Silhouettes:
Shadows echo onto the surface of a wall,
mimicking our every move like mournful marionettes.
The twitch of an eyelash, curl of a finger, the bob of a single, insignificant hair.
Their forms forcibly molded into the perfect doppelganger.
They fight against the metamorphosis with the strength of beaten pride.
An unfortunately futile effort in time
Slaves to their sorrowful fate, their chains clack against the cold floor,
The fleeting warmth of our skin a luxury,
a distant fire in a ruthless blizzard.
Yet no stray thought is spared for them.
They disappear and we turn the other cheek.

Anxiety:
Restless minds never remain still in the face of death.
Thoughts ever churning, evoking suppressed emotions.
If confidence is my shield, then here I stand undefended.
Tears run down my pale-stricken face,
Anxiety rises anew like a twisted phoenix.
Are these demonic thoughts my burden to bear?

People say to shrug off such feelings, 
but they are the ignorant ones.
How can they know what it’s like in my war-torn mind?
Confident words hold no power against a mind who views the world as it is.
It’s easy for those who do quake in fear of rejection or the judging eyes of a stranger.
People who breathe power and confidence who do not look at the battered road ahead.
In my eyes, I fear the road and where it leads.

These thoughts and emotions that are etched in my skin like the burn of a tattoo
The devil on my shoulder dons my voice so it can send endless whispers in my ear.
I desperately crave a guiding hand, 
The call of a battle-cry parts from my lips,
My pain is stained on my face,
But a shrug is all I earn?
Sometimes I wonder if silence is best.
It seems all people listen to is a false smile and an “I’m OK.”

Nonconformity:
I don’t write haikus
Art shouldn’t be limited
I rebel, won’t be —








Dandelions:
Buds sit idly on crooked branches, almost ripe to bloom.
Sheets of emerald grass twist and tangle in the wind.
The last breath of winter flickers and fades, flickers and fades.
Dandelions grow and spread, die and spread.
Idly, innocently, the patches of childhood wishes huddle in their little troves.
With the stream of life that calls them to bloom,
A call for their blood is demanded cruelly.
their sacred bodies are composed of sin.
They didn’t choose to live,
So was living their immoral sin?
But what is spring without dandelions and clovers?

Fading Eternity:
Even the mightiest throne will wither and crack.
Its king gone, a kingdom abandoned, legacies lost.
A castle, a civilization, left to Ruin.

Time is a neutral party, it waits patiently for tragedy.
It best be remembered the strings Man plucks by,
that those who play the fiddle’s strings challenge Death with delight.
A test of the Styx’s waters, a curiosity.

Tread lightly with cautious eyes and mind.
Keep your eyes unbound and view with perfect clarity.
That the beat of a butterfly’s wing changes the future unkind.

Future looms out of sight, pleasantly waiting for our final tragedy.
Such are the trials of a bitter Reality.

A Pleasant Nap:
[bookmark: _GoBack]A small pudgy puppy wakes, pulled up by the hold of a gentle hand
It yawns and sucks its paw, still unable to stand
Innocent eyes plead, it gently squirms in a kind grip
It falls back and kicks, but its consciousness slips
Eyes close and the puppy returns to dreamland
