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	Compassion for the Guilty

Who would have thought

You’d extend a hand of

Friendship toward me?

Your voice begs forgiveness

And your lips dot the question mark.

Your eyes are hopeful

And your expression is laced

With fear of impending doom.

Whether or not compassion

Is in the nature of my heart

I now show you what I was denied.

I hope against hope that

You have truly changed.

That you are someone I can

Stand face to face with again.

But you are forbidden to

Enter my heart once more.

That door has been locked,

The room condemned and shackled.

Friendship is all I can offer.

Friendship is all I will give.

	Brush On Smiles

I stare at the face in the mirror

As it wears my expressions

But lately it doesn’t seem familiar.

Somewhere between a past

I’ve tried to forget and 

A future I can only imagine

I lost myself in a present 

That doesn’t seem quite real.

I’m pushed onto the stage

Knowing neither lines nor plot

And I always turn out to be the joke.

Just before I had myself

Believing that I was happy.

But I can’t fool myself.

The smile I paint on each morning

Looks perfect to those around

But not convincing to the only

One who knows what it hides.

My heart expired and I try

To replace it with anyone I

Can pick up and dust off.

Although I can make them seem

Shiny and new they have

The same brush on smile.

And I know what’s underneath.

	Breaking Contracts

Stolen kisses behind locked door

Secret caresses behind turned backs.

Lust in the shadows

Driving us in opposite directions

Through we desperately cling

To one another’s cold embrace.

I try to wear all of the

Pretty words you leave at my feet

But they never quite seem to fit.

Awkwardly dressed in your 

Verbal pearls and finery.

I will never belong to you

As you will never be mine

We both turn heads while

Searching for our next challenge.

Though we part for each

New distraction and conquest

We once again feel drawn.

We cannot escape it

So we succumb once more.

Agreements prohibiting love

While we strain to salvage our hearts

But I can see the desire in your eyes

And I can feel it in my soul.

My lust has born what we forbid and

I know that you have carried this burden.

All I want for us to have is each other.

But we’ve been something un-pure

That’s why we can never share

Anything true enough to call love.




	Peace Returns

     For the first time, I can say that I no longer care about him nor what he once meant to me.  I don’t remember any of his kind words or comforting touches.  He is just another face in a nameless ocean.  Come and go, all of them enter my life only to exit it.  Even those who’ve meant everything to me will eventually fade into obscurity and be forgotten.  That is simply the way of things.  Time is able to heal because it dulls memories and induces complacency.  The only way to live is in the moment that is now.  The future is unknown, while the past has been obscured, the only events and emotions that are pure are now.  In this moment, you may gain and lose the knowledge of a lifetime, but all you can be certain of is that now is real.  Can you be sure that yesterday existed?  Or that tomorrow will come with the sunrise?  Whether time has faded my memory, or my mind has washed away the past, matters not.  What matters is that I am free of the cancer that threatened to devour my heart.  I cannot feel him, nor do I long to.  I can’t even recall the warmth in his eyes, nor the sound of his voice.  Every last echo and ghost has disappeared.  Finally, I have found peace.




Cold Cement, Shattered Glass

and Broken Dreams
Prologue

Michelle raised the cigarette to her mouth and took a long drag.  As her arm fell back to her side, she slowly exhaled and watched the smoke dissolve into the night sky.  She stood under a willow tree at the corner of her street, waiting for her friends to arrive.  It was late autumn and unusually cold for Georgia.  As the wind tugged at her hair, she shivered slightly under her tan colored coat. 


It was nine o’clock on a Saturday night and she was getting impatient, even though she was there early.  She wanted to get out of the house to have a smoke. In the past, she would only take a drag or two off of her friend’s cigarette, but now she had moved up to around a pack a day. An expensive vice, yes, but she didn’t really have anything else to spend her money on. 


Her nose was bright red and her fingertips had gone numb at least ten minutes ago. She ashed her cigarette, took one last drag, and then flicked the butt on the curb. Shoving her hands in the pockets of her coat, she strode out from under the willow to look down either side of the street. Still no sign of Ashley’s jet red Mustang, or any other cars, for that matter. Not unusual at this time at night, nobody wants to sit around the house on a Saturday evening. 


