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Sandra jacks(1991)

I know I wont become famous for my poems, and I know no one will probably
ever read this biography, however I've decided to do a short figment of my
life.I'm christian now, but not always was. When i was younger I was stupid, and
hurt by life a lot, so I became suicidal, and drank and...was careless of myself.I
wish I knew then what I know ys here I am, alive and just going through life,
I've come to realize that lately I've been in a kind of trance where I feel stuck
and this is all life has to offer, So I chose to control my own future now, this
world no longer has rights to me and making me hopeless, This is my dream and
I chose where to go from here.
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2nd My Sure But Solemn Vow

There's a piece in my heart,
that's just waiting to find you,
and it smiles,

and it waits,

only for you.

And i can see you now standing on top of that rooftop,
and i can hear your voice,

speaking so boldly into my heart,

and i know,

that you'll be there,

when sun does not shine,

when the tears become refined,

and the light,

makes me blind,

i see you.

And the peace is overcoming me right now,
this is my sure,

but solemn vow to you,

i will only bow to you,

no one else but you,

can't you see.

can't you believe in me.

Because im standing on this rooftop,
up so high,

i feel like i can touch the sky,

in just a moment i might,

fly away so come back to me,

like i know you will.

This is my sure but solemn vow,
to you,

i will only bow,

to you....
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3rd Driving Off The CIiff That Day

I heard the revving of the engine like it was the last day of my life,
if id of known any better,

could've sworn i wanted to die,

but not to my surprise,

you jumped right in,

when my hope was dead and gone,

in the split second from the time you got there,

i knew it wouldn't be long....

The day i almost died,

the day ill never forget,

the day you set me free,

from everything i knew id die too soon to regret.

The day i almost died,

the day you taught me how,
to live my life in joy,

other then,

in the deepest vow,

to myself,

myself.

Sandra jacks
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A Blank Space, Where A Father Should Be.

I never quite knew you,
all i know is,

I'll wake up one day,
and you'll be dead.

I'll never quite know you,
It's just bothers me to think,
I'll get a letter in the mail,
with my moms name on it,
and then I'll...

go to your funeral.

I've never quite known you,
I just hate it that,

when i look in the casket,
I'll see the,

man,

I never knew...

Sandra jacks
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A Length

There is a gap..

no...a distance...

a distance between me and who I expect to become,
a lapse in time,
where I lost,

when I should have won,
where I punched,
when I should have run,
a distance,

a gap,

a lapse,

a smack,

a jump,

a scream,

a loss,

what seems,

like a dream.

Sandra jacks
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A Lost Dog.

I sat all alone,

on the street where you once lived,

I saw my own reflection,

in your you window pain,

it hurts to think I lost you,

but you were never there to gain......

I felt the hurt 1 felt before,

not much different than a lure,
and you sent me to my grave,
and here I am today,

alone with my own ways,

you are far,

your distance has no length,

I feel the horrid strain,

of looking for you again,

like a dog....... with no friend.....

Blocked up in my own mind,
transformed me into a mime,

and left me speechless as I am now,
using my hands to scream and shout! ,
you thought you had me and you did,
My mistake was that you lived...

Here I am again,
sitting on the street of my old friend.........

Sandra jacks
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A Mess.

This mess of a life,

what have I gotten myself into,
like I always do,

and continue,

it's like I'm scared to trust at all,
don't go there,

I wont talk big,

only small,

sail away on my own little boat,
hitch hike to a place,

where no one knows my face,
where no one needs to see me for who I am,
or WhatI am,

either way....

but not today,

no and not in this way,

but please all T ask is,

just don't stray too far,

too long or too hard,

I may need you some time soon,
who knows though,

Not I and not you.

Sandra jacks
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A Poem To My Love

There is beauty,

in every thing,

It is all that I see,

and when it comes to you,
Darlin',

well let's just say,

you're all that i need,

and when i look up at you,
i see whats new,

because your amazing,
just to sum it up,

iN My wWaY......ovvunns

Just saying,

I love you,

without the bees or the birds,
I'd rather love you,

then breathe,

or have words

I walked down the street,
and i kicked up the dirt,
what i mean is,

not quite what im saying,
but,

I think you get what i mean,
I might seem a little funny but,
Just what im saying

is that,

your the most amazing thing,
that I've ever seen.

I'd like to think,

this doesn't bother you,

as much it will,

but every time I'm around you,
i get this intense thrill,

so while I'm standing here,

i might as well say,

just making sure,
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i don't get in my way,

You are as far,

from me as the stars,

up in space,

i cannot have you,

but what i can truly say is.

There is a part of me,

in this glass jar,

ill give it to you,

even though your so far,

give it a kiss,

and send it a way,

because i will always love you,
that's all i have to say.

Sandra jacks
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A Thing Or Two

And if i know a thing or two,
about a thing or two,

then i know a little more,

then i did before,

mostly about you,

and i think i can figure,

a thing or two,

can come out of this mess,

so let me share a thing or two,
this i do suggest.

Sandra jacks
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A Twister Of Words

I am not a poet,

I am a twister of words,

I can turn things like trees,

Into monstrous Kill..ers......

