The Oddity’s Music
poetry from her preteen and early teen years
Dependence 

Little Bird 

Wishing so hard to fly away— 

With your mouth wide open.

'Till the time, you must stay 

Little Bird 

Secrets 

Your lips are closed but your eyes try to tell me

They sob with your secrets, the ones you'll never say

You don’t dare let them be put to words 

You don’t dare let me understand 

You shut me out, because I’m a danger 

To your perfect glass world hidden in the shadows 

Of secrets 

  

Lost 

A second—just passed 

You’ll never get it back 

Ever 

  

Hate 

You— 

Hate is your enemy, though you fuel it 

Against me—it will fight you at last 

Or kill me— 

But still—your bones tremble with its power— 

Greater than you—it will rule you 

You will be its slave 

You

  

Time 

A grain of sand 

You are gone 

And your life - ? 

is wasted. 

Hear

I'm calling for you—

But you are too far away to hear me—

You are in a place where only pens can reach—

But I don't have heart to write, I only have my voice—

So—

To me, you are lost.


   

Dead

Your hands are cold, 

Your face is lost 

Only your soul remembers 

The direction you lost

Wall 

I'm trying to tell you 

You use the same words again and again

I'm trying to explain, 

But you'll never say anything different

What's the use! 

I'll leave you there—

You asked me my opinion 

But you don't care.

Understand 

Your mask is easily read
Your lips smile at me,
Your voice laughs,
But your eyes are dead.
Do you think I don't see?
My temper cools,
I'll hold you close instead



True
You talk to me.
It’s gentle, I don't have to tell
So I do
The softest touch like silver bell
I love you



Sleeping
Are you sleeping, little bird?
Your grave is the dust of dusty ground—
Your shrouds are the mist of misty sound—
Are you sleeping, little bird?



Revealed


Your heart is cold
But your eyes are still awake
Haunting me even in death
They are not empty!
No— they mock me,
as you never did in life,
unveiling all your secrets
That you thought would be
Safe
Forever



Times

Haltingly, the clock
Crept upon the hour
In the old city tower
of a robust people

Cruelly, deception
Fell upon the city
The cobblestones, gritty
with the children's tears

Resolute, the clock
Tolling out a number
While hopes be laid asunder
Some reality retained

Nobly, the father
brother, sister, mother
render truth unto the other
Under the shadow of a city's tower

And Time



Self Portrait

There I am—
My pencil poised over a blank piece of paper
The kind of paper that rules my life, and once filled
empties again

There I am—
Wondering at myself, my frizzy hair, my chewed nails
Wondering, not hating. It’s a pact I've made with my outside self,
To like it.

There I am—
Bending back to the paper, interest in my profile gone.
More words and words to puzzle into sense, for that's who I am,
A writer



Nothing To Fear 

How can you say there is nothing to fear?
I envy your confidence that I'll never share
My eyes have seen the evil and my body borne the pain
That wrote that word and taught me not to dare
To cry, lest tears betray me with their sound

There was much in your eyes I did not understand
Now you tell the history and I hide my face
My hands clench with more fear and my head bows in shame
Your past would have killed me and overcome as a mace
As you tell me calmly with your quiet eyes

The words are more dangerous after I know
They dig under my skin and taunt me to raise
the dispute from before or to simply walk away
Nothing to fear and all things to praise
You say it bravely with those trusting eyes

What is your secret that I couldn't learn?
White and black, yours and my tear
My own past, a shadow of yours, but mine feels like a monster
Nothing to fear and all things to fear
I tremble with the dark things that haunt me

Faith, you say, but what is faith?
You hand me a book and my hand falls away
Search, you say, what's to fear in searching?
But I know the danger in truth come to stay
When it comes, it will never leave

Ever.



Holding You

You turn your face to hide your tears
You drop the picture, as if to prove
To me that you don't cry over that anymore
I'm a gullible fool, but not such a gullible fool
To be taken in by your absurd act
So—
Here I am, holding you

Drawing 

How thin the lines that draw our world! 

How frail between pride and confidence 

How slim between modesty and diffidence 

How frail between reserve and silence

How wasted between braggart and brilliance 

Who drew this world? 

I'd question the artist 

Except I'd never understand, 

Not when truth seems without rhyme or reason 

Is our world a modern art? 