The chill breeze continued to toss her blond hair about her face, her bangs always too long and always in her eyes. Being as cold as she was, she decided that tying her hair back just wasn’t worth the effort, her hands were finally starting to thaw. 


Headlights flashed over the hill opposite her, spilling light over the ground and shattering the darkness. She couldn’t tell the make of the car with its brights still on, blinding her, so she took a few steps toward the corner. 


It was definitely Ashley’s car, but it showed no sign of slowing. As it sped through the stop sign, Michelle knew something was very wrong. But it was already too late.


As the car hit the curb, sparks from the axel scraping cement danced on the street for a brief moment before disappearing. Michelle’s best friend, Rick, was driving and he gripped the wheel in attempt to right the car as Ashley screamed from the passenger seat. Michelle, on the other hand, didn’t have time to make a sound. A sick thud reverberated from the hood of the car and suddenly the windshield shattered. Both airbags exploded from the dashboard as the car was sent into a spin from the collision, the passenger door connecting with the trunk of the old willow Michelle stood waiting under only moments earlier. Then, all was still and silent.

Chapter 1

Rick came to first, still slightly intoxicated, and still very confused as to what had happened. He now sported a deep gash across the right side of his forehead, and a few smaller cuts on his cheek. As he assessed the damage, he found little else but a few bruises. He turned toward Ashley, who was still knocked out from impact. He could see a small trail of blood from the left corner of her mouth, but closer inspection proved it to be nothing more than a split lip. Her airbag had shielded her face from the shower of glass that was the cause of his wounds. His arms moved to shake her awake, but he quickly remembered that people weren’t supposed to touch accident victims. Something about their back and causing paralysis, he wasn’t sure, but he wasn’t about to chance it.


“Ashley… hey, Ash,” his voice was soft and shaky. “Are you alright…? Come on, wake up, baby, please…” Still no reply. Tears welled in his eyes and he brought his fists down on the steering wheel as hard as he could, the horn blared for a second, and then echoed off into the cold. He knew he had to calm himself, he couldn’t help her by sitting in this twist of bent metal and shattered glass, crying.  He wiped 

the tears and the blood from his face with the edge of his sleeve, took a deep breath, and unhooked his seatbelt.

The doorframe had bent and he had to use his shoulder to force the door open. He stumbled from the car and quickly fell on the grass. One of his ankles had been hurt and he hoped it wasn’t broken. Grabbing the open door for support, he lifted his body off the ground. His eyes searched the nearby houses for some sign of life, but all stared back with unlit windows and blank faces. His dark eyes moved once again to the inside of the car, Ashley still hadn’t moved. As he walked down the length of the car, using the frame to support himself, he saw what they’d hit. 

Michelle’s body was sprawled on her back about ten feet from the rear of the Mustang. The left leg of her jeans was almost completely soaked crimson red and bent at an awkward angle. Her coat was ripped and torn where her back had connected with the windshield. He hobbled closer to the grim figure laid out in the street, her hair covered her face and was matted with drying blood.  He didn’t want to touch her—the thought of finding her flesh cold made his skin crawl.

He knelt down beside her and slowly reached over to her neck, grimacing. He was startled to find her still warm, and even more surprised to discover a faint and sluggish pulse. Leaning closer, tears freely streaming down his face he whispered, “Michelle…? Can you hear me? I’m gonna get you help, okay? I promise, everything’s gonna be fine…”

With that, he stood again and started for the nearest house, moving as fast as he could with his injury.

*
*
*

Ashley awoke freezing and confused. Her body felt like one gigantic bruise and her joints rebelled against her mind’s command to move.  But her left hand not only resisted use, it absolutely refused. She was certain that it was broken.

‘What the hell just happened?’ She groggily thought to herself, as she attempted to unhook her seatbelt with her good hand. It was then she realized she was alone in the remains of her car. The breeze coming through the windshield stung her face, which was mostly numb to begin with. She had no idea how long she’d been knocked out, where Rick had gone to, nor even where they were. Still feeling the drinks she’d had earlier, she fumbled with her door. It didn’t take her long to realize that the tree trunk next to her window was pinning it shut.

