Trying to find myself, on these age stained pages.

I find only lost words.

I break down every couple years…

And each time I slip further into

This Abyss of hatred.

Blurry eyed smiles,

Hold on. This is going to take awhile.

Blistered – Unknown.

I’ve shown everything.

I’ve bled into me, everything.

I feel the darkness

Take me.

Did you see which way they ran?

The ones who break me?

DUST

Should have kissed you

Good-bye…

But I didn’t know it was good-bye until

I drove away from that familiar street.

Realizing, you never wanted me to come back…

And I can’t think of a reason,

To beg you to be REAL again…

You’re my favorite,
I just wanted to be yours.

I know I disappoint you at every turn.

So I keep doing donuts-

Thinking you might notice,

But all you see is DUST.

I blame the dust;

-Not you-

For my wave of tears.

HOME
Just got back.
& The water is deeper than I remember…

Inside this tomb of terror,

 I recall demons knawing the greenish carpet,

As if this satisfies their insatiable hunger.

You were there banging at my sleeves,

Until I twist around to

Drool anxiously at your boredom.

I’m bleeding gravel in these timeless tales,

Walking into the hallways of past hells.

Shredding off pieces of wall paper for warmth.

-Nothing-

So I set fire to the  besotted bricks of recollections
& find comfort in the insane flames.

A new era…

Warmth consuming my bones.

Frailty?
I suck the memories through a straw of disbelief,

As I am hunting for my bed.

Throwing the debris of hatred onto the patio-

Hoping no one saw.

But I feel the heat of a nosey glare…

Spin around,

Grin,

Then turn back to enter 

My Chamber of Sin.

It’s not a matter of TRUST…
It’s a matter of APATHY.

Because my lies sell better than my skin.

So you only think that I let you in!!

It’s an inconsistency in the white noise…

A breeze of bewilderment.

For I have no intent…

On studying the policies of dating

Or the thin line between loving and hating.
Conversations.   With and Without You.
I say, ‘So much with my eyes’
According to this.

So I took my sunglasses off

But still managed to fool you.

I am plagued with my own compose.

I keep digging

-Scraping-

Keep digging.

I find more and more debris.

It’s just                       me.
After all these years,

I am the Queen of shit,

Throwing a hissy fit

If no one plays 

My game:

Russian Roulette

Just pull my trigger

It’s Sensitive;

Sensitive?
I prey on my flesh trying to let

The beast break free.

My lips are frothing,

With a stink of words.

Can’t even recall that stolen voice of mine.

I get lost trying to decipher,
Is that really me?

Digging deeper with filth?

(Con’t.)

No. It cannot be!

I search and find myself,

Hog tied inside,

While my demons prod at me;

Stingers of truth.

My skin is off,

The beast is free

As I disconnect

The tears I was suppressing find their way,

My skin returns.

I am alone,  again.

With the surreal memory of anger

That seems untamed,

I sob harder

Unaware of who it is that I wish to be.

This snarling hardcore beast

Or

The superhuman girl you refer to as Angel?

Your  lips appear clearer as they’re hurdled back into view.

Left pondering these unyielding, self-destructive

Conversations I have;

With

And 

Without You.

I sift through countless

Obituaries.    Searching.

For faces of the nameless victims

I’ve buried within me.

Haunted by the spell that timeless death brings.

I am soaked in a residue

Of forgotten pain…

Even now as I learn your name.

INNER CHILD
There was a girl I used to know.

She resided within my chamber of dreams.

I left her standing in a forest

Too long ago for my brain to entertainment,

Exactly when.

The clouds  puffed passed my

Hung head that day.

When all was lost

Within the confinement

Of this nightmare told.

I thought this girl would thrive

In her abandoned garden.

But wishes are deceiving.

I returned to her today to find her body;

Ravished by thieves.

Thieves of the underworld.

They have stolen her light;

Even the panther will not glow.

Destitute, I flee, dodging trees of weary memories.

I carry this broken girl
On my back,

Heavy with Death,

As I scramble to the sea;

Pleading with the wind, “Please!! Restore her breath!”

Chameleons
That’s how it always is,

They want to be ME
Not with me.

So they devour

                My Secrets.
     My Magic.
       My Pixie Dust.
      My Soul…

And

Tear it out little by little.

So I don’t notice
Till I’m

DRAINED.

And Then I sneak off

Into the stars that 

Blanket their slumber

Moving onto the next

Tireless.

Broken,

Sticky Fumbling,

No Self-esteem

Abused,   Awkward
Person
And rip off the scabs

For the next vampire like beings

To lick me dry.

Then, once again, I Escape

Into a Twinkling Sky.
Little Sister?
I don’t have many pictures

Of my past.

A few stain-less dresses,
You and Me…

You are my sister,

My Blood.

But I find only a stranger

In these streets…

I seek you in times of Bliss

As well as Loneliness.

A fragrant memory.

A timeless smile.

Pondering here, for only,

A little while.

I don’t have too many photographs.

Just a bleakness,

A diary entry

And 

The forgetfulness of a bond 

Not intended to last.

However, No matter how I write it…

You are my past.

The paper called to me.

Not from anger

Or sadness-

Just a frugal attempt to

Capture perfection.

I give you flowers to remind you

How soft my lips are,

And how sweet I smell,

But it seems the wind is always

Blowing me your way…

So perhaps the flowers are

Simply

A gesture of kindness.

Beautifully Twisted Scars
There’s a storm rolling in;

To think, I caused it.

The way I looked at you

So serene and Untrue.

I’m not scared anymore

Knowing the clouds are swirling in.

Everything is so unfamiliarly 

Soaked with you.

And trust me. I’ve tried running;

But I got caught by a star

Still tugging at my shoe lace.

Staring into the white of the wall

Till visions dance across my eyelids.

Suddenly you appear!

Dressed in red like always.

But at least she never let you

Borrow those dark sunglasses,

So your eyes poured into mine.

Wicked With Intensity.

I stared out the window while your

Ghost softly screamed to my ear.

I just sat there.

Banging my head

So all the visions would disassemble.

But they stayed hanging on to

My lashes; swinging like banshees

Laughing at my pride.

Tearing at my bruised lips.

(Cont.)

Thunder rolls, as my lips quiver, the first tear drops.

The rain echoes.

This gesture of empathy

As if to say:

Tree branches break,

But wounds heal into

Beautifully Twisted Scars

For everyone to see.

For all to say ‘Wow you’re heart was stolen too?’

With a bolt of lightning the sorrow filled beings

Set out to gather in this parallel universe.

Desperately searching for others

Baring similar scars, so Beautifully Twisted.

Until the rain passes and I bleakly look
To the horizon to see

All of these people disappearing with dawn.

And all this time their comfort;

And their friendship

Was just a figment,

So your scars didn’t have to seem

So insignificant.

And you didn’t go through this for

NOTHING.

Confused and lost,

I race towards the horizon desperately

Trying to catch those figments.

Only to end up understanding…

You are forever alone,

With those Beautifully Twisted Scars,

Trapped within the confines of clarity.

(Cont.)

The rain sets in again.

Making those Beautifully Twisted Scars

Glisten.

Just watch as they glisten.

Prescious Moments Eyes
I have ‘precious moments’ eyes,

You know those figurines

With those hopelessly big eyes.

I used to wake up in the middle of the night,

To make sure you were breathing.

Now I just wake up screaming,

Some bull-shit about these demons.

All I can equate us to is a pack of fun filled

LIES.

Yup. I have ‘prescious moments’ eyes.

I 