Pieces that make no sense to the viewer, 

Only to the painter.



Rainbow
So quick you hide your tears
How sudden is your smile
Like sunshine thro’ the last of the rain
A rainbow free of guile 

Before it flees your lips again
Or the two of us must part
I’ll follow to find your pot of gold
And whisper to your heart 

Doubts

So heavy are your doubts
Your heart breaks from the weight
And then you kick yourself for breaking
And bruise your broken heart

The Things I have known

The things I have known 

Are the things I know now 

The promises I have made 

Have become a daily vow 

The lies I have listened to 

Are the lies that conquer still 

The eyes I have wept with

Are the ones I yet refill 

The past is still within me 

As the past will be with you 

But remember it’s the future 

That we must yet live through 

Death 
How cold your fingers

Shallow and silent your breath

I know I see death

Night

Night watched with Fearful eyes

A Shadowed night of silken cloth

Silent, breath of death, resting, clinging to the sky

A deadly veil poisoning the stars 

The stars cry out with milky tears that fall with years

Homeless

Huddled, touched only by her crumpled tissues

Holds a sign, unread, it cries out: mercy!

Mercy from the endless trials,

Mercy from fear's endless guiles

Mercy from life's twisting wiles

While we hurry about our own frivolous issues

None but the unashamed babes dare to see

See the woman drowning in tears

See the children and their fears

See the suffering no one hears

Homeless Streets 

The streets have no home,

Reaching, reaching to what they cannot find

Ever and always will roam

Parable

The trees, poised, 

Reach out their golden blossoms,

That they know cannot be kept for always

They know, wisely

That what they cannot ever keep, 

They must sow before they can reap 

Tangle

The tangle of brambles, and wheats, and grasses

The white, milky petals of weedy flowers

Bright yellow lions of dandy disposition

The wind rattles the tangle as it roughly passes

The wispy reed falls, bends as it cowers

The wilds must live on their intuition 

Morning

The powerful fingers of dawn stretch across the sky

While the cool blue of day waits patiently behind

The dreams of the mornings adorned silently with dew

The purity of crisp, clear air fouled with no black lie

The beauty of new beginnings to forget and remind

The hope that days ahead will show nothing to rue

The ink sinking deeper, spreading the angels' vivid dye

Sunrise
The knives of the night tear 

the soft blue of rising morning

Bleeding, weeping, its colors

dripping, but still void of fear

Practiced Lately?

Joys are left standing

abandoned

They weigh down 

days

when joys are left standing

alone

when joys are forgotten

forever

when you're supposed to

practice

and you only manage to

forget

Joys weigh down, they weigh down

days

Ocean

Against the sky, the silhouettes of soft does

Ashen sunset of orange embers

All I see are ocean rainbows

The mountain whispers, it's snow creased tops

A misty cloud of the horizon 

I wish a wave of azure raindrops

The Mystery of Things

Dark is the sky, patterned with no stars

The moon hides its face from me tonight

The only lights I see are from cars

Or street lights,

All Edison's.

Where is nature? It hides from me in shadow

But under light its beauty breaks, 

Deserted by its companions,

Is it not for me, then, since I cannot see it?

Or is the mystery for me, not the thing?

Or the knowledge that it is still there?

Not to be touched,

But there.

Soft Lights
The city lights blare up ahead

The softer lights seem better, I said

The city may be brighter, 

But I know the soft light shows more

Quiet 
When the sky is smeared with black dust,

And the city laughs – wide awake

It's not listening to the quiet, it never does

Even though its sounds are fake

Mask

I trust the stars to lead me to the sky

But tonight they have left their task

To my eyes

But my eyes have been known to lie

To cover my mind with a bright mask

Is it the sky?

Ode to Eleven Thirty Poetry
When I write poetry

At Eleven Thirty

In the car

After all but none sleep

(for almost a week)

The words fall out of the keyboard

Onto the Screen,

But not from my mind.

Is it my fingers still awake?

Or is something else responsible

For the trainwrecking mess

Before you?

Imagination
Is a dream imagination?

A world within your mind?

Ever changing,

Ever ranging,

Is a dream imagination?

Or is imagination dreamed?

Star 
Won't you tell me why you're alone?

Little diamond spilled onto velvet,

Dab of crystal shining through the sun,

Won't you tell me why you're alone?

