UNBROKEN

Gentle savage, wild heart, 

Untamed soul of immortal imagination.

Silent voice that screams the truth. 

Your eyes only see innocence.

Sheltered from what and ignorance. 

Darkness, love, protection, love, hate,

Love is all you give.

They tore you down, your beaten pride. 

Bruises cover your self-confidence.

You're different or uncivilized.

All alone, 

Yet you remain still standing. 

5/27/04

A SONG FOR JANE

Gowns and gloves, 

Boots and bows, 

Furry coats and muffs to match. 

Perfume, soap, and tea to drink.

Life ablaze, the perfect forever.

You've been reduced to rags.

Tattered dreads hang from your shall.

Hair a messy rage, your clothes are lined with dirt.

A dangerous home.

You couldn't be more happy.

5/30/04

ONLY HUMAN
I drown in your sunlight, a glowing passion.

Your eyes have swallowed me.

Fearless doesn't exist.

When I fall, I fall for you. 

My weaknesses start with your name. 

Forever I've seemed immortal, and now I'm dying within you. 

Everyone thinks of me solid. 

Stern force with no expression. 

Don't I feel?!!

Don't I think?!!

What makes them consider me compassionless?

I've tripped into me emotion.

I'm interlocked with you, you my life,

Whom without I would surely suffocate. 

I am not a god.

I am not perfect.

~ ~ ~ 

I love you. 

6/2/04

JUNGLE
Breathe the sky,

Hear the trees,

See the sounds, listen to the colors.

Slow down your life,

Take notice.

Does not just hold the living, 

But is alive.

6/3/04

I AM

I am emptiness.

I am happiness.

I am a savage.

I am tame.

I am a human.

I am a beast.

I am a threat. 

I am a hero.

I am hers. 

I am his foe.

I am scared.

I am strong. 

I am a legend.

I am a myth.

I am in love.

I am hatred.

I am broken.

I am proud. 

I am wild. 

I am calm.

I am an animal.

I am a man.

I am the jungle.

6/5/04

WHAT HE IS
His careless hair,

Untamed and tangled.

Dark eyes,

Intense and truthful.

He can see right through me.

The bright of his smile glows against the tan of his skin.

His expressions inspire me.

His body inspires me.

I melt into him. 

Strong hands embrace me.

His force is protection.

Lovers we are, 

Parents we will be. 

Seeds of are passion become part of this legend. 

Our legend,

For he is the heart of the jungle and the heart of my existence.

6/23/04

HOW IT HAS BECOME
His tortured green eyes,

Relived of salt tears.

Respected and noticed.  

No longer a stranger.

These creatures had come, 

Said he could not be ignored.

He looked just like them.

They collided into family.

A love and a mate,

A bond and belonging.

He sought to change, 

Though she adored the way he was.

"I'll never change the way I am.

 I am me,

 I am alive.

 I am Tarzan."

6/24/04

END

Authors Note: This poem is a little morbid and a little long. It also foreshadows a fanfic I plan on writing in the near future. It takes place a couple of years before Jane arrives to Africa. Despite everything Tarzan has struggled with he still cannot find acceptance within the ape family. So much so, Tarzan becomes extremely depressed, and turns to suicide as the only way out of his pain. This is my favorite poem out of all the ones I've written. (Will Tarzan Die?? You'll Have to wait and see. - I have to write the fic for that part.) Anyway, Enjoy!!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Tears of blood cover my hands.

The sweat of my brow stings my eyes.

I'm blinded by torture,

As pain nourishes my heart.

I'm beaten to the point of suffocation.

My body aches when I breathe.

Forever they have attacked me.

Over and over and over and over again.

Constantly screaming. 

Unnoticed, unwanted, unseen, unloved, unheard, untrusted,

Unacknowledged.

These cuts on my skin,

Flow out of my body.

The fluid runs down my limbs, 

As it crosses the blood on my hands.

I want to watch it, 

Slowly,

As it streaks across my wounded madness. 

Graffiti stains my subconscious sanity.

The dust of it covers the suicide of my happiness.

Choking on the crumpled lullabies of hollow friendship,

I'm torn from the echo of their unsympathetic pity.

Immobilized by their poison,

The needles pierce my insides and I writhe.

Pretending I'm not drowning in this numbness,

I erase my thoughts of escape.

Demons rape me.

The satanic whores of my darkness rip out what love I have left,

And replace it with their morbid gore. 

Their hallucinations linger. 

I'm headstrong with guilt.

The forsaking visions of my failures,

Haunting every second I live.

Consumed by self-loathing I become bored with horror.

No longer nauseated by this hell,

I only see the dimmer side of everything. 

Paranoia invades me.

I'm swallowed within it.

Tourniquets cut through my skin as the life dissolves away.

I am a runaway.

This rapid surge of power shocks my body.

Power to do what I want,

As what I want is the last thing I'll do. 

This breath I want it to slow.

This pulse I want it to stop.

This life I want it to end. 

6/30/04