I can take things like secrets,

And reveal them in fact,

I can remove you from the system,
Taking you on a journey....not a path

I can fly you to high places,
And take you far down below...
We can go on an adventure,
That will change you, alone.

But what you don't see are the strings that I dangle above your head,
They pull your emotions around and around,

In a whirlwind of frustration,

just keeps pulling you down....

The best part of it all,

Is that I know exactly what I'm doing,

I'm playing a game where I'm always winning,
And your always losing,

Because at the end of my very twisted tale,

I leave you alone,

Violated,

And headed straight towards........

As empty as it sounds,

And as sick as it feels,

The blood on my hands has no evidence to conceal,
Beacause in all matter of fact,

I've just placed it in your mind,

Where it cannot be acted upon,

Nor can it be defined.

Sandra jacks
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Able To See

There. Is. Something.
Different going on,

i cant quite spot it,
with my eyes.

There is. Something.
Special happening,
beneath the veil,

of distant lies.

Because of the difference,

i wait patiently,

Because of how special it is,
I'm learning more about me.

Because of the curtains,
that are,

slowly,

opening,

I look with opened eyes,
so much more able,

to see.

Sandra jacks
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Am I?

Am I the Only one...

who wonders..These Things?
Am I the Only one?

I wonder....

Sandra jacks
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And I Think...And I Wonder

The moon it grows bright as the sky turns to night,
and the stars,

they grow stunningly dim....

and i walk,

and i wonder....

is it life...

with no plunder,

and i think,

that I'm on the brink,

if something big here,

yeah something very big here......

The moon it grows bright as the sky turns to night,
and the stars,

they grow stunningly....
dim,

and i walk,

and i wonder,

and i think,

i hear thunder,

the lightening flashes,

on this world so cold,

my people are growing old..

The moon it grows bright as the sky turns to night
and the stars,

they grow stunningly,

dim,

and I think,

and i wonder,

and my people,

fall through thunder,

and the sky knows,

just what it's doing,

and the tempest is growing,
oh yes,

it's growing.
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And If You'Ve Ever Stared Directly Into The Sun.

I've seen....
the darkest place,
i've ever seen.

And i've seen the lightest place,
I've ever seen.

And if you stare directly into to the sun,

it's no comparing,

to the light,

I've known,

and if you bury yourself in the blackest of pits,
it's no comparison,

to the darkness,

i was in.

Being blinded,

wasn't even close to the dark or the light,
being blinded,

when in such a dark place,

sounded rather nice.

So if you've ever stared directly into the sun,
remember what i've told you about this,
comparison,

and know that there's a way,

for you to see,

this light,

and know that there's,

for your eyes,

to turn bright.

because when you are hiding,

and there's no,

way out,

your time is spent dividing,

your life span,

by twelve,

the calculation don't quite come out,
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really how you thought they would....

but the fact of the matter,
is that you're just,
misunderstood.

Sandra jacks
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And So It Will Be.

And so it will be,

and so it has become,
that the heart of mine,

is a stone of the past,

and stone turned to glass,
in the future,

and the glass is shattered,
and so it is,

that i have become broken,
i am shattered glass,
so it is,

the future.

Sandra jacks
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Babbling Brains.

I'm Hoping to only disorient you,

Opting out of the typical proportionate you,
Knowing this is only exclusive to,

The underdog of history is missing you,
Consideration is lacked in description to,
The analytical reality of describing too....

Underestimation of contemplation knowing what I do,
Simplification is revelation to those fortunate few,

In the midsts of the chaotic verbiage used,

May find justification in the prospective view,
Discriminatory action may be used,

Under forced supervision, discipline, of the crew.

In the same instance discerning,

Description Contemplate in a viable view,

Defining realigning equilibriums mass index,

To the balanced logical outcome,

Lack of wiring in the brains outcome,

Sudden realization nonsensical error of the system,
A few unattached cables,

And you missed 'em.

Sandra jacks
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Battle Within.

Because

the greater the battle,

the greater the victory,

I will stay and war,

I will stay and battle,

my combat boots are on,

my sword is sharpened,

this is,

not for my own sake,

but for the sake of the many,
the lost and broken,
God is real,

and He sees you,

and He loves you,

you are worth more than you know,
more than my life,

more than your life,

He is for you,

not against you.

Sandra jacks
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Beauty.

What is beauty,

but a word to an end,
does it describe oneself,
SO,

discreetly.

Does it prove a point,
securing the ideals,
of someone who,
pictures things,
neatly.

Does it mean,
all that much,
when we feel,
we've lost touch,
in this world,
that does end,
SO,

completely.

And in what way,

is it important to the day,
we find our love,

our life,

our freedom.

Does the word lose it's measure,
when you've found a,
not-so-pretty,

treasure,

that you keep in your pocket,

all the time.

Is the word,

so important,

that it deserves it's own holiday,
and song with a rhythm,

and a rhyme.
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What is beauty,
but a word,

in the end,

with no solitude,
or rights,

or freedom,

it's sits on a shelf,
alone with its,
narcissistic self,
and does die,

in due time.