 
Clumsily, she pulled herself across the gearshift and into the driver’s seat. She slowly turned her head to search for a familiar face and saw the back of Rick’s varsity jacket stumbling away from the car. She wanted to call out to him, but her tongue was still thick with beer and couldn’t manage the task. Less than a slurred whisper was all she could voice.

She began to feel dizzy, whether from the alcohol or the huge bump on the back of her head, she didn’t know, nor did she especially care. She leaned backwards into the leather of her seat, her muscles screamed for rest and she obliged. 

‘Only for a second,’ she told herself, ‘I’ll just rest here a second. If I have a concussion, I can’t fall asleep, so I’ll keep my eyes open…’ After a minute or so, she was lost in slumber.

*
*
*

When she awoke again, it was to the sound of sirens. Flashing red and blue lights cut through the heavy darkness. The wail of police cars and a few ambulances pierced her thoughts and assaulted her ears. Rick was sitting in the back of one of the latter, talking to an officer. A young paramedic was quickly at her side.

“She’s awake! Quick, bring the stretcher…” he was yelling to another medic she couldn’t see. He turned back to face her. “Miss, can you hear me?”

Ashley nodded her head, she still was trying to put the pieces together in her mind. “Yeah, I hear you…”

The stretcher then arrived, being pushed by a muscular man with large hands and coffee colored skin. His frame was menacing, but his face was smiling and gentle. “You’ll be just fine, ma’am. You just let us take care of everything.” His voice was deep and reassuring. Ashley just nodded absently again and braced herself as they lifted her onto the cot.

She watched the scene play out before her as they wheeled her toward the second ambulance. She saw the bent and twisted hunk of metal that used to be her car. Her father had given it to her as a sweet sixteen present less than a year ago. She doubted that it would ever be road-worthy again. While she was trying to figure the cost of repairs in relation to the six dollars she made per hour at the Burger Hut, she saw the second stretcher. Her eyes quickly darted back toward where she had seen Rick, and he hadn’t moved.

‘Who’s on that stretcher…’ she tried to say this out loud, but her voice had been choked by fear. She frantically jerked her head to the left, trying to see who was hurt. 

The paramedic with the deep voice placed a comforting hand on top of her head, “Try to relax, ma’am. We’re here to help you…”

She was being moved farther and farther away from the figure on the cot. As she struggled she could see Rick try to move toward her, but the officers would not allow that. He called out to her, “Ashley, don’t worry! I’ll follow you to the hospital in the other ambulance!” He paused, as if uncertain or embarrassed, then shouted, “I love you, Ash!” 

The only thing she could see before they lifted her into the ambulance was Rick; an officer at either arm forcing him back, with a genuine look of concern on his face, but for some reason she had a strange feeling that it wasn’t for her. For a second, she allowed herself to forget about the chaos around her, until she heard the young medic talking into the radio.

“…three victims, two female, one male. We are in route now…” She couldn’t hear much more because they were asking her questions again, this time it was the black paramedic.

“Can you tell me your name, miss?” His face still looked kind, but she was preoccupied now. She began to struggle again, even though she was tightly bound. The other medic began applying a splint to her left hand and searching for other injuries. “What is your name, young lady?”

Ashley finally found her voice, “Who was on that other stretcher?!” Her voice was shrill and panicked. “Who else got hurt?!”

The paramedic appeared frustrated, “We can’t help any of you unless you cooperate with us. Do you understand?”

“Who else was hurt?! I saw another person there! What happened?!” Ashley was beyond reasoning. She wanted only an answer to her question, and nothing else would have satisfied her. The last thing she could remember, before waking up in a hospital bed two days later, was the voice of the young medic. 

“She’s going into shock, we’re losing her…” Then, everything went dark.

*
*
*

Rick was pushed back to a sitting position by the two cops restraining him. The one on his right was balding and a little chubby around the waist. The other’s stature was tall and confident, although he appeared to be the less experienced of the two. He watched as the back of the ambulance closed and sped off with Ashley inside. The medics had stitched the cut on his forehead, and wrapped a splint around his ankle. Rick seemed to be the only person involved who was rational enough to give a statement, and since he wasn’t severely hurt, the police had a few questions for him.

He watched as the remaining paramedics lifted Michelle’s delicate frame from the ground. Her arm hung lifelessly over the edge of the stretcher. The hair that had been covering her face earlier had now fallen to the side and Rick could see where the pavement had connected. The skin on her right cheek had been scraped almost completely off and the wound was raw and oozing. 

