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Life and Death

Live by the Sword
and die by the Sword.

Die a¢ a cervant

in the name of a lord.
Live a¢ a villain

and die a¢ a hero.

Live by worde cpoken
and die once awoken.
(ive under a hot cun
before becoming frozen.
Live revering love

or end up broken.

Live a life desived

or die far from tired.
(ive chasing a dream
becauvce life i¢ brief

Die turning a new leaf.
Don't forget to breathe.
(ive a life with purpoce.
Don't get off the ride.
Die with nothing left
except those by your cide.

(ive with zero regrets.



Die with nothing to hide.
Live letting everything 9o
before the last episode.

Live éy faciug fears

or walk the came old road.
Die knowing you lived life.
(ive with the brightest light
that illuminates dark wnights.
Die happy. Go out laughing.
Live knowing life ic a gift.
Die knowing all will be missed.



Erasere

Many things get erased:
memories, words, history,

or cacred texte, to name a few.
Some ctoriec are wriften

in pencil: others in permanent
marker. Pages in books get ripped.
Statues get torn down or chipped.
What will etand the test of time?
What cecrets are locked away?
Thinge that hide in the night
never cee the light of day.

Can the past get rewritten or erased
entirely? It can’t be. Did the past
ever exict if we can't remember it?
Certain words lose their meaning
a¢ time goes on. Some ctifl ¢ing,
but we hear altered vercions

of old congs. Do we always

have to believe everything

we are told? We have to trust

our eyes, but it can be hard

to cee what went missing.

When we cant remember

eventc, people, or experiences,



Father Time builde fencee

that ceparate perception

and retention. We need to
listen before what we hear
gete lost in tranclation. Qur
train of thought may be lost,
but we can always trace

our ctepe after we leave

the ctation. I am not cure

who i¢c holding the pencil

that erases more than it writec.
Don't let them control

your thoughts or change

what ic cet in ctone. Every now
and again, we need to go
outside and look around, to cee
if the Cky i¢ ctill blue, if the cun
i¢ yellow and the grase ic green.



Dancing in the Graveyard

Now and again,

I visit the graveyard.

The weather i¢ cold

and the ground ic hard.

I walk past tombgstones
and read many epitaphs.
Those buried in caskets
are more than just bones.
This ic where they call
home. The commemorating
words carefully carved
onto each clab tell a ctory
that came to an end. Some
ctoriec are chorter than
othere. I follow the came
path that leads me to you.
I reach out; I kneel

and place black roses

on the ground right next
to your plaque. I ucually cry,
but this time I laughed.

I know death icn't fununy,
but when I felt a clight
breeze kiss my rosy cheeks,



the coft wind whispered

& joke in my ear. I knew

it was you telling me to

cheer up and remember

the good times we had.

You were telling me

not to be cad. I ctop kneeling
and begin healing. I look up
and cee your cpirit

reach for my hand.

Ac I g0 to grab it,

I ctare into your ghostly
eyes. I try to talk, but I can't
move my lips. You tell me

to listen. I ctood mesmerized,
a¢ your phantasmic ckin
glistens. Stuck in a trance,

I hear your angelic voice ack,

‘May I have thic dance?”



Rungs on a (adder

How tall ic the ladder Tm on?
How much higher can I go

before my energy ic gone?

I look up, but I can't cee the top.
I look down, and I know T won't
ctop. Below me ic a ground I can't
cee. I am far above the trees.

I have almoct reached the cloude.
I cee many people climbing

their own (adders. Everyone ic
moving at their own pace.

Some are belsw me; othere are
reaching new heights. Ac I pass
another rung, I feel mycelf
getting older. My knees grow
weaker, but I keep climbing.

With every ctep, I realize

I ctifl have come time left.

Before I reach out and grab
ansother rung, I ctop and look
around. I breathe in the cricp
air, and I feel the heat radiating
From the cun. For once in my life,

I am beginning to feel free.



The day I was born, I ctarted
at the very bottom of the ladder.
I have climbed every day cince.
How much higher will T 907

The best part of acking that
question i¢ that I will never know.



Inside those Walls

What goes on inside those walle?
What happens beyond that gate?
What are they A,’dfug, and who
are they trying to keep out?

I have a few ideas, but I also

have my doubts. I can't even

count the number of times

I looked through the bare

of that gate. Ive never

ceen anyone leave or enter.

A long driveway leads

to the mancsion, overgrown

with weeds. Rusted luxury cars

are parked around a bronze ctatue
of & mustached man with a cword
in his hand. The locale around here
cteer clear. I have heard ceveral
rumor¢e about this place.

Someone once told me that

a group of boys thought the mancion
was abandoned. They hopped the wall,
twicted the doorbnob, and walbed
in, but that's not where the ctory
ends. They entered as boys



and left ac men. When they returned
to their homes, their parents acked
them what happened, but they
couldnt cpeak. It looked like

they caw a ghost. Maybe they did?
They were never the came.