Sandra jacks
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Because I Have Agape Love

Here is where i,

lie my broken heart,
d... 0... w... n,
forgive me my,
trespasses,

im sorry for what i've,
d...o...n...e..,

i'll stop,

whenever,

you,

ask,

for i am a heart,

of great love,

but i will not take,
what was yours,
f...i...r...s...t,
despite my want,

i will give you,
anything you ask,
because i have great,
l...0...v...e...

and as for the truth

i choose not to...lie,
forgive me,

my trespasses,

so i might not cry,
forgive me my lies,
so i may breathe again,
and then you might see,
that i am me,
a...g...a...i...n...

Sandra jacks
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Because You Are All I Need.

I need you now,

more then the breath of life in me,
i'd rather have you,

because in know in you im free,
and i wont breathe another breath,
until your here with me,

and you haven't left my side yet,
so i still do breathe,

and know i know that your here,
although it still is hard,

but your my life,

your every single part!

So I choose you,

you really are amazing,

and i want you,

your breath is truly phasing,
and what you give me,

is life eternally,

how can i repay you,
because you are all i need.

Sandra jacks
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Because You Told Me...

Because you told me something,
very secret,

about yourself,

i can no longer love you,
like I did,

because you were opened,

i didn't even have to knock on your life's door,
but now i can never do things,
that i once though,

i would,

because you shared a story,

of your distant past,

i related it to someone,

when i saw him last,

and i don't want to know it,
not at all,

because of the story,

that i never saw.

Sandra jacks
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Before.

Exactly whatdoyouexpect

every((Is it)) thing?
because ffitis,

I can only GIVE you,
less then that,

of what you wish,

less of precision,

on the least sharp list and i,
i can't give you much,
com par ed to,

what you're asking for,
Unless you mean less,
then what you asked of,

BeFoRe

Sandra jacks
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Behind The Mask

Who is the person,

behind this mask,

its probably a question,

i shouldn't ask,

if i were to get a true answer,
the REAL true answer,

with nothing sugar coated,
no hidden agenda,

the answer would be something,
feeuns wouldn't want to hear,
Well enough of these games,
i only want the truth,

i want the only answer,

thats really true,

because if I'm never told,

then I'll never know...who..i...am...

Sandra jacks
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Bleed If You Must.

Who is this person,
that stands so,
boldly,

on a rock of,
determination,
with a foundation,
of will power.

Who am 1,

to tell you to stop,

who am I,

to be a consistent rock,
have you gone,

far too far,

for,

far too long.

Your heading into,

a place,

I cannot go,

So stop what your doing,
I not longer pretend!

like I,

do not know.

I will no longer play your games,
of questioning,

who i,

am,

because that is,

between me,

and my God.

You're falling into a big,
gaping hole,

and i can no longer,
recover you,

from the wreck edge,

I am not,
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your,
savior,

I will never stop,

loving you,

praying for the best but,
You must learn,

the hard way,

i beg you not to,

you will be damaged,

you will be bleeding,

and in such pain,

as you have never known,
but you will learn,

the hard way,

if you must.

Sandra jacks
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Bloop

I'm walking down the hallway,

of MY school,

and everyone knows my name,

it's like they know a person,

who said hi to me once,

because they did my homework for me,

and all of a suden were friends...

were not,

why does every one have to know my name,

i mean why cant..four people know my name,
that's only four hello's in the morning,

and four goodbyes at night,

but no,

of course not,

i must know everyone and have some intimate bond with them because they
desire attetnion,

I do not want attention,

i do not desire attention, and i do not need attention,
why does everyone give me so much...

it's like the people are sucking the life out of me,
they all know my first,

and last name,

HOW do they know that,

sometimes i even forget thet..

well not really,

but I don't know anyone's name

Sandra jacks
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Broken Promise World

I livein a,

broken promise world,

I know all promises must be lies,
otherwise people would,

keep them,

now and again.

I livein a,

broken promise world,
That says one thing,
does another,

doesn't complete,

what i hope it would.

and i put my trust in this,
broken promise world,
but i do not believe in this,
broken place,

i call home.

You see in my mind,
I'm elsewhere,

flowers,

yellow lilies ponds,
grass,

green,

lake,

bluest crisp waters,
beauty in bugs,

skies of angels eyes and,
calmness,

and a freedom,
unexplainable freedom,
peaceful.

I live in a world,

of broken promises,
but i see a world of,
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hope and,
life and,
happiness.

Sandra jacks
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Bubbly Bubbly Libby

A soul on fire for something bigger,
eyes searching for something more,
A smile as wide as Texas pride,

But held back by the past,

that's so deep inside.

Libby,

My Libby,

May stray from the pack,

so different and unique,
nothing like what I've seen,
but something just grabs me,
when she walks in the room,
the presence of someone,
whose strong in who she is.

Libby,

My Libby,

the strongest woman i know,
her strength is much deeper,
than muscle or mass,

this strength is high up,
someone of first class,

Truly warm hearted and friendly and true,
dramatic a bit,

but oh well,

boo hoo((sarcastic)) .

