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    To everyone I have ever met— whether you offered kindness or caused me pain, you shaped the stories I carry and the words I write. Thank you for supporting me, challenging me, and teaching me on this journey called life.

From the bottom of my heart,I send you love and light.

      

    



  	
        
            
            In the quiet spaces between joy and sorrow,we discover who we are. Let every shadow deepen the light, and every encounter become a verse in the story only you can tell.
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In The Space Between 
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Writing, for me,

is stepping sideways through time.

A strange alchemy,

where memory becomes moment

and the future breathes

against the back of my neck.

I live in layered scenes,

echoes from the past

like whispers behind a closed door.

Laughter of someone long gone,

a glance that changed everything,

the weight of words never said.

They visit me

like old songs in the middle of silence,

uninvited but never unwelcome.

And I listen.

I listen while I daydream,

drifting gently across thoughtscapes.

Not lost,

but exploring.

I am walking through rooms in my mind

where emotions still hang in the air

like dust in late afternoon light.

This is how I make art.

I write to untangle

what life knots tight.

grief hidden beneath the daily,

love buried in half-remembered dreams,

anger simmering under silence.

I reach inside myself,

hands unsteady but unafraid,

pulling out thread

after thread

until a pattern appears.

Sometimes it’s messy.

Sometimes it's a wound.

But always, it’s real.

Each word is a mirror,

each line a question

I ask the universe

and myself.

Where have I been?

Where am I going?

And who am I right now 

in the space between?

In this strange present,

suspended by pen and pulse,

I create.

Not to escape,

but to arrive,

fully, deeply,

honestly.

And in that arriving,

even for a breath,

I am whole.
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Ode to My youthful Innocence
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There are times I miss you so,

The child I was, so long ago.

Bright-eyed wonder, soft and true,

Before the world did what it knew.

But innocence is not allowed

Where love is lost, where hearts are proud.

I do know where your story ends

A mother’s hands, a home condemned.

She cast me out, the streets ran cold,

No arms to shelter, none to hold.

And innocence, afraid, betrayed,

Had nowhere safe to run or stay.

So I became both blade and grave,

Survival's price for what she gave.

My innocence was left to die,

And I helped bury it...no cry.

Yet in the dark, I hear your voice,

A whisper lost, a stolen choice.

No path returns, no tracks remain,

But still, I grieve your ghost, your name.

Rest in Peace
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Where Queens Still Dream
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I see your ghost in candle’s breath,

a sigh between the worlds of death.

Not gone — just wandering through the ache,

a dream the dawn can’t quite awake.

You linger soft where silence hums,

where sorrow speaks and memory comes.

The air still holds your quiet grace,

a haunting light time can’t erase.

You wear your pain like silken thread,

stitched from all the tears you’ve shed.

Each fragile seam, a story told,

of shattered glass and hearts grown cold.

Yet even broken, you still reign—

a Queen who rules through loss and pain.

Your crown is carved from all you’ve lost,

a masterpiece of love and cost.

In Wonderland, the mirrors cry,

but still, you teach the stars to try.

You bend the dark, you make it sing,

you turn despair to trembling spring.

Through twisted paths and nights unkind,

you keep your flame, your fragile mind.

You dance with ghosts, you face your fears,

you build your strength from fallen tears.

I see your ghost — not one of fear,

but strength that whispers, “I am here.”

You walk through storms with open hands,

and scatter hope like golden sands.

You’re not alone in storm or sand,

for I still walk this Wonderland.

I’ll chase the echo of your sigh,

through rabbit holes and painted sky.

And should your crown begin to fall,

I’ll kneel beside you, through it all.

No throne could ever change the truth—

your heart’s still fierce, your soul’s still youth.

For even shadows understand—

You’re still my Queen of Wonderland.

And when your ghost begins to fade,

I’ll trace the light your love has made.

For ghosts are not the end, my dear,

they’re proof of hearts that persevere.

And yours still burns, both fierce and grand—

forever Queen of Wonderland.

( I wrote this for my daughter 

earlier this year 2025 )
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Wherever you are
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If the stars feel strange,

If the sky looks wider, if the world feels changed,

Know this: a father still watches the night,

Hoping his child comes home to the light.

I held you once in hands unsure,

But gave you love—constant, pure.

