




A Pen is Better than a Therapist
 

Feel the cold pen
Pressed against your hand

And feel the overwhelming power
As it latches to your soul
And the emotions roll out
Together and one by one

Weaving together
A tapestry of spun gold

Not like the emotions that cower
At the sight of the therapist

Afraid of judgement
Of a probing gaze
But flow instead

In an endless stream
Beautifully sad, sadly beautiful

And with it goes the fear
As you gaze at your emotions 

Displayed and accepted
As their perfectly imperfect selves

By a seemingly ordinary pen.

The Monster Under My Bed
 

I listen in the darkness
For that dreaded sound

The lies and screams
In which I drown.

 
Yet today I overcome

That sense of fear,
And under my bed

I go and peer.
 

And when I bend
I gasp as I see:

The face of the monster
Is the face of me.