Sandra jacks
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Burden.

I live in a world of,

Half empty people,

With broken,

Glass jars,

Crashed against tile floors,

Lost amongst the radiant sunset,
I sit awaiting the day,

When I am free.

Trapped in this dark room,
Trapped, within an empty space,
That does not,

And can not exist.

Why is it so difficult,
For me to bear this...
Burden.

In my half empty world,
Full of broken glass.

Sandra jacks
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Burial Grounds

Clenched fist,
as the,

petals,
crumble,

to the ground.

Red petals,
on this,
black,
casket,
cloud,

rain filled,
night.

Sandra jacks
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But However, Perhaps Not.

An image that has more,

then the meaning that I'm seeing,

something deeper within' its soul,

deeper then what requires,

believing,

and it's curious matter of factly,

when the meaning being portrayed in my mind,
if far different then the artist,

had within his hand,

a work of something deeper then something bland,
possibly exponential value,

a hidden secret withing this...this thing,

but perhaps after all what i see,

is fairly similar to the artists,

thoughts of being,

in the place,

on this rock,

but however,

perhaps not.

Sandra jacks
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But Howevere,

An image that has more,

then the meaning that I'm seeing,

something deeper within' its soul,

deeper then what requires,

believing,

and it's curious matter of factly,

when the meaning being portrayed in my mind,
if far different then the artist,

had within his hand,

a work of something deeper then something bland,
possibly exponential value,

a hidden secret withing this...this thing,

but perhaps after all what i see,

is fairly similar to the artists,

thoughts of being,

in the place,

on this rock,

but however,

perhaps not.

Sandra jacks
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Care?

So what if they don't care,

what does anybody care anyway,
I'm tired of worrying,

I don't need this right now.

I 'd rather be alone,

with nobody at home,

then to care if they care...again,
Everybody's fake nowadays,
Everybody lies now and again..

So what if i'm ugly?

So what if i'm beautiful?

Like it even matters anyways?
who cares nowadays?

Would you push me down the stiars,
nobody really cares..

anyway..

Sandra jacks
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Caught Alone

There is a black place,

in which i stand,

it's cold,

blank and empty,

cruel and unplanned,

It doesn't feel fair,

It doesn't feel right,

i wish i could wish it away,
sweep it under the rug,

if there was a rug,

if i had a wish,

but thats not the case,
there's an emptiness in which i am,
it's cruel and cold,

its completely in my hands.

Sandra jacks
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Ch

I never knew how cold i was,
until i felt your grasp,

please tell me one more thing,
before i let this last

I don't quite trust you,
in the least,

but the truth i do plead,
when my eyes,

begin,

to touch your gaze,

i often feel the need,

to be near you,

in the most,

innocent sense,

your eyes search for something more.

In this uneasiness,
i do believe,

i have what you're
looking for.

Sandra jacks
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Chances Are

Lock yourself in the darkest room,
hide yourself so they have no use,
block it out and push them away,

during it all destroy what they say

Deny the accusations forced at hand,

try to make them think that you're bland,
shine your sparks in the dark of night,
then dull away at the hint of light.

Play 'now you see me now you don't'
chances are that you really won't
entertain them with forced stories,
make it so they can't not believe

Now you see me now you don't
chances are baby that you wont

Sandra jacks
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Cheers To My Teeth

For you,

the pain is,

unbearable,

but you mask it,

with a smile,

for you it is so painful,

you wish to yank yourself,
out of your very life,
however bloody the death may be.
you wish so much,

to grind against,

all that you've ever known,
the pain you'll feel,

will be immense,

but you cannot control,
your movement,

just this time.

You have been exposed,

with a drill to the heart,

and it has been filled,

with something,

you are not,

all of your innards,

have been pulled out,

but you made,

not even a wince,

you did not flinch,

you did not move,

The masked man,

filled you up,

however unpleasant,

you allowed it,

for you could not control, ,
the backbone of your situation,
you were forced to be opened,
and drilled,

and hurt,

but after all the work done on you,
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after all the pain,

you guess,

after all,

the masked man knew,
it was worth it,

no matter,

your disdain.

(to my sad little cavity fillinged teeth)

Sandra jacks
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Chim Chim, Be Prepared, Mulan-

All the disney,
songs are,
stuck,

in my head.

damn...

Sandra jacks
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Chose It Better Move To Best.

I get up,

to stand up,

to move up,

to do it do it do it,

i won't stop,

won't give up,
won't own up,

but I'll do it do it,

I doit,

to move it,

to get up,

to move up,

to be the be the best,
the better the better,
the best the best,
You can't stop me,
from do it,

can't get me,

not to move it,
because it's how,

i chose it chose it,
move it better,
chose it move the best.

Sandra jacks
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Circles

There was once a girl,

who wrote a book,

it was about a girl,

who was all alone,

about a girl,

who sought refuge in the darkness,
how the darkness enveloped there girl,
and it became a part of her,

about how the girl lost her mind,

and wrote a book.

Sandra jacks
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Control Who?