Do you feel very lonely, little star? 

You twinkle your mischief at me,

But I see a sadness in your light,

Do you feel very lonely, little star?

You are the only star I can see,

Sitting there, right off of the moon

Is the moon good company for you?

I like watching you, my little star 

Guards of the Night
One star and one moon

They watch the night

Guarding it from fatal sight

On the ocean's dune

Nature
I've seen the prairie's waves,

And the Ocean's too

I've heard the Ocean's call

And heard the wind anew

I've been lost in the sky

And waded in the dew

I've heard the salty spray

And the mountains woo 

Morning
The day struck the night,

Lifted the dark curtains,

I see the mountains again,

And the fields' rich tans

Personification 
Call the clouds gentle,

And the moon mad,

And the sun kind,

And the stars sad,

But what are they?

Two
Hope that dangles from his eyes
The smile that sparkles on her lips
The meaning that twists out of shape
The words that are e'r void of lies
The careful gems and loving quips
E'r clasped together by love's cape
Wind
The wind, soft reminder of the sea
Whispers of its painted dreams
Tells of belief that you cannot see
Death of Life 
Death of life 
Eternal strife
E'r will respite
Touch my dying lips?
Fear's knife
Death's Fife
E'r will fight
‘till life's thread rips.
Performance Night
Bright blaze the lights 
Ready quiver the actors
The set comes to rights
The imagination factors
Fearful, nervous mights
Eyes filled with luster
All the practiced nights
Make no mistake softer
Night
The whispering thoughts of night
Chase away with fairy footfalls
The tender sleep without a fight
Drifting with mists, it softly calls
Me. 
Tell Me
Tell me truly of things yet untold
The echo of wisdom after the fall
The regret and tears after the blow
The understanding that comes after 
Tell me of things yet to unfold
My feelings, scream silently, call
They are locked in a death row
I can taste fear in dying laughter
A Mind Looking For a Vent For Its Anger
Light abandons me at night
Though my fears clutch tight
It shatters my sleep in the morn
And leaves me battered and worn
It blinds my eyes with blazing anger
And stares at me, its manners vulgar
It dares to reveal me as a muddy sight
And with daylight robs me of my delight
Of night's peace and gentle quiet I am shorn
And my aching, drooping exhaustion is born
Then it abandons me again, alone, torn by anger
How wretched it to be so unfeeling, when stronger
If Only
Ah! If only my hasty, cold words could be recalled
If only tears could be withdrawn
If only history could be redrawn
If only mistakes could be rewound
If only all that was lost could be found
If only I stepped away before friendships were mauled 
If only, If only
If only desires and sincerest wishes 
Could bring it all to pass 
Barefoot in the Mist: 
Barefoot in the mist 

It wraps cold fingers around us

Making us think of the dead

That cold earth kissed

Our wide-eyed song

We whisper softly, hand in hand

The stone graveyard watches

Death walks along

Stand
The strongest hope won't stand down, won't stand in the back
It understands, reprimands, knows where it stands, holds its head high
It knows the time to weep, the time to laugh, the time to stand by
You know when it walks in the room and you know it,
It's helped you and it's held you up even though you don't deserve it
It's sitting with you, not the strongest man,

No prerequisite, no hesitation or expiration, it loves you

Yes you! You with your head down, staring at the ground
Look up! 
Take his hand and stand. 
Friendship 
This world does a lot of things

A lot of breaking, a lot of taking
We were friends, I knew you 

When I smiled you laughed and I laughed with you

I always hung on your shoulders

We were the inseparable, our friendship was unchangeable
Never Endings Ever Ending
Never endings ever ending,

Promises lost to time and rust.

The waiting bells will ne’er ring,

My love, my love, lost to the dust

How can the carolers keep singing?

How can the dreams keep listening?

How can the angels keep their rigid watch

When my love is lost?

Never ending ever ending

hopes forgotten in despair

The flow'rs ne’er again bloom for you

My love, my love, ever fair

I Watched Life 
I watched the slow world swim by

In the floods of the stormy rain

All hope beaten out of them,

all purpose left to dust

I watched children forget to fly

Treading the ground in pain

As the storms broke them,

all dreams left to rust

I watched people begin to die

moving slow down the lane

dreams forever lost to them,

forgetting to even trust

I watched and gave a long sigh

from life there can be no gain

It hurts and destroys them 

death for even the brightest

I watched, then burst with a cry

Surely it was but a feign!