With a grimace, Rick forced himself to look away, even though he was somewhat morbidly fascinated. The cops had gotten the information they needed and Rick was assisted into the back of the second ambulance. He looked through the open doors toward the wrecked car. The willow tree had been bent, leaning over the metal remains, he thought that it almost appeared to be mourning. He hoped that it would have no one to mourn. 

He contemplated this briefly until Michelle’s form was lifted into the ambulance. The slam of the doors sent a chill up his spine. The finality of the action seemed to him to be the dot of the exclamation point. The engine turned over lazily, being the only object that could afford that luxury, and they rushed to the hospital.

“Do you know her?” It took Rick a moment to realize that someone had been speaking to him. He turned toward the medic who was setting up an IV, his face lined with confusion. “This girl… do you know her?” The medic repeated impatiently. 

“Yeah, I know her…” Some of the bafflement had left his eyes, but Rick just trailed off. There wasn’t anything else he could say that was worth his breath or words. Nothing he could say now was going to change the fact that he caused all of this. The severity of the situation was suddenly sinking in fast, he began to realize just how bad this was. 

“What’s her name?” Rick must have zoned out again because the paramedic looked even more frustrated than before. Or maybe he was just trying to keep an eight-teen year old girl alive long enough to reach the hospital, either way, the man did not look pleased. 

“Michelle… her name’s Michelle O’Brian…” He could feel himself sinking deeper. No matter how much he was wishing to, he wasn’t about to wake up in his bedroom, this wasn’t a dream. ‘If she dies…’ he thought, ‘I’ll be responsible… I’ll have killed someone... No, not just someone, a friend. A friend I’ve known since the fourth grade…’ As he began to allow pity and loathing to set in, the medic spoke to him again.

“Talk to her,” his face looked grave, “A lot of people can still hear what’s happening around them…” The color drained from Rick’s face. What could he possibly say to her now? That he was sorry? No, he couldn’t do that. You can’t just say “sorry” for something like this. But instead of telling this to the man inserting needles and tubes into his friend, all he could do was nod solemnly.

There wasn’t much room to move around, confined in the back of the ambulance. Rick knelt by her head to give the medic enough room to do his job. His ankle screamed in protest when he shifted his weight, but his mind quickly silenced it. His pain was irrelevant. He couldn’t see the raw side of her face, and he was appreciative of that consolation. She had such a beautiful face, he couldn’t bear to witness, up close, what he had done to it. He took her hand in his and began very softly.

“Hey Michelle… I’m not sure if you can hear me, but I just want you to know I’m here. Your gonna be just fine... We’re on the way to the hospital now and when we get there, they’ll make you as good as new. I promise…” He choked back a sob and tried to regain his composure. “You can’t die, y’know that, right? I mean, how would I pass Chem class?” he forced a half hearted laugh, then he began to lose the little composure he had gained, “And who would I call every time me and Ash get in a fight? You’ve always been here for me… What am I gonna do without that?…I’m here for you now, okay? I’m here…”

As the ambulance pulled up to the ER entrance, Rick began to cry. 

Chapter 2

Michelle swam through darkness, thick and suffocating. Deceptive memories came like phantoms to mock her helplessness. Familiar voices echoed in her ears, coming from everywhere and nowhere at all. The words indecipherable, their message swept away too quickly to be understood. In this place, where she could not tell north from south nor up from down, she wept. 

Through the deafening murmur, sounded the one voice she wished to hear most. It was Rick. She searched for his figure, but she knew he would not appear. She was alone here, in this personal purgatory. And though it tore her heart to do so, she turned from the voice of her friend. She would not allow herself to be deceived in this place, not by a visage or memory of Rick. She knew that she would trust anything it told her, as long as she believed it were him. 

It seemed as though an eternity had passed, or a second had been frozen. Understanding that she had to escape from this world, she dried her tears and fortified her resolve. If there were a way to return to the life she knew, she would find it.

*
*
*

“Relations only,” the receptionist made a gesture toward the sign on the wall, “I’m sorry, but I can’t allow you in.” She gave him a well-practiced smile, full of fake sympathy.

