Blue (Session10)

Blue is the tears you cry
The sea that pulls you-
Not just you,
But me down.

Blue is the world in which you see.
Moody, sour, dry
Dry – fruitless,
[bookmark: _GoBack] Like the winter’s tree.

Blue is the broken promise
Of a midsummer night’s dream,
Moulding, changing from light to dark
Then dark to light and dark again and in a flash
A sudden change of heart 
A. Christian. Like. Green.

Blue is a burning pipe dream
The bitter gleam
Of a discharged ring
The notification
Warning 
Of spent desire
Blue.
Blue is a liar.




















Shelltoes Heels (Session 9)

My father’s eyes hidden behind my 
Mink eyelashes and a plastic cap
Your legs go on for days
He whispers in my 
Box dyed golden hair.
My lips pumped to the brim
So plump it could smother trump-
Shit. Almost gave my secret away
I guess you could say I’m an oversized child
Playing a Coy- Mysterious game of spy

Shhh my snake slithers
Shh you talk too much 
It - not it. But she – But it says
I don’t know the sex it is so it’s it I guess 
Fuck better drag it out of the room
Before it scares away my guest 
Cause no body like bloody snakes

He looks at me weird
Damn can he tell?
I know so much - I know too much
That’s what’s going to give this plan away
Philosophy, politics, economy 
Are all but a walk in the park for me
But shit act like a blonde 
Act like a dumb fucking blonde

I sit back on my dumb 
Pink, Fluffy couch
His hand on my chest
His hot breath on my neck
Then his lips on my 
Silicon plumped lips
This is it. This is the fatal goodbyes kiss

His blue eyes turn white
His hot breath suddenly gone
Hey Mr Trump I whisper in his cold ear
How does it feel to treat me like you do…?
But he doesn’t answer
How strange
I was told the dead could still talk 
Oh well. 
A toast of vodka to you oh Mr president.
Stain (session 7)

You’ve washed me away
Like an unwanted stain
You had nothing
I held you.
For better or worse we swore
Who knew, only I would keep our vow
I’ve been robbed. Your promises to me where stolen
In the dark. 
When my all too trusting back was turned

Cold blue orbs
That I do not - Nor want to recognise
Stare at me. Heartless. 
Pink lips whisper
Honey like lies down my all too happy ears
I am for a second swept 
Carried in a wave of 
Maybe denial
Until the red stain on your shirt 
And cheap perfume
Reminds me of my position. 

Unforgivable. 
You hate me. I know. 
In bed my fingers graze your back-  You stiffen
The process of Love making is now forced.
Cold blue orbs
That I do not - Nor want to recognise
Stare down at me in disgust
I’m not the one you want. I know.

It was just a one golden speak
That I didn’t use to know was there
Eyes that use to cause me to melt
Are now so damn cold
Just a speak, stained our love

Days turn to nights. Before you ever return 
And in my all too happy ears 
You whisper honey like lies
Of how work has kept you back.
Cold blue orbs
That I do not. But am, beginning to recognise
Stare at me as I force my tears back.

Whispers from the Abyss (Session 9)

Do you not remember the faces of all your victims?
Their cries, their screams, their tears?
Do you not remember?
For I Remember
They seemed like screams for survival
Screams for tomorrow
Did you not hear them? 
Through the heavy iron of your sealed shut gates
Their now silent wails echoed throughout the distance
But your cold heart was not moved

You monster.
Once again you have slain another knight from another land
His blood stains your sword
His soul plagues our land
Their curses root the castle walls
But in the throne room you remain. Oh my fallen king
You monster.
They came endlessly and you killed endlessly
Their graves attest the battles you’ve won
How many more must fall my lord
I love you, you say
Fine. You’ll die for me - Live your whole life for me
But heed my warning
Oh Odin king of Asgard
Death. Death will find a way
These seventy feet walls will not keep you safe
A grim reaper will march your way
A grim reaper that even you cannot slay

He who fights with monsters
Should look into himself that
He himself does not become a monster
For if one was to lose himself gazing into darkness
That is our world. That is your heart.
The darkness in turn will gaze back and consume you
It will call for you and then devour you
Heed my words my lord - My love
Bor and the giantess Bestla has damned you
Death. Death has found you…

The swing (Session 4)

Swing
Rusty. A patchy, coral grey
Swing
Wind blows
It screech
Olden nails, meet eroded bolts
It screams echo
Through the yellow grassed fields

Swing
Wooden, splinted seat
rope and plastic barely covered by 
Old, ripped, once new plastic sheet
On its heavy, solid, iron legs were tied a
Washed out, rain pelted, once red now light pink ribbon

Swing
Its rust, patchy coral grey heavy, solid, iron legs
Wooden, splinted seat
Rope and plastic held by 
Old, ripped, once new plastic sheet.
Stands lonely.
And tied on the branch
Of the 8ft tall, overlooking, large oak tree
A dirt covered, bird pooped banner hung
Happy birthday for a birthday that will never come.




 














Tree (Session 5)


I am a tree
Rooted. Stuck
I can see all the wrong
Being done
Please. Don’t stop.
Carry on.

Carry on 
A song I’ve heard
Being song around the pubs.
During the festive period,
I am decorated in jewels
All glitter and lights
Cherished. Swayed side to side
Held high
I am, for that moment, divine.

And when the music stops.
Reality will return
And I
I who was once decorated
In all your glister and gold
Will be locked away
Watch, as you go off to “Play”

I am a tree
Rooted. Stuck.
Forced to see 
All the wrong being done to me
I am a tree
Rooted. Stuck
I will stay locked up
Till once again you need me
For I am a tree.










Bully (Session 6)

Trying to hold my tears at bay
My head up high
My chest sticking out
Walking with that fake
 I rule the word style, with my fake 
I'm so happy smile, on my
Plastered maked-up mask of a face.
See the new girl walk past
Take my anger out on her.
With slight satisfaction and discomfort  
I watch her cry.

The next day I see the new girl again 
A rude comment here and 
A push there 
With slight satisfaction and discomfort  
 I Watch her cry.
My friends laugh
Hollow victory for me.
She looks just like me
But she wasn’t me –
She wasn’t me any more
That is.

I push her harder,
I make her bleed
I make her 
Feel as crap as me.
Who is she to be happier
Than me?















Loveless (Session 8)

I found love at the 
Blade of a Knife.
This is no poetic work of wonder
No this is a matter of fact.

I found relief in the pain
My switch blade could bring.
This is no love story
This is a chilling act.

Red paints the sink
The walls 
All that’s around me.
I am in love.

Each cut
I shiver.
In absolute ecstasy
More. Give me more.
Yes dig deeper.

I found love at the
Blade of a knife.
Relief in its pain.
Bitter sweet tears in the act.

I found love.
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