One helped the another up

with eyes full of trust 

and love
I watched to two go incredibly high

scaling the treacherous lane

Together, and holding others.

love wins even the bleakest

black nights

A Book

It’s a white ship with billowing sails

A kite with a thousand gaudy tails

A snake crawling as slow as snails

The loud clink of cruel, black nails

Its dreams and wishes held in pails

A cabin beset by evil, magic gales

A giant's huge, disgusting toenails

The sea's song of a hundred whales

Its an adventurer on hidden trails

A captured princess with soft veils

A kind prince who always prevails

A dragon with three blood red tails
Sing Little Bird
Sing, little bird, so tender and sweet

Remind me of songs the world forbid

Sing, little bird, so joyful and gay

Of misty fields blooming with snow
Sing, little bird, so clear and new

Whisper of soft daisies and butterflies

Sing, little bird, no matter the trials

Of joy and peace and lilies that flower

Words

To put it to words is impossible

Which is why we try

We use letters and sounds and rubber stamped ideas 

But they fall and die

We throw in adjectives that are puffed up and spoiled

They only kick and cry

We squish them in long stiff phrases that are dull and boring

They never try to fly

To put it to words is impossible

But still, again we try

The March of the UnderFoot
Acorns carved into shields, bark into wheels

Pebbles sharpened to swords, black for the lords, 

Armor of walnut shells, great rocks hollowed into bells,

On goes the march, the courageous march, the strong march of the UnderFoot

Restless Tonight

Long grew the shadows o'er the quilts wrapped so gently around me

Sparkling lights drifted near, falling from the stars so softly

Ever shone the bright moon, singing the nightly whispers

And my resting eyes watched the night's slow dancing

Ever more the long night settled on my sleepless form so thickly

Dreamy islands wrapped in mist were never further from me

Never came the sweet surrender of the wakeful whimpers

My ne'r closing eyes feverishly renounced drooping

My mind worn with storms, with being thrown over life's sea

Cried out for respite, but refused to rest, endlessly tormenting me

Long I laid there, dreamless, sleepless, thrown into dead stupors

Not gaining even rest from my bed, no escape, only tossing

Long has a memory tortured my sleep, for in my mind I see

What was left behind in the ashes of my past, it e'er haunts me 

With tears, ever cornering me with fear announced by harpers

Diamonds of guilt and crystals of remorse, silent weeping

Moving ahead to worlds unexplored has chained me down with its fee 

Drowning in my quiet tears, will I ever from longing for the past be free?

Or will I dissolve in my grief, dragged down with my tempers 

That spring from my hopes, my dreams, their denial of crying 

Then splashes of color bubbled across the sky, like boiling, blood red tea

The reviving of dawn and light shouted a tender, shouting reminder to me

That there is a God, and He will save me from the ensnaring vipers

That threaten to choke hope from my veins, He restores dreaming

Let my heart let go of its sorrow! Let peace once again flow through me

Never again may I fall into the shadows of pain and guilt—He saves me

Though my tears remain unquenched, I am not always among sleepers

But may it be said, that even with broken heart, I am e'er singing

No Names
There is no name for a moonbeam 

For the tender light e'er streaming down

Somehow whispering with silent bow

Softly caressing with no strength 

There is no name for the ocean

Azure waves of gentle paradise

Or the strength of a million souls

Lapping, snapping, resting, shouting

There is no name for a dream

Soft whisper of truth ringing 

Vivid pictures flying, smiling

Darkness, shadows, cheerful, light

There is no name for life

Its tumults and scales, its shouts, its whispers

Caressing, tender sweetness, or shouting out with all the voices

Hush, hush, - vivid, darkness, shadows, light, cheer

There are no names. 
Those Nights
One of those nights

So soft, so clear

Hear the world whispering in your ear

The sky so velvet 

The stars of diamond
Snow
Look to the snow filled sky

The stars falling into your face

O! The world is a glorious place

For those who will only look

Look on to the snowy sunset

A rosy glow that delights in hope 

Or a moonlight stallion on a lope

For those who will only see

Look near to the melting sight

The shining glare of moonlight

The snow dies with beauty ripe

For those who will only watch