Rick shifted his gaze toward the sign. FAMILY MEMBERS ONLY! He angrily trudged back to his seat in the waiting room and proceeded to punch the wall with all the strength he had left. Luckily, he had very little. All he gained from this action was a loud thud, disapproving glares, and a throbbing pain in his hand.

‘Stupid…’ he scolded himself, ‘as if making a scene is gonna help.’ He sat there brooding for what seemed to be hours, but the smirking face of the clock told him it had only been ten minutes. Ashley’s parents had already arrived and were directed to room their daughter occupied. Ashley’s mother, Christine Abbot, would not even look at him when she entered the hospital, and her husband, Robert Abbot, had placed a protective arm around his wife. Rick knew that was only a hint of what would follow. They had trusted him with their daughter’s life, and it had nearly been taken. 

He couldn’t bring himself to picture the scene that would play out when Michelle’s mother, Ellen O’Brian, would arrive. Rick didn’t even know if Michelle was still alive. She had been breathing when the authorities screeched to a stop in front of the totaled vehicle. But that was at least three hours ago. As soon as they arrived, Michelle’s stretcher was taken to surgery, then to the ICU. He had hoped to get some, any reaction from her while in the ambulance. To have her hand return his grasp, or even just to see her eyelids flutter, some proof that she was still in there fighting. 

‘Why should I wish for small comforts? I wouldn’t have to be praying for her life if I hadn’t been driving…’ his thoughts were interrupted by a voice. Rick raised his head to scan the room. As his eyes played over the unfamiliar faces, he saw Mrs. O’Brian talking to the receptionist. He watched her argue with the women behind the counter for a moment, and realized that he should be the one on the receiving end of Ellen’s verbal assault.

“What’s your name,” She wasn’t asking, Ellen demanded an answer. Her eyes found a nametag attached to the receptionist’s blouse and continued her barrage. “Susan? Well, Susan, when I ask where the hell my daughter is, I expect an answer! How can you NOT know where she is!?” 

“Ma’am, I explained to you that your daughter was in surgery until about a half hour ago. She’s been moved to the ninth floor, which is the ICU. The doctor failed to notify me as to what room she is currently in.” Susan had to deal with the hysterical family members of patients on a daily basis. This did not necessarily mean she was used to it, but at least she wasn’t at the brink of screaming back anymore. “If you go up to the ninth floor, I’m sure that Alexis, the woman at that station tonight, will be able to tell you exactly where your daughter is.”

“I’m not going to leave this spot until you tell me exactly where she is! Do you understand me?! I won’t be shuffled between floors while my child may… may…” The realization of how close death was caused her rage to completely disappear. It almost seemed her feet did as well because she let herself crumple to the ground, sobbing in loud gasps. 

This was the time Rick chose to step in. He gently took hold of Mrs. O’Brian arm and led her over to his chair. He ran quickly back to the front desk for some tissues and returned to his friend’s mother, presenting her with a whole box. He knelt by the side of the chair and tried to comprehend her words, but with the wailing and the rustle of Kleenex, he couldn’t make out much. But she needed no words to be understood. Her grief was so overwhelming that he felt his own eyes begin to well once more, but he forced himself to maintain control, one of them had to stay strong.

After a few minutes, the receptionist tapped him on the shoulder, “Michelle O’Brian is in room 935. I’d tell you again that your not allowed, but I think she needs help finding it…” Susan pointed toward Ellen and flashed Rick what appeared to be a sincere smile. 

“Thank you so much,” he said genuinely. He stood up and went to assist Mrs. O’Brian in doing the same.

As they passed the front desk, he caught the receptionist’s eye and mouthed the words “thank you” one more time before walking out of her field of vision. As they waited for an elevator, Michelle’s mother turned to face him.

She wiped away the last remnants of crying from her face and looked him in the eye. She uttered only one word.

“Why?” 

Rick did not see the anger in her eyes as he had feared. Instead, there was only grief and disappointment; it hurt him far more then her rage ever could have. They stood there for a long moment, her eyes searching his features as though she thought her answer would magically appear there with a flourish of sparkle and glitz. But she found no such solace, how could she when he could find no reply himself.

