
Mask
I’ l l  smile pretty,  big and br ight
don’t  look too closedon’t  shine that  l ight  
I ’ l l  be happy al l  day longI ’ l l  be your rockyes,  I ’ l l  be strong

but no one can knowno one can tel lthat  I ’m not  s ickbut  I ’m not  wel l
you’re bound to see behind the gr ina fragi le  soul  that ’s  wearing thincuz i t  is  an exhaust ing task

just  t ry ing to stay behind this mask
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Rooms

he re  i n  t h i s  room

here  i n  t h i s  space

love  i s  t augh t

so  i s  g race

he re  i n  t hese  rooms

here  on  t hese  cha i r s

wounds  a re  hea led

as  hope  i s  sha red

new l i ves  bu i l t

new  f r i endsh ips  bound

fea r  ge t s  l os t

as  t r us t  i s  f ound

toge the r  c rea t i ng  a  

be t t e r  way

mag ica l  r ooms  o f  peace ,  

embrace  us

th i s  I  ask

jus t  f o r  t oday

rose
© 2024

I  am the body

I  a m  t h e  b o d y  y o u  a r e  t h e  s o u l
I  l i v e  a t  t h e  m e r c y  o f  y o u r  c o n t r o l

I  a m  y o u r  b o d y,  h e a r  m y  p l e a
I  k n o w  w h a t  w e  n e e d ,  p l e a s e  
l i s t e n  t o  m e

y o u ’ v e  p u t  m e  t h o u g h  h e l l ,  b u t  I  

c a n  f o r g i v e
n o w  I  h o p e  y o u ’ r e  r e a d y  b e c a u s e  

I  w a n t  t o  l i v e

I  a m  t h e  b o d y,  y o u  a r e  t h e  m i n d

m a y b e  w e  s h o u l d  s w i t c h  p l a c e s  

s o m e t i m e
b e c a u s e  i t ’ s  n o t  e n o u g h  f o r  m e  

j u s t  t o  s u r v i v e
I  n e e d  t o  b e  h e a l t h y  a n d  f u l l y  
a l i v e

I  a m  y o u r  b o d y,  r e s i l i e n t  a n d  
s t r o n g
I  h a v e  t o  b e  t o u g h  t o  h a v e  l a s t e d  

t h i s  l o n g

w i t h i n  m e  e x i s t  y o u r  f e e l i n g s …  

y o u r  m i n d
I  d e s e r v e  s o  m u c h  b e t t e r,  s o  
p l e a s e  b e  k i n d  

y o u  a r e  m y  s o u l ,  y o u  h a v e  s o  
m u c h  t o  g i v e
I  a m  y o u r  b o d y  a n d  I  w a n t  t o  l i v e

I  a m  y o u r  b o d y,  h e a r  m y  p l e a
t h e s e  t w e l v e  s i m p l e  s t e p s  c a n  s e t  

u s  f r e e

r o s e  

Two Roses

I am two people
two minds, two hearts
one of them adores her 
l i fe
the other is trying to tear it 
apart

I am two people
two creatures, two voices
one of them knows how to 
l ive
the other is making 
dangerous choices

but these two people 
within my being 
are starting to create 
scene 
each unique essence 
sorely resenting the 
other ’s presence

clearly, one of them must 
go
and so…

I offer you two roses
which one wil l  you have?
one is strong and healthy
the other is wilted and sad

but it ’s a stupid question
because everybody knows
no matter what the 
situation
nobody wants a wilted 
rose
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C r e a t o r

i  f e e l  y o u
i  f e e l  y o u  n e a r

y o u r  p r e s e n c e

i s  a l w a y s  h e r e

c o n s t a n t l y  r e m i n d i n g  m e

t h a t  y o u  d w e l l  i n s i d e  o f  m e

I  f e e l  y o u

I  n e e d  y o u
l i k e  a n  i n f a n t  n e e d s  i t ’ s  m o t h e r

I  n e e d  y o u
l i k e  I  n e e d  n o  o t h e r

t o  g u i d e  m y  n a ï v e  u s e l e s s  h a n d

l i v e  t h i s  l i f e  a s  y o u  c o m m a n d

d e a r  G o d ,  I  n e e d  y o u

I  l o v e  y o u
s o  d e e p  s o m e t i m e s  i t  h u r t s

I ’ v e  a l w a y s  l o v e d  y o u

a n d  a l w a y s  t r y  t o  p u t  y o u  f i r s t  

I  k n o w  t h a t  w e  l i v e  h a n d  i n  

h a n d
w i t h  a  l o v e  I  m a y  n o t  

u n d e r s t a n d
b u t  I  l o v e  y o u

C r e a t o r
p l e a s e  e x c u s e  t h i s  c l u m s y  

p r o s e
m y  M a k e r
I  k n o w  t h a t  y o u  a r e  a l w a y s  

c l o s e
c l o s e r  t h a n  t h e  a i r  I  b r e a t h e

n e a r e r  t h a n  I  d a r e  b e l i e v e

C r e a t o r …  m y  M a k e r

i  t r u s t  y o u

r o s e  
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R i g h t
i  n e e d  m y  m i n d  t o  j u s t  b e  s t i l ln o t  t o  e x e r c i s e  i t s  w i l l
i  n e e d  m y  h e a r t  t o  j u s t  b e  s t r o n gt o  r e c o g n i z e  t h e s e  t h o u g h t s  a s  w r o n g

i  n e e d  m y  b r a i n  t o  j u s t  b e h a v ef o r g e t  t h e  d r u g s  i t ’ s  c o m e  t o  c r a v e
i  n e e d  m y  i n t e g r i t y  t o  j u s t  h a n g - i nb e c a u s e  i  k n o w  “ r i g h t ”  w i l l  a l w a y s  w i n

b e  s t i l l ,  b e  b r a v eb e  s t r o n g ,  b e h a v e
n o t  s u r e  w h a t  m y  c r e a t o r  h a d  p l a n n e d
l e t t i n g  m e  s t r a y  s o  f a r  f r o m  h i s  l i g h ti  d o n ’ t  k n o w  i f  i ’ m  b l e s s e d  o r  d a m m e d
i  o n l y  k n o w,  h e ’ s  a l w a y s  r i g h t
r o s e
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IF
when I was just a l i t t le kid

I knew exactly who I was

I knew exactly what I wanted

I never dreamed that I ’d get lost

but if someone had told me

when I was a teen

that l i fe itself could stunt my dreams

and if I ’d l istened, maybe now

life might be easier somehow

if someone had told me way back when

that there’s more than just one way to sing

and more than just one way to love

maybe I’d have l ived those dreams

it’s when we need to be most wise

that we seem to shut our eyes

but… 
it ’s a different kind of knowing

a special kind of smart

the kind reserved for the very young

and perhaps, the young at heart
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