I gave you warmth when winters came,

I taught you joy before your name

Meant breaking off to find your way

And now I’m left with prayers each day.

You walk in places I can’t go,

With faces I may never know.

And still I try, through quiet air,

To send you hope, to send a prayer:

Please be safe. 

Please be wise.

Please see danger through the lies.

But what haunts me most, what breaks me apart,

Is the fear that grips a father’s heart

That if she calls, if she’s in pain,

If someone tries to harm again,

I won’t be there to shield her name,

I won’t be there to stop the flame.

I’ll hear her voice inside my head

And ache to reach her—but instead

Be trapped by distance, time, and fate—

Too far, too late...

I lie awake.

I don’t have riches, never did.

But I held back storms, I closed the lid

On every fear that tried to creep

Into your dreams while you were asleep.

Now I face those fears alone,

Without your voice,

without your tone.

I know you’re growing, finding flight,

Testing fire, chasing light.

But please don’t trade what you were shown

For silence, or for being grown.

You are still the soul I knew—

Wild and kind, and brave, and true.

And if the day should ever fall

When you feel scared and want to call,

Know this:

no matter how far you roam,

I’ll be here, always—

no matter what.
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From Dawn to Dusk
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From dawn to dusk,

We journey through life,

A fleeting moment,

A breath in the wind.

From dust we rise,

To dust we fall,

An endless cycle,

That binds us all.

From earth we're formed,

In earth we lay,

A solemn promise,

That none can sway.

Dawn to dusk,

Ashes to earth,

In the circle of time,

We find our worth.
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Whispers of a Midnight Dream
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In the hollow of the night, where shadows softly creep,

I dreamed a dream of you, beneath the veil of sleep.

The moon, in pallid splendor, cast a glow upon your face,

A phantom of my heart, enshrined in darkened grace.

Your eyes, like twin abysses, pulled me ever near,

A void of endless sorrow, yet a beauty I revere.

In your gaze, I saw the stars, though veiled in mournful mist,

And I, forever captive, by your spectral lips was kissed.

O love, you are a raven, perched upon my soul,

A harbinger of longing, a tale yet to be told.

Your whispers fill the silence, your breath a haunting sigh,

And though I seek to hold you, you are destined to fly.

Yet in this wretched yearning, I find a sweet despair,

For even in my torment, you are always there.

A love that binds in shadows, a bond of blood and tears,

We dance upon the precipice of never-ending fears.

And though the world may crumble, and time itself may cease,

In the quiet of the night, I’ll find you in my peace.

For love like ours is deathless, a ghost that shall remain,

Eternal as the midnight, and boundless as the pain.

––––––––
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"And neither the angels in Heaven above, nor the demons down under the sea, can ever dissever my soul from the soul of the beautiful Annabel Lee."

- Edgar Allan Poe
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NEVERMORE
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There’s rot beneath my paper skin,

a choir of ghosts that sing of sin.

The moon drips red through cracks of bone,

and I am tired of dying alone.

The raven came with eyes like knives,

he spoke of graves and shattered lives.

He perched upon my pulsing floor,

and whispered low: “Forevermore.”

I begged for peace, I begged for rest,

but sorrow nested in my chest.

Its talons carved my heart in two,

and filled the wound with shades of you.

The mirror mocks with hollow eyes,

a cracked reflection, thin disguise.

I kiss the pain, I taste the sore,

I bleed, and dream of Nevermore.

The candles wane, their wicks like veins,

each flame a tongue that hums my chains.

The night inhales what light remains,

and feeds my grief to ghostly rains.

My shadow crawls along the floor,

it whispers secrets, nothing more.

And in its hush, I hear the door—

it shuts behind me... 

Nevermore.
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Welcome to My Hellscape
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In halls of Nevermore I tread, 

Where shadows whisper what’s unsaid. 

The ravens mock with velvet cries, 

Beneath a moon of stitched-up skies.

Through Wonderland’s kaleidoscope, 

I chase illusions, lose all hope. 

Tea spills red on checker floors, 

Madness dances, locks the doors.

The trees are smiling—too wide, too bright, 

Their eyes aglow with hungry light. 

They giggle as they twist and bend, 

And play with limbs they love to rend.