All he could think to say was, “I-I’m sorry…” It wasn’t enough and it never would be, he knew that, but it was the truth. He also knew that any reason or explanation he could offer still wouldn’t satisfy. He could think of nothing to ease Mrs. O’Brian’s pain. Nothing.

Ellen’s gaze dropped to the floor and she nodded her head slightly, “I know… I know you are…” She had to blink back a few more tears that threatened to spill down her cheek and Rick could feel the knot begin to form in his throat. 

A high-pitched ring announced the elevator’s arrival. They entered as Rick pressed the button for the ninth floor: Intensive Care Unit. They rode the elevator up in silence.

Chapter 3

Rick and Mrs. O’Brian stood shoulder to shoulder, watching the various tubes and IV’s snake around Michelle’s body. She was in a coma, and the doctors didn’t sound very confident while explaining that she could wake up at anytime. Rick could tell that they were lying through their teeth. The right side of her face was bandaged while skin graphs were beginning the healing process. The eye that was visible had been swollen shut with bruises that spread over the bridge of her broken nose. She’d been attached to a respirator and its clear plastic arm reached through her mouth and into her lungs. An IV was taped to her arm, and the tube was slowly dispensing some kind of liquid into her body from the bag next to the bed. The electronic ‘blip’ of her heart monitor chorused the steady drip of the IV. Both of her legs had been broken; the right one at the shin and knee, the left below her hip. There were lacerations covering her back that had already been stitched and wrapped. 

Rick let out a sigh and rested his forehead against the glass as he surveyed the room and its occupant. He could barely recognize Michelle’s face under the bruises and bandages. Likewise, her body seemed skeletal and ghastly under the white hospital sheet. He didn’t want to see her like this, to have to look at her and know that he was to blame. He wondered if she could feel the pain at all. He wondered if she could feel anything. He hoped that she was somewhere peaceful inside herself. He lifted his face away from the pane and attempted to rub away the smudge his forehead left.

*
*
*

Rick felt as if the next two days after the accident lasted years. Every clock seemed to subtly slow, then stop. Every so often he could swear that the minute hand had gone back a notch or two. He tried to check on Ashley’s condition, but her parents refused to look at or speak to him. Not that they were exceeding their right. In fact, he felt they were being far too easy on him, but he was still very concerned for his girl friend. Whether or not they would be able to continue seeing each other when she was released was another matter that he hadn’t occupied himself with very much. Of course he still cared for her, but the way things were turning out, it seemed rather unimportant. 

Mrs. O’Brian opened the door to Michelle’s hospital room and peeked her head in. She knew that Rick hadn’t left Michelle’s side since he’d been allowed in her room. When his parents had come to collect their son, he said very simply that he would not be leaving the hospital with them. ‘You can come back when I leave with Michelle, but I’m not leaving here until she does…’ those were his exact words. And he had stayed true to them, with the exception of one trip to see if he could get any information on Ashley’s condition. He was not met with understanding and, once again, the Abbot’s turned him away with out a word.

“I appreciate everything you’re doing, but don’t you think you should go home and sleep for a night?” Mrs. O’Brian prodded. With a sigh, she continued, “Michelle knows how much you want to be here, I know she does…” she could tell these words had struck a chord with Rick, his face grew more solemn and his eyes slightly glimmered. “Hurting yourself won’t do any good, Rick. Just for tonight, please, get some rest.” But this had only strengthened his resolve.

“I meant what I said, Mrs. O’Brian,” his voice was steady and calm. “I’m not leaving this hospital until Michelle walks out with me.” Rick lowered his eyes to the frail hand lying at his friend’s side. Michelle needed him, after what he’d done, missing out on a few nights sleep was a small price to pay. He rubbed the weariness from his eyes and turned back to Ellen. “I could use some coffee, though…” he grinned.

“No problem, wouldn’t want you to leave your post,” Her words laced with sarcastic endearment. With a brave smile, she exited the room. Walking toward the cafeteria, she worried about her daughter and the well being of Rick. She knew how horrible he felt about the situation, and part of her felt that he should. But the more intelligent part of her brain told her that some things could not be changed. Rick would never have intentionally caused her daughter this kind of pain; she doubted he was capable of such a thing. Call it bad luck, call it fate, call it destiny… It didn’t matter what name you gave it, it was inescapable.