So you love me,

So you play with my heart,
I'm a victim of tyranny,
You've betrayed me,

You terror when I sleep.

So you overwhelm me,
Control me,

Never ever to leave me,
But we both know....
You only deceive me....

So you love me,

So you mess with my mind,
Coddle me with manipulation,
Pretend it's me...

Thats out of line...which is fine...
You weakener of strength,
Buzzing around my head,

Like a knife.

So you control me,

I'm unprotected, unsafe,

In an instance I see it,

The door...the way...

Youve exhausted me,

I cannot...will not...fight back,
Now it's my eye that black,
And you smile and I...

I do nothing....

Deceiver of man...
It's not I that am coddled...
Alas..it is you...and I know...

Just what to do.
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Cunning Lion

It should not just take,

any amount of pressure to,

make you pop,

nothing that happens around you,

should effect who you are,

and what you've got,

in fact anything that happens should prove,
who you are,

in Christ your king,

In fact He's the one that helps you,

you should prove to be stronger than anything,
it should not take a little offense to take you out,
you should be willing,

to fight for what Gods made you now,

You are stronger than ever,

look at yourself,

you are as bold as a lion,

not cunning as a fox,
manipulation, lies, and deceit,

are not to be placed in your life's box,

you just be opened and honest about who and what you know,
don't talk about them behind their backs,

no ones life is a show.
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Daddy

Daddy,
where are you?

I don't know you.
i don't even love you...

might as well hate you while I'm at it.

I don't think i hate you...

but then again

you were never around enough to completely h-a-t-e.

maybe that gives me reason..... enough......
thinking about you makes me really debate.

Why'd you leave me daddy,
i was just your baby girl
and i miss you i love you
god why'd you leave

it's killing me

why was i born

you were stupid

you made stupid choices
and now here i am

wishing i'd had a dad.

some version of something that mildly even represented
some form of a father figure

in which i found stability wouldn't have been too bad either.

but nothing,

how should i act?

[please come back it hurts so much]
It must have been my fault
otherwise it doesn't make sense
and I'm a broken person,

here we go
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leaving me a broken person

[where's daddy mommy? ]

i can't help wondering though...i just can't
{He's gone baby girl...he's gone...)
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Dear God,

Dear God,

i just don't know what to say to her,

and i,

just don't know what to do anymore,

i know,

i will just pray for her,

but God please give me the words to say to her and,
i know she's going through a time,

but,

she always does this everytime,

gets all caught up,

in her own little rhyme,

and i love her i just,

don't know what to do,

don't want to give up,

on a firend,

so true,

but she's a broken piece of a something whole,
so put her back,

together and show her,

youR way,

your will be done,

your time,

your kingdom come,

your rhyme,

your truth be told,

help her to be whole,

before she grows old,

it's like i see it all happening before my eyes,
and it's because all she does is,

compromise,

she thinks he's 'mister perfect’,

but God only you know,

so please help her,

before it's the end of the show,

and i know she has a heart,

and she's smart,

but that's not enough,

letting every guy stomp on her thinking'he's the one’,
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and having to be right,
knowing what he'll do,
it's too much for me God,
please tell her,

won't you?
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Depend On Me

Hold on tight,

to whatever you can,

it's a loss,

if you become a broken man,
no secrets here,

the tragedies are sad,

and pain we feel,

it's excruciatingly bad,

So hold on tight,

and don't let go,
because if you let go,

only bad can fallow,

no secrets here,

just know who you are

be sure to ask for help,

if things go far too far,
depend on me,

and i'll depend on you,

and when you're sad,

i'll help you feel not so blue.
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Desolate In Dry Lands.

Lost within the color,
so blinding,

who is this person,

I can not see.

The more I play along,
pretending,

the guilt,

it overtakes, and
destroys me.

This vibrancy of all the people,
calling out my name,

you are wonderful,

you are beautiful,

but they do not know,

they can not see,

so much more within this heart of mine,
is burning,

for the nations,

I once left behind.

for my people,

for my love,

who am I,

who am I,

who am I,

WHO....am....

frozen between time and space,
am I wrong to stay here,

was I a m-i-s-t-a-k-eg,

never meant to be born,

and accident,

a curse,

never meant for life.

or love.

burning in me,
this fire of yours,
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my fire has died down,
so filled with all the other things,
that tear this person,

tear at my soul like nails on a chalk board.

lost.

without hope.

without value.

alone.

desolate in dry lands.

so empty i feel hollowed out.

so lost i feel gone.

so sad I feel nothing,

quite at all,

but the guilt,

because i needed the thrill.

I am no one,

I am useless, soulless, spiritless.

nothing.
Who Am 1.

I am nothing
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Desperate Plea Of Vengeance

Alas,

I am adrift on the sea,

Adrift,

Far from you,

Far from............. untamed desires,

The lion within,
Gone in agony,

ng.

Oh how I beg you,

But alas,

You hear me not,

Your spear of anger,

Has driven me through,

To a place unreachable.

I won't show you....

The spite hidden in my beating pulse.

Desperation,

Alas on this sea of dread...agony...loss,
Pulling,

Straining for a glimps of you,

I see you not,

Through and through....

