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My father always told me that I had a gift.


“The way you make words dance at your will, the way you let your soul bleed onto paper sets your feelings free. You may not understand it yet, however, when your chest cannot handle the pressure of pain, you take up your pen and you write to forget.”


And his words never made more sense than now.




This book is dedicated to those who made my heart sing, my body bleed, my soul cry and my body ache. I hope that you find solace in my words, that some of them will make your soul at ease and that you too will find happiness.




To all those who loved me, broke me and healed me, thank you




BRITTLE


You called the words you


spoke for nourishment


Yet within those same words


you hid poison


A poison


That would slowly drain the


life the runs these veins


A poison


That caused me to wither,


slowly, painfully and all on


my one.


I craved you


As a rainforest longs for rain


after a drought


As a blind man longs for sight


As a sailor longs for shore


I craved you like a forest


craves life.


You admired my strength


The way I stood my ground


How I could stand so tall even


in the strongest wind.


Yet


You still tried to make me


bend to your will


I breathe slowly


As not to disturb those


innocent souls that hides


beneath my wings


I give shelter from


The harsh winds


The heavy rain


The burning sun
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