To Be Continued…

Future’s Paths

My future is now.  I’m supposed to have my entire life mapped out from this point forward.  Grow up and get married, have 2.5 kids and the perfect suburban life.  Call me crazy, but the thought of such a future does less than thrill.

Everyday, millions of people get together and procreate, make a family, fuel the species, call it what you will.  And an equally enormous number of marriages fail.  End in separation, divorce, and sometimes death.  So why are we rushing to be tied down and roped into a happily numb life… a dead and cold life that millions of people have lost themselves to?  I have been born into a family of those people, and none of us is as happy as our parents had dreamed.  Each of us fights our own battles with depression, guilt, blame, or disillusion.  I find no point in moving toward a future in which I drink in the mornings, while my husband visits some woman down the street daily, and my children tell their friends how much they hate their drunken mother.  That’s not what I want to become.

But other options are equally unattractive.  I could live in a house willed to me by a deceased family member with only my 37 cats and daily television soaps to keep me company.  Living off cat food and powdered milk.  And when I die, my body won’t be found for a month.  The neighbors will call the authorities because of the god-awful smell being emitted from an open window, and the person sent to investigate will discover my body, face down in a cat bowl with All My Children playing on the TV.  If I knew for certain that either of these were my inescapable fate, I would probably lie down for a long nap on the train tracks just before the six o‘clock came through.

Thankfully, things are not pre-determined.  I have a trillion and eight options for the course of my life.  And though others attempt to rush me through my decisions, I feel no need to hurry.  I have my entire life and I can change course at any time.  The ends don’t matter, the means aren’t important, and where you started isn’t a concern.  The only thing that matters is now.  As quickly as it comes and goes, everything is just a series of moments all strung together.  It doesn’t matter how those moment fit together, or what order you place them in.  The only thing that matters is that you lived each of them.  You were there for every second and every emotion.

They say that you only live once, but if you do it right, once is enough.

	Your In Between Girl

Left once again

For another.

I’m always just

Your In Between Girl.

While you wait

For something better.

You take my cigs

My cash and my pride

Without gratitude.

Your used up, chewed up

In Between Girl.

I don’t get mine.

You finish and 

Send me home

Unsatisfied and broken.

Rips in my clothes

And tears in my eyes.

Your undressed, torn down

In Between Girl.

You might as well

Toss me crumpled bills

Cuz I’m only just

Your In Between Girl.
	No Way In, No Way Out

You cloud my mind

And force inspiration to retreat.

Memories of a time when

Innocence wasn’t a question

And regret because that bridge was burned.

Trapped in lover’s embrace

But still in friendship’s eye.

You poison my thoughts

Turning sour my dreams for love

And imprisoning my muse.

I allow you to desecrate and violate

Do as you will and take what you want.

You profane my soul

Conquer and claim my pride.

Why do I endure your greed?

How can you not be filled with remorse?

Once upon a time you loved me

And now I secretly return your love

But it seems you could not wait.

Before, you offered me your soul

And received only a cold shoulder.

Now, I stand here and offer mine

But all you dare give are empty touches

And a false hope for the future.

I take all I can of what you present

Though I won’t be satisfied without

The affection you show towards others.

I pushed myself out of your heart

And now you’ve locked the gate.


	Unwantedly Expensable

I don’t need you

Or anyone else.

I am my own person

Content with that simple fact.

You can try to break me

But I know better than to let you.

I’ve learned that people

Will take all you’ve got

Crumple you up and toss you away.

Even the few that touch

And change your life

Even they must eventually 

Take their leave.

I don’t need your compassion

And you can keep your love

Cuz you’ll only want

To take it back again.

I too easily gave my heart before

And what I give, I give forever.

It can never be returned.

So, I’ve been forced 

To be my own person.

And although I want to

I don’t need you.




Strangers Called Family

I miss having family around.  Being betrayed by strangers isn’t nearly as gratifying.  They can’t cause you the same anguish that someone who has cared for you since you were in diapers can.  The game is more interesting when you know your opponent’s weaknesses. 

At the innocent age of two months, I was adopted by the Peterson family.  Their house was small and crowded with a number of children that hovered somewhere around ten.  Between those that ran away and the foster children who were moved from house to house like cattle, the number never stayed the same. 