I see you not....
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Different Perspective (By Your Side-Tenth Avenue
North)

Why am I striving,

these days,

why am I still trying,

to earn grace,

why am I crying,

have I lost that much faith?
I should just turn away....
Why am I looking,

for love,

why am I still searching,

as if he's not enough,

where will i go now,

I don't know where I'll go,
maybe I will just run....

will you be by my side,
whenever I call?

in the dead of night,
whenever I fall?

maybe I should just fight,
these hands that are holding me,
his hands are holding me...
When i see those hands,

at his side,

they swallowed the grave,
for my rights,

when he drank the worlds sin,
so he could carry me in and,
and give me life,

why would you give me life?
will you be by my side,
whenever I call?

in the dead of night,
whenever I fall?

maybe i should just fight,
these hands that are holding me...
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Disgrace

I..will not fall,

I.. will not break,

I am a rock,

in this soft place,

i am cold like them,
try to say otherwise,
try to say otherwise,
I.. will not fall,

I... will not break,

m soul to take,

I am stone cold hard,
in this soft warm place,
You're the disgrace.
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Distance

Distance builds up,

But distance between what?
Between you,

Between me,

Because of the people

we used to be.
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Domino Effect

Loss of breath,

shaking violently,

like a drug addict,

like someone that can't get free.

You can see it in their eyes,
the want,

the pain,

it's all overcoming,
finishing why they came.

but looking at them,
looking at the people,
it breaks me down,
within this steeple.

Within me,

there's a broken person too,
but it doesn't look so broken,
it looks more like you.

just one more breath,
just one less tear,
perhaps life,

isn't quite so near.

Perhaps the future,

really doesn't matter,

at all,

perhaps I'm the domino effect,
if I do,

we all fall.
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Done With You.

There is no other way to do this anymore,
I am gone now i am leaving i am out the door,

if you,

cant stand by me,

if you,

thought you could,

well now,

i know you and you know me,
i guess you just cant anymore.

i guess not,

too darn bad,

i left yesterday,

and now ive met my godly friend,
its @ man jesus and he says,

'it's okay,

its okay'

ive been broken so long,

never thought i could be fixed,

i tried so hard to hold on,

to you,

but i am,

and ive found better place with god,
he's mine,

till the end.

ill fight for him,

he saved me,

he gave me new,
and thats something,
i never got from you,

i found him,

he found me,

his father,

is the king of all thats better,
then you,

by a long stretch,
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sorry but im so done with you.
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Don'T Read This.

Great, you're reading it...

i told you not to,

but what did you go and do,

you read it,

and now I'm just wasting your time,

there's another second you could have spent,
doing something worth doing.

You're the sneaky kind of person,

I can tell,

you know how?

because I do,

I'll never tell you though..

geeze stop trying to get me to tell you,
why are you on this website?

It's pointless isn't it?

Stop changing to subject,

you could be out with friends right now,
what did you say?

you don't have any friends?

That's like impossible...

Ah well,

if you stop reading now you might save some time,
on writing a poem yourself,

write a poem about the wind,

or....

the ocean,

or you friend you wish you had,

or the perfect guy/girl,

maybe i should take my own advice huh?

peace!
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Dreaming Of Things

I had this dream once,

it's hard to explain,

my heart was so strong,

but my body wasn't the same,
a volcano was flooding down,
but what could i do,

my throat was silent,

why couldn't i just warn them,
why couldn't i just run,

what was stopping me,

...... what was...stopping...me...
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Each Spent Moment

Sometimes i forget,

how precious life really is,
how each spent moment,
weather spent in glory,
or spent in loss,

is truly spent,

at a high cost,

each passing moment,
seems a bit shorter,

then the last.

each second,

adds up to a minute,
each minute,

adds up to years,

and all the years,

turn into self discovering,
discovering in God,
discovering in life.

Sometimes i forget,
how short life really is,
in the blink of an eye,

you can watch life pass you by.
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Empty Stage.

There's a blank stage where I'm standing,

there's no one else.............

and there's a thousand people screaming out my name,
in vein,

so shut-up all you people,

I'm not not a toy to play with,

so shut up all you people,

I'm right here,

will you stop screaming soon now?

Because.......... i'm standing on this empty stage..................

and the truth is it's getting to me,

The empty stage represents,

more then what your eyes can see,
and i've been here so many times,

i've stared directly into the lights,

of this empty stage........c.ccoviiinininnen.

So shut up all you people!

can you not see me right now, ?
I understand why you scream,
but i just don't know how,
because I'm here,

I'm waiting now,

in silent agony,

of your screaming voices,

this pitch black stage,

is truly haunting me.
istruly....coooovvviiinnn.

H

35 Cc o
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End Of The Show

When i.

when i try to breath,
i can't.

I can't even see,
'cause you're,

cause you're crowding me,
in every way,

every day,

i can hardly speak,
you make me feel,

I can't even think.

There's a,

there's a wall between us,
and it,

and it pushes you back,
cause i know i can't push you,
you're too strong like that.