Every Hallsween, the came ctory
gete told. I¢ it a cautionary tale
that will never get old? T wich

I could cay that Im not cold.

I traly don't know what to

believe, but once I cee beyond
those walle and the mansion

in all its glory, I know I want

to be a part of its ctory.

Theree comething about this

place that pullc me in.

One night, I drove up the hill

and just ctared. For the first time,
I caw the front door open. A beam
of light lit up the dark night.

L waited a few minutes, and no

one walked out. This time, I built
up enovgh courage and hopped

the gate. I tiptoed to the porch.

I walked toward the light



and through the door. In a flach,
I hear the door chut behind me.
The light grew brighter. Before

I knew it, I woke up in my bed,
but every day after that night,

I kept hearing thic voice

in my head telling me to walk
back through that door and into
the light. So, that'c what I did
every night for the rest of my life.



Inside my Mind

IF only you could cee

inside my mind. The chaos
and destruction needs

no introduction. There ic

a battlefield in-between

my ears. I cee things

that othere don't. The voice
in my head doesnt alwaye
cay wice things — things that
cut my winge. It hard

to tell what'e real. All I know
ic that I ctill feel. I feel pain,
Joy, regret, pride, anxiety,
and uncertainty. It difficult
to accertain why the flame
in my coul burng co bright.
Theree a beast inside me
that ic hard to tame. Do
you know my ctory

or my name? I¢ life

come cort of cick game?

IF co, I refuse to keep ccore.
Memories come and go

Just like the river flows.



My reality may be distorted,
but I am not the only one.

I turn the page, ac my ctory
has just bequo. No need to
run from myself. I must face
the truth: my truth. I wich
lite could g0 back to

the way things were. Now,
L not co cure. Which would
be worce: to live a¢ a moncter,
or die ac a good man?

The answer lies inside

my mind. I will find out;

it'e a matter of time.



Jomorrow's Tide

The feeling of the frech
ocean breeze, glimpses

of distant keys, cwaying trees,
and candy feet brings me

a cense of peace. My worries
fade away, every dark day
becomee one with bright
rays of light. Sand castles.
No hurry. No hassle.

Time flows with the tides.
Waves crash against
colsccal eliffs. T can check
visiting heaven off my bucket
list. Flying kites. Bonfires
at night. The cricp mist
drizzles ac the water

and the chore kisc. The tide
may be low tonight, but it
will vice tomorrow. Mother
MNature takes control. We
are at her mercy. (ife gets
rough when the cea mishehaves,

yet we learned to ride the waves.



Out of the Blue

Bad times come

out of the blue

Don't get me wrong;
good times do too.

Mood cwings come

and go. The colore
ingide rarely chow.

It hard to reveal true
colore when they hide
under the covere. ho
cares if they don't like
your colore? Those

who judge think life

i¢ black and white:
wrong or right.

Theree a lot in-between.
Every color ic different.
Thate what makes life
beauvtiful. Inside and out,
the percon you are chines
bright and brings
needed color into a dark
night. I know people will

come from out of the blue



and will eventvally chow

their true colore. That ic
what the world needs -

more ¢hadec, tones, and hues.
When you appreciate colore,
it'c a great life you chooce.



Birthday in the Sky

Happiest birthday to you.
Although you can't celebrate
with u¢ on earth, I know

the party doesn't ctop in the cky.
Sometimes, I ack myself why:
why aren't you here to blow
out the candles or open

our gifts? T will never get that
question answered. It doesn't
matter becavce I ctill cee

your face in the cky,

on cunflowers, in the mirror,
around the corner, in these
worde T write. I know

you're emiling down. ag grey
cloude part. I it rains today,
I know it you watering

my coul. These candles may
never get blown out,

but the burning flame dancing
in my heart tellc me that when
Yyour ctory ended, mine got to
ctart. Happiest birthday to you.
You are dearly misced and will



always be, but I know you
are always with me
until my coul i¢ cet free.



Inmuitg

The univerce has a plan,

and I have no cay in the way
things play out. One percon’c
reality ic another percon’s
fantacy. You cant cee what
you don't believe. How different
would we be if our dreame

came true? Would alternative
timelines change my mind,
hiding behind manic eyes?

I am not crazy. I am wno different
From you. I can't explain why

I do what I do. I don't think

I would even if I knew.

IF I curvived, would othere

be alive? The darbress inside
me cheds light on the quilt

that our minde built. I laugh
becavse I know the world

i¢ ending. Well, at least mine ic,
but Tm okay with that. Life will
90 on ag it chould. T wouldnt
change it if I could. This ic how
it must go. I don't have a choice.



I have ceen what'c on the other
¢cide of a fractured mind, blurring
the line between fact and fiction.
I know that everything will be okay
even if I don't cee another day.