The eldest, and by far most spoiled, was Adriana.  She was the only one that was blood related to the Mr. (Allen) and Mrs. (Donna).  She believed that gave her right to treat the rest of us like garbage.  In her eyes, we were never family, and she couldn’t have been more disgusted with the fact that we lived in “her” home.

The Peterson’s could be considered collectors, if I must classify them at all.  But they had no taste for art, no money for galleries, and no culture for theater.  We were their collection and a few of us were good investments.  The state would send them a nice check for the foster children, but little more then a dollar would ever make it to our hands.  That money was lost at the bottom of bottles or burned in pipes, and the refrigerator was never full.  Empty stomachs being silenced by empty brains. 

Until the age of six, I never really understood why Adriana spurned all my attempts at friendship.  Not only was she repulsed by our presence in “her” house, but also she especially despised me.  It was during my six birthday I found out why.  I was the only child they had adopted.  The rest were just here until they were boxed up and shipped off again.

I had just finished eating my birthday “dinner,” which consisted of macaroni and cheese and a cupcake with a trick candle.  I jumped from my seat with anticipation, because although the newcomers rarely got gifts, after two years at the Peterson residence, there was at least one.  Running down the corridor, I heard Donna in the kitchen and slid to a stop, my socks easily slipping across the wood floor.

My smile quickly faded as I approached the kitchen door.  I could make out Adriana’s voice, shrill and jaded, screaming at her mother, “…can’t we?  All the rest leave, she needs to, too!  I don’t want to see her ever again, and I don’t care what it takes, I just wish she would disappear!”

All of us knew that when Adriana wanted something, she would get it.  She would move heaven and hell if that were what it took.  As short-tempered as she was, her patience could not be matched.  I didn’t dare to look around the corner, nor could I wait to hear her mother’s reaction, I just ran.  Out the front door and down the hill the house rested on top of.  Through our neighbor’s cornfield, darting between the stalks, down to the creek.  As panic and despair ravaged my mind and exhaustion descended on my body, I collapsed on the ground by the water’s edge.


I can’t remember how long I lay there, sobbing, but the moon was overhead before I could convince my legs to carry me home.  I had worn my favorite sundress and now it was covered in stains from grass, dirt, and tears.  My face was stained to match as I forced myself toward the front door.  Donna met me there, with a glass of water and a tight hug.  Adriana was waiting as well, with crossed arms and fire in her eyes.

To Be Continued…

	Lust’s Distraction

My heart belongs to no one

And my body’s mine alone.

My soul will never be

Part of your collection

So don’t act as if 

I’m yours to control.

Lust and logic

Cannot agree,

But lust is easily

Re-directed.

I’m no trophy on your shelf

And your touch isn’t 

Welcome here anymore.

You took what you wanted 

And I was too timid

To guard against your crime.

I won’t make the same

Mistake twice.

Find another for your release

Cuz I won’t help you anymore.

I’ll pay no ransom

For my pride

You had no right to take it.


	Thunder for the Faithful

I look to the mirror

And I find nothing.

I scream to the heavens

And I hear no reply.

The sky remains barren

And my heart becomes cold.

In cowardice, I forsake my purpose

How could one as selfish as I

Dare to seek the knowledge 

That only my silent God understands?

And there I find my answer.

To those without faith and hope

The mirror will reflect emptiness

And the sky will remain mute.

Search for the masses in the glass

And beg heaven for all.

Souls are shared with all humanity

Do not pass on your shame.

Selfishness breeds only ignorance.
	Tempted Friends, Secret Lovers

To the day, we are divided.

We may laugh and talk

But our eyes conceal

What’s in our thoughts.

In the sun, the line’s apparent

As is the way it runs between us.

Your features are jagged

In noon’s harsh light.

Unrecognizably distorted.

To the night, we are one.

Hushed voices rise together

And limbs entangle.

Your touch betrays your desire

And the calm leaves your eyes.

In the dark, our bodies sing.

Fingers trailing over soft skin

Sending shivers through my soul.

Day succumbs to night

As we give way to our passion.

But when dawn returns

We retreat to friendship

And though I may long to

I cannot reach out.

I can only wear the memory

Of your touch until dusk

Once again returns.
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