And when you,

try to get in my way,

and when you,

interrupt what I say,

I hate it,

when you treat me this way!

for us,

it's end of the road,

I'm sorry but,

There's no where to go,

and for us,

it's the end of the show,

I'm sorry but,

we've played out every episode.

Sandra jacks

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

70



Exposure

I'm supposed to be the person,
who's giving and kind and sweet,
Not a selfish little girl,

who deserves to get beat,

but some things i just can't help,
and these things don't work out well,
There's a line that someone just shouldn't cross,
and damn he crossed it,

I'm not ever supposed to blow up,
maintain my composure at all times,
but this one just exploded me all on the inside,
and it hurts and it stings,

man i wanna kick his a-,

But that means I'm not a lady,

And i must always show some class,
I won't give away my composure,

to the anger in my being,

even if that means I'm locked up,
for me there is no freeing,

There's a person deep inside,

who right now wants to explode,

but i might as well implode....
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Face The Facts

It's time that I should,

face the facts,

define the white from the black,

instead having a blurry line,

in tackt,

what have I gotten myself into now,
sometimes i just forget who I am,

even if i know some guys is just a big scam,
pretending like i'm some stupid lamb,

but i read them like their books.

Some times i just want to compromise,
even though,

the guy is not my size,

like a shoe he just doesn't fit on right,
I should really know better by now.

I fight like crazy,

I'm difficult and though,

some times i just can't get enough,

but it's because i know he's just not right,
and not too bright,

I'm intimidating,

i know.
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Fact Or Face.

I feel sad,

i feel down,

i feel blue,

i feel Grey,

I feel ugly,

i feel crappy,
i feel bad,

i feel mad,

i feel stupid,

i feel dumb,

i feel inferior,
I feel nothing like myself,
because i am.

Beautiful,

lovely,

sweet,

heartfelt,
wonderful,
mysterious,
creative,

amazing,

funny,

fun,

interesting,

and love able.

Just goes to prove,
we should never go off what we feel,
for what is the fact,
is truly not fact,

at all.
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Fear

It is the distance between who you are,

and who you want to be,

what you expect,

and what you know will come to pass,

it is the severity and relapse of decisions leading to a place,
you do not want to go,

it is either the light or the darkness,

it can either lead you astray from your destiny,
or towards a greater future,

it can be representative of your lack of courage,
or the gain of a greater understanding,

it can be the shame of knowing the truth,

and doing nothing to stop it,

or the joy of knowing the lie,

understanding what is to come from such a lie,
it is the cause of a broken heart,

or the stepping stone towards mending one.
Fear.
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Flood In Me

flood in your love,

to the deepest place,

rush in the tides for your oceans embrace,
you are bigger then the skies,

you are deeper then the stars,

you are the only thing,

thats in my heart.

Flood in your love like the tides of the earth,

soak in our souls like the water soaks into the dry land,
soak in me,

come over everything that you see.

Let your rain fall down!

let your mercy roar,

i cant hear a sound!

because i have such peace,

the peace of a child of the king.
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Fools

I say it,

i say it,

i say it again,

i will not play around and be one of your friends,
i will not be a fool,

for fools are despised,

as a matter-of -fact,

i'd much rather be wise!
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For My Ears Only

I'm the person,

who lives for everyone,
I'll spend my days,
fighting your battles,
ignoring mine..

see my sealing used to be all white,

but now spots of black blot out my light,
that's life I guess,

see...

I've screwed up so many times,

I've not figured out where it all went wrong,
but maybe it's life that just carries us along.

I would spend my whole life helping others,
until my fingers bleed,

I do it for the kids,

the families is need,

the hopeless and despaired,

I give them a big smile,

but I'm still not all there,

my thoughts are still elsewhere,

but i have some big issues,

and i need help here,

but I'll ignore it for the time being,

until i get sick and die here.

until the blood and stuff running through my veins,
does give me a fatal scare,

I'll continue on with my addiction,

only took a dare,

to have this affliction,

but i'm still not all there,

dear God please help me with my addiction.
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From Mother To Daughter From Mother To Daughter.

Drink in some,

ice cold water little girl,

drink in some ice cold water,
some day you'll be big and strong,
but water will carry you all along.

Drink in some ice cold water little girl,
the day has been harsh to you,

the times are tough,

and getting rough,

but water will carry you though.

Drink in some ice cold water little girl,
although it's not getting easier,

refresh yourself,

from a nearby creek,

and maybe you'll see just what you need,
maybe water will show it to you.

Drink in some ice cold water little girl,
although you have grown much bigger,
you maybe be growing up strong and tall,
but water has carried you through.

Drink in some,

ice cold water little girl,

drink in some ice cold water,
some day you'll be big and strong,
but water will carry you all along.
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Get Behind Me Satan!