A carousel of cursed delight, 

Spins backward through eternal night. 

The music box plays lullabies, 

That echo with forgotten cries.

Here, joy wears a jagged grin, 

And innocence is paper-thin. 

My hell is stitched from dreams gone wrong— 

A haunted laugh, a broken song.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Funeral Bell
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Beneath the moon’s unholy swell,

There tolls tonight the Funeral Bell.

Its iron tongue, so slow, so deep,

It wakes the bones that should not keep.

Through fog it rings, through ash and thorn,

For things long buried, now reborn.

Each toll a pulse, each chime a breath,

That stirs the dust of ancient death.

The crows take flight, the candles weep,

The forest stirs from ageless sleep.

The soil sighs — it knows too well,

The promise of the Funeral Bell.

A hand of bone, a whisper low,

A name the living should not know.

The earth turns black, the stars all flee,

As time uncoils its elegy.

When silence falls, the world exhales —

The veil grows thin, the spirit hails.

And in that hush, the dead can tell 

Who answered to the Funeral Bell.
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Sins of My Past
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I carved my name in candle wax,

then watched it melt through all the cracks.

The shadows grinned—they knew my tune,

a hymn that howled beneath the moon.

I kissed the dark, I called it friend,

believing wounds would somehow mend.

But every sin I tried to hide

grew roots and bloomed from deep inside.

My prayers were stitched with broken thread,

I spoke to ghosts of things long dead.

They told me truth in tongues of ash,

that healing comes with equal gash.

So here I stand, both saint and scar,

a soul that’s split but traveled far.

My shadow hums a soft refrain—

there is no past, just what remains.
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The Game of Kings
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The board was set before my birth,

white squares for joy, black ones for worth.

Each move a whisper, cold and sly,

a deal struck softly with the sky.

I played with pawns — they bled and fell,

their hollow eyes my private hell.

The bishops prayed, the knights just lied,

the rooks built walls I hid inside.

The queen — she moved through smoke and sin,

a spectral grace, my loss, my win.

Her smile cut deep, her touch was flame,

she left me hollow — still, I came.

The king — that fool I’ve come to know,

he crawls for power, moves too slow.

He wears my face, he bears my scars,

he dreams of thrones among the stars.

Each turn, the board reclaims the breath,

checkmate’s kiss — the lips of death.

And when I fall, I’ll fall the same,

for life, my friend was never more

than just a game.
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Carousel of Nightmares
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The night intones its mournful creed,

As phantom horses start to bleed.

Their hollow eyes, like lanterns low,

Cast light upon the graves below.

Each turn — a tolling funeral bell,

Each song — a whisper born from Hell.

The air is thick with candle breath,

And every note recalls my death.

The wooden steeds, with cracked, black hides,

Scream softly where my spirit hides.

Their painted grins, their rotted manes,

Are echoes bound in rusted chains.

Oh, cruel moon, you watch me still,

As shadows feast upon my will.

I ride through mirrors, dread, and dust—

A pilgrim made of grief and rust.

Yet deeper still, the dark implores:

“Embrace the pain your soul ignores.”

And as I yield to night’s embrace,

I find myself—within that place.

The carousel slows... the echoes fade.

But I remain—unborn, unmade.
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The Tenfold Veil 

(Celtic Cross of Shadows / The Cards Beneath the Cross)
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I laid the cards in sacred ring,

and felt the cold that shadows bring.

Ten echoes whispered, low and near —

a map of pain, of doubt, of fear.

The Heart of Matter — Death, reversed,

a stagnant dream, a patient curse.

A soul afraid to shed its skin,

to end, begin, and end again.

The Crossing Card — The Moon, betrayed,

her light distorted, truth decayed.

Illusions bloom where reason dies,

a labyrinth beneath the eyes.

Below — The Devil, calm, in wait,

he grins and toys with threads of fate.

Temptation’s chain, so soft, so kind,

a prison forged inside the mind.

Behind — The Tower, cracked with fire,

the ruin born of one desire.

Old gods reduced to ash and cries,

the smoke still curling in your eyes.

Above — The Star, too far to hold,

a hope grown faint, a flicker cold.

She hums of faith you cannot keep,

a promise made to things that sleep.

Before — The Lovers, torn in two,

one heart still beats, the other—blue.
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