak,
when war is why,

SO No one ever,

questioned I.
I left it be,
for all to see,
that I am not,
this cruelty.
But no one seems,
to take the time,
to understand,
it’s all beheld,
it’s all behind.

The past is gone,
the road was long,
my feelings strong,

I don’t Eelong,
they wrote a song,
and now it’s down,

out of my mouth.

So hear it ring,

across the land,

as if our gods,
have his own hands.
So let be lost,

the sacred cross,
that holds its own,

when all’s at loss.
For words for trust,
for words for breath,

no one’s getting,
out of death.

So we can rest,
our hands and sigh,

Why is life,

so perfect, why?
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REMEMBER
Superstitious, suspicious,
lookin’ over my shoulder,
he was warm in the heart,

but his face so much colder.
A reminder to haunt him,
pretty ribbon a prisoner,
grim in all ways,
he was not a good listener.
Remember I love you,
and remember this tale,
I destroyed me,
so I did kinda fail.

So sentimentally squinting,
peeking into the distance,
I am warm in the heart,
but I have a resistance.
Pretty ribbon a prisoner,
what a forsaken trouble,
he is trapped in an inkling,
yet he is trapped in a bubb%e.

Superstitious, suspicious,
I am wearing it now,
I am living a memory,
and [ now take a bow.
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as I dropped tomy knees
S Asl kneeled before'God 4
as I kneeled\to my self ~ ~\”" .
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~ the burst 1nt0uw1ngs ,".,
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& it speaks not infw words",v_"" : N
* but in butterﬂy w1ngebeats, ‘
} +and the songs of the'birds. '
If we call back the Spirits, 2 g
then it’s down to my knees)
I will servéz"r hem forever
entwmed in the trees
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Get out there and enjoy life.
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