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Fortress Broken

Fortress brokewn; Castle burned
Shadows lurking
Tables turned

waters deep; Cold as Lee
Something sinking
Hidoden vice

Take the road; Pa Y the toll
Find the future
Lose the soul

Fortress brokewn; castle burned
Countless faces
Seek to burn

Tortured thoughts; Horrio wonder
what has past
Returns as Thuwnder

No more strength; No wore fear
Fate has wown
[ disappear



Byza ntine Wilderness

Outskirts...the far-reaching expanses
Of an exotic netherworld;
Lost to man, but owned by nature,
Each trespasser will soon Learn his worth.

Cacophony of an tntruder's presence,
Nature's den placed on alert;
Ownly hidden savage realities,
Lie dormant for man to unearth.

Theve exists a foreboding awareness
Floating still in the murky Laty;
That the hunted may soon become hunter,
As the prey s transformed tnto Nature's slayer.

It is not meant for man, this great vastness,
Of swamp made of muo and bog;
Listen close to the Byzantine wilderness,
Listen close and yow'll hear its perilous bawl.



The Porcelain Heart

The simplest movement is forward
The havdest direction away.

A trail leads from the one you Love

In search of the one that you crave.

(t's saiol that a heavt full with absence
WILL tend to grow fonder each day.
Not true of the heart that's unwanteol
That heart will keeep Love far at bay.

With Love there is not vh yme or reason
But lnstead it’s a law to itself.
No way to choose passion with honor
ALL pride put away on a shelf.

So beware the porcelain heart
That aches for another’s intenoled.
It’s playground the darkest of shadows
Where all hopes and dreams lay rescinded.

The longing and hurt will devour
The delicate heart’s temoler core.
with pleces and shavols Left remaining
To scar and distort passion’s Lore.

Remenber the porcelain heart
That was also once hopeful and new.
Be true to Your own fragile heart
So your desperate days will be few.



Time to Go

The sun sets Low tn an orange sky
Your face reveals the signs.
The time to go has now arrived
It’s thme for our goodbyes.

At flrst we meet with nervous kiss
But calm quickly ensues.
The feelings real, the need intense
WIELL one be made from two?

Mere hours s all we shave
wWhere we pack our Lives inside.
Sharing, touching, exploring,...

what keeps us on this rioe?

The time draws near to leave You
Awnd the cold Ls closing in.
The dreaded night is Looming
WILL | see You again?

| wait for you to end us
Each and every day.
[ Rinow that now it’s thwme to go
But will you ever stay?
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A Dream of You

The heart wishes for what the mind dreams.
In the stillness, my dream floated outward,
Drifting to Lie quietly beside me;
Taklng shape; Becoming You.

The dream has become all too real,
Now with thinking heart and mind;
No Longer mere Ldea or wish,
But mawn of flesh and blood;
with dreams of his own.

The dream is beautiful, and the dreamer proud;
et a dream weade flesh s prone to conflict.
To cave Ls a burden, so the dream turns away
To sleep Ln the coldest of places.

AlL too often, the miracle of the living dream is forgotten by
the dreamer;
An Lognls fatuus hanging wearﬁLa Ln the mist,
slowly disappearing from sight.
For too many fears chase the dream away,
Renoering him too afraid of chastising realities to veturn.

Continued on next page...

9



A Dreav of You (continued)

Amazingly though, the courageous dream does return,
Bven if dragging and broken, damaged by the elements;
Heart cold, Soul hungry and alone.

He returns tn spite of all that has gowne before to be nourished
by the dreamer,
Who gently takes the dream upon her bosom;
And in that warm embrace he is once wore floating,

drifting... free.

Come home now aream.... You are rememmbered,
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Preview of a Lifemare

Owne night ( dreamt [ Lost you
(t was not Like any dream
' had before...it was so clear.
So possible ...it seemed.

My dreams have often left me
n turmoil whewn 1'd wake
But thew the sunlight would pour in
Anad render them as fake.

But this one was a nightmare
[ surely could not shake
A total desperation
That followeol me to wake

[ could not Lose you ever
(t’s a Loss | could not bear
So whew it doesn't seem so...
Please remenber that [ cave....

[ Llove you like no other
[ hope that you can see
That my Life would be a Lifeare
without You next to me.

11



A valemtines Promlse

candies, songs and flowers,
For those | have wo weed;
Knowing You and Loving You
(s more thawn [ could dream.

So ow this day we celebrate
A Love that's like wo other.
You ave to me, my perfect wish;
My friend, my Life, my lover.

| give to You this silly poem,
Although it's from my heart;
Awnad all ( wish, this valentines’
s that we never part.
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The T’ng House

The tiny house was bullt some years ago,
With only some scraps that were Lying around.
It was bulilt atop a cliff over a raging sen
wWith no view except endless ocean wmiles down.
(T was said to have mortar made of blood and tears
lts fowndation bored deep in the ground.
what was a futile attempt at construction to wmost,
To its builders ....was paradise found.

Whew it was built, a crowd surrounding the house
Said, “there’s no way that structure will holol”

“ tts walls are too flimsy, its design is all flawed,
We'll just see a true test with the vatn and the coldl.”
They waited and jeered till winter came round
They watched for the dwelling’s fate as foretold.
They sat and waited and Lingered so long,
Bathed in bitterness, they began to grow mold!

Days turned tnto weeks and weeRs tnto years;
As the t’m@ house swa ged with the winds.
The crowd hoped the house would just crumble
To thew, its existence was wore thaw pure sin.
But a surprise awatted those who Looked own,
Something wonoerful about to begin;

This house amasseo from its builder’s hearts
Grew bigger right tn front of thelr skeptical eyes
...expanding from within!

Continued on next page...

13



The T’w\,g House (continued)

The woldy onlookers fell to thelr fate
Off the cliff that day, so it’s satd.
The house grew so large and strong and grand
To this day, on Its grounds, trespassers dare not tread.

So You see, there is lesson tn Legend
As most legends have at least a shred

For true happiness, build a home with your heart

ano never with your headl.
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Stranger

Oh to be a strangger, to never have to see
the horrtble ways of those you trust
or "the way it has to be

[ wish | were a stranger, not aware of all these souls
tn thelr search to quench the hunger
for the thing to make them whole.

Thelr secrets, Lies and demons have a predetermined fate
wnhappiness will fuel thelr path
to Rill with pure complacence.

Why can't | be a stranger in a far forgotten place
where no one's sure to recognize
the pain upon my face.

[ Long for peace and certainty in a cruel, uncertain time
[ Rinow how Sl’,LLij that must seem
But | still claim hope as wmine.

Only now this lonely stranger sees hope as wearing thin;
as fear is closing fast.
[ wish for wisdom and clarity
and true love to come at last.
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Show Me

[ showed You a ratnbow,
you polnted out the colors.
| showeol You a cold lagoon of blue,
You made ancient waters new.
| showed you a dark forest at twilight,
you made it alive with fire.

You showed wme a new moown,
Laced with shadowg tervain.
You showed me how the wind blows,
to Lift me from despatr.

You showed wme what real Love is,
and how to trust again.

Our passion is a vessel,
that prays for us to board.
She is a fine and sturdy ship
Giving shelter from the storm.

A long and troubled voyage,
waits for us in days ahead.
Remember Love, to show the way,
the course to Llead us home.
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