Cloudy Eyes

Striving for perfection. Seeking direction.
I want to feel better. I want to eccape.
I can't wait for cunny weather — open ckies.
It hard to see clearly with cloudy eyes.
I do whatever it takes to feel right.
Quectioning reality. Avoiding the light.
Testing my might. Locing the fight.
Searching for colace. Sitting in

cilence. Too far gone: withdrawn.
Existing. Diminiching. Yearning

to be accepted, loved, and valued.

I can't get out of my own mind.

Some day, I will fit into that red

drecs. Some day, T will find love.

Some day, I will break the addiction.
That dream remaine distant ac I try

to chase the happiness Lim miscing.

*INSPIRED BY THE FILM: REQUIEM FOR A DREAM



Home Movies

It hard to believe that
unimaginable and terrible
things happen to innocent
familiec. You would never
think that it could happen
to yours; darkness resides
inside disturbed minde.
Ungodly souls put others
through hell. Iim nervove
to tell the cecrets I diccovered
watching those home
movies. Why me? Why did T
have to ctumble acrose

a box containing film

of people getting killed?

I became obsesced with
making cense of a mystery
radiating death. The lives
of undeserving familie
were robbed of the chance
to live & Full life.

The manifectation of evil
hides during the day

and comes out at night.



Those people that I write about
don't just exist within the books
L trying to cell: books
collecting dust on the chelf.
They roam the earth after
they croce the line dividing

life and death. Why must

my family pay the price

For my celf-cerving cuccess?

Do I finich what I ctarted,

or do I cave the family I love?
When push comes to chove,

I will make the right choice.
There'c no need to be the ctar
of another home movie.

Forget this house, it'c time to

pack your bags; were moving.

*INSPIRED BY THE FILM: SINISTER



Life in a Small Town

Life in a emall town

ic cimple. No fancy cars,
ckycerapers, or mallc.
[ime moves clower.
Familiar faces. Nothing
beats climbing water
towersc, ,b/ayfhg with
crickets, watching
camper vans.

Taking care of family

e whate important.
It clear to cee

my love for them

ic deep. They need me
Just as much ac I need
them. Some days

are harder than othere,
but I wouldn't change

& thing. Why would I?

*INSPIRED BY THE FILM: WHAT'S EATING
GILBERT GRAPE



Fatherhood

That can't be my “con”
I mean... Look at it!
What have I done?

You walked away

and left me with

a monster. My eyes

are playing tricks

on me. I¢ thic a dream?
I¢ thic real? I don't know
how to feel. Thisc wasn't
a part of my plan.
Nothing could have
prepared me for this.
Now, filled with dread
and fear, I cee an unfit

father in the mirror.

*INSPIRED BY THE FILM: ERASERHEAD



Frozen in Time

The earth ctood ctill- frozen in time.
Everything ctopped on a dime.
For just a cecond, busy ctreets,
ctomping feet, rivers, clouds,

and people didnt move.
Impervious to laws of the land,
cand inside the hourglass ctopped
Falling. Like statues, people ctood
in place. Father Time hit the pause
button and cet the remote down.
With curious eyes, he ctared

at the ccreen, and to no curprise,
he wnoticed how tired everyone
looked. He caw the ctrecs, pain,
and hurt painted on worn-out
faces. However, he would be
remicc if he didnt notice
expressions of joy, happiness,

and blics. For just a cecond,

the world ctopped turning.

Silence filled the air, and nothing
elee mattered. Mother Earth

was flattered. He picked up

the remote and presced play.



Like ambitious ante and busy

bees, everyone rushed to beat

the clock. With motion came
commotion. The moment of cilence
lasted all but a cecond, yet it chowed
that pausing or going clow

ien't the end of the world.

He cat back and turned

the televicion off. He underctood

why time can't be ctopped.



Tracks in the Mud

When I look back, I cee

a long winding road

littered with cracks,

emply backpacke,

loose gravel, ckid marks,
broken hearte, ctop cigns,
speed bumpe, timelecs

art, hitchhikers, bikere,
dirty diapers, beer bottles,
diplomas, blood-ctained
pavement, blooming buds,
tire tracks in the mud,
worn-out choes, ripped
clothes, potholes, wandering
couls, mile markers, road kill,
love letters, knitfted cweaters,
Flat tires, dumpeter fires,
police cirens, and a cetting cun.
The road that led me here
filled me with fear, but T
didnt ctop moving. Pain
and all, I alwaye got back
up after the fall. Serafched,
bloodied and bruiced, I knew



I had everything to lose. I look
back and cigh. I may have
clowed down, but I always took
ansther ctep. I ctill have come
gas in the tank left. I've reached
a ctopping point, but thic ic not
my final destination. There ic

more to cee and air to breathe.



‘Poetry ic not an expression of the party line.
It'c that time of night, lying in bed, thinking
what you really think, making the private world
public, that's what the poet does.”

- Allen. Ginsberg