You can not have me,

You are not part of me,

you are forbidden to whisper in my ear,
your chain will not be set upon me,

your hurts,

will not be added unto me,

you hate me,

which is just how i like it,

because i am not yours,

i am his,

and he is the way,

the truth and the life,

and no one comes to the father,

except through him,

and he is not of you,

and you are not of him,

so i am not of you,

for i am his child,

and all greatness and glory,

and purity and honor go to him,

never you,

for you are,

the evil,

that whispers,

in the weak ones ears,

you are the compromises they make,

you say to them'just a little more,

just a little further'

until you get them just where you want them,
which is far from him,

and close to you with all the chains and baggage
that you have put onto them,

but i will try to save them with him,

and i pray he uses me to help,

i can no longer watch you whisper in their ears,
while they destroy themselves you monster,
you murderer,

get behind me Satan!
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God Song

And if you thought you were strong before,
you have no idea whats going on,

inside,

right now,

you will not break,

you will not break.

And if you think,

there's a chance for you to fall,
you may fall,

but i will catch you the way! !

because you you will not break,
this is what i say,

there's in you,

that i have given you today,
and i will help you understand,
every word,

your heart tells you to say.

It's a fact and you can't deny it,

you will not break down,

your the shield,

and the fire can try it,

but you will not move,

theres a power in you only i can see,

and there a deep truth you know i believe,
and theres a soul in there,

trying to break free,

IT CALLS TO ME! ']
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God's Breathe

Dangling on one second.
Wind flooding on my face,
I listen very closely,
Almost able,

to see God's face.

He speaks

'This is my breathe,

breath it in,

I love you,

you're beautiful,

I'm strong for you,

when you lose all strength,
this is my breath,

breathe it in....'

I listen,

glorified in his,
presence,
undeserving,

of his compliments,
He knows who I am,
Why I am,

As I am.
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God's Truth.

When the moon,
hits the stars,

so boldly,

like it does,
when the waves,
become tidal,
crashing down,

When you find yourself,
falling,

looking down,

to find no ground,
when you find yourself,
colliding,

with your soul.

and yourself,

you will find yourself,
no longer,

abiding,

by the rules such are these.

You will,

do as i say,

you will stay between the lines,
you will not stray,

you will be perfect,

you will be kind,

you will fallow my rules,

you will become one with the world,

you will become a woman,
no longer a little girl.

Tell me then,

rules i defy,

how can a child,

move mountains so high,
how can gods gift,

show you to fail,
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how can we be healed,
by the likes of a widow.

Can you not see,

what is in front,

of you,

are you so dead inside,
you do not know,

what you search for,

I know you're searching,
i can see it,

in your eyes,

Just look a little closer,
you will see it,

near by.
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HEART?

MyHeArT
is in your hand,

My entire....life....s pan.

It's not ALL there though,

that's an exception I made,

i don't quite know where,

the rest of my h E a R t has gone....to

If you find it...

tell it I'm sorry...maybe

Only a heartless person would say,
maybe.

Maybe this is a game of hide and seek,
I can be hopeful....... can i not?

I can go over...... all I've got.

Not much not,

not really at all,

but what I have is strong,

what i have is something more.

no matter how small,

no matter how inf decimal

No matter how precariously positioned,
or tied up,

tied down.

It's still strong,
and there.
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Half The Night.

Half the night,

i lie awake,

in silent agony,

The other half,

i waste asleep,

the dreamless sleep,
my mind is too buisy to,
sleep.

Half the night,

i lie awake,

my mind,

going a hundred miles an hour,
that's too fast,

for a normal mind,

the pain of a,

sleepless mind,

is nearly,

unbearable.

The other half,

I waste asleep,
Sleep is a waste,

of my valuable time,
it tortures me so,

it,

ToRtUTrEs,

me so.
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He Is In Me.

He smiled at me,

i didn't smile back,
sighing gently,

he asked me 'why'.

Curiously enough,
i.....didn't cry,

must not have heard him,
didn't see his smile,

must not have listened,
after all,

his words fell on deaf ears,
only deaf to his voice.

Looking at me while people crowded my path,
he tried to step closer,
all i did was step back.

He screamed over the crowd,

so they pushed me deeper,
into...wherever they were pushing me,
and i,

couldn't help but hear him,

he was too far to see,

so i spoke his name,

and he set me free.

No more crowds,

people lost their strength,
what was in me once,
fell....i m p,

and i gained something new.

(Greater is he that is in me,
then he that is in the world.)
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Heart, Of, Mine.

There is a truth,
I search for,

a truth,

I do seek,

I wish,

very much,

to find it.

Why do i,
see,

so much,
in someone,
i do not,
know,
why is it,
SO,

unfair,
how i can,
see you.

I,

wish so much,
to touch,

you,

to know you,
who you,

are.

There is,

an,
incompleteness,
within,

this,

heart,

of mine.

Sandra jacks

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

88



Hello Family.1

Hello,

family,

how are you?

my precious ones,
i see you,

you're growing up,
i feel you,

your gentle touch,
and i know,

you will be..

okay,

i know it i do.....

Hello,

family,

how are you,

today?

I heard about about the problems,
i know it will be okay,
because i trust in someone,
much greater then you or I,
and i must say I'm convinced,
you'll be safe,

so please don't cry....

Hello family,

I know it's hard,

what's going on,

it hurts my heart so much,
but I know,

that it will not go