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Because humor — no matter how dark —
lets you hold on a little longer.


So dear Insomnia, if you're showing up uninvited,
at least be cuddly.










WE SHOULD TALK


Dear Insomnia,


We should talk.


Not because I’m emotional.


Not because I’m unraveling.


And not because I need advice.


We should talk because this has been going on
for a long time,
and pretending it’s fine
is no longer an option.


You keep showing up
like this arrangement is mutual.
Like I agreed to this.
Like losing sleep is a reasonable price
for whatever it is you think you’re offering.


It isn’t.


You take nights
and leave days harder.
You interrupt rest
and call it depth.
You linger,
and then act surprised
when everything else starts to fray.
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This isn’t dramatic.
This is logistical.


I’m tired in ways
that don’t show up well in metaphors.
And I’m done pretending
that endurance equals consent.


So yes —
we should talk.


Because something here
isn’t working anymore.


And this conversation
is overdue.










I HATE YOUR PRESENTS


Dear Insomnia


Have you noticed?
Your gifts are never wrapped —
just scattered across my days.


Heavy eyelids ache with every blink —
eyeballs burning
as if dipped in bleach.
Feet glued to the ground,
double the gravity,
cement shoes for company.


The hours drag their feet.
Every step is exhaustion —
like wading through waist-deep, three-day-old, lumpy porridge.


Every day, life giving me the ick.
My clothes never feel right.
My bra pinches,
my panties creep up my butt,
and every shirt finds new ways to snag.


The air feels used.
Coffee tastes like ash —
and it either doesn’t work at all,
or works too well,
leaving my heart racing
and the muscle above my eye twitching
like a bad meme.
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You make me feel like a zombie —
futilely searching for my higher brain functions.
And a vampire too —
who the heck made the sun so bright,
and random people so cheery?


My first instinct is to slap them into submission with a pillow.
Some days —
a pillow filled with bricks.


I would love to say take your gifts and yourself
and stick them where the sun doesn’t shine.


But joke’s on me —
you’re already there.




OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
and the Sane

Good thing I'm neither

(e ey
Sleep is for the Weak






OEBPS/images/8_1.jpg





OEBPS/images/12_1.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




		Dedication



		Table of Contents



		We Should Talk



		I Hate Your Presents



		We Need To Stop Meeting Like This



		I Think We Should Break Up



		Fine - You  Win  Again



		I Can Hear My Body Crying



		Your Silence Is Too Loud



		This Is Getting Ridiculous



		Up Yours



		I Brought You Flowers



		I Still Hate You



		Look What You Have Done



		I Want To Speak To Your Manager



		Copyright









Page List





		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		1



		2











