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We're All Mad Here : A Book of Poems
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Introduction

View In Flipbook Format: HERE 

Hi and thanks for your interest in my book! I wrote this to compact into words 

who I am; my anthem if you will. 

 

While reading this, I hope that instead of just reading the words I wrote, you 

manifest them into your situation. I don’t want you to feel how I feel. I want this 

feeling to convey meaning into your life and who you are as a person. With every 

word, there is a story, and let it be yours. Take my words and twist them like a 

juicy lemon into your lemonade. We’re all in this together, just not on the same 

level. We all suffer from our own demons but share similar attributes. So make 

this your story. 

 

I see it as we can find peace among each other when we read books that relate 

to everyone behind the subjects. I’m tired of writing my sad songs. But, writing 

is the easiest way for me to communicate. Words mean nothing if you can’t feel 

them tingling their way into your soul. 

 

Remember to be kind and spread the love that you once felt onto others who 

need it. Beauty shines in all of us, and its strictly how we speak to others and 

love one another. Enjoy!

 

To the one that wanted to fly, so you grew wings - this one's for you.
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Midnight Lights

Look up at the midnight sky
The sparkle of the lightning fly
Gaze into the wonder of the stars
Your heart will start to long for Mars

Trace the path of the glittering airplane lights
And then you’ll start to realize 
Home, has nothing to do with where you are
Your soul belongs in the galaxies so far

Until space tours exist, imagine finding love in an anonymous land. 

Where Home Isn’t
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