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​THE KILLERS THAT YOU LOVED FOR ME

​god, i hated you for this, like angels running away
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(~4,000-word poem — Part I)

I.

The killers that you loved for me

were already waiting in the doorway,

half-dressed in sorrow,

half-lit by the trembling lamps of a life

that we never learned to hold.

Their shadows flooded the floor,

spilled like ink from a wound in the earth,

and you—God, you—

you told me they were saints in another language,

saviors in another story,

the kind of men who bleed for the sky

and call it devotion.

I never believed you.

I couldn’t.

Because every time you looked at them

your eyes burned with that terrible,

holy,

heartless kind of wanting

that ruins the quiet minds of weaker souls.

And I was weak.

I was weaker than you ever knew.

II.

God, I hated you for this.

For the way you made them beautiful.

For the way you dressed their violence

in forgiveness

like a mother tucking in a feverish child

pretending the shivers were a blessing.

You called their footsteps music,

you called their knives instruments,

you called their rage a hymn

that only you were pure enough to hear.

And yet,

when the air split with thunder

and the roof shook itself awake,

you hid your face in my chest

as if I could stop them,

as if my body—already breaking—

could be the wall

between your heart

and the ruin you invited in.

III.

The angels ran away the night it happened.

They didn’t fly, they fled—

wing-tips dragging,

halos dimmed like dying candles.

They muttered that the world

had snapped its own spine,

that love had grown teeth

and forgot the taste of mercy.

But you didn’t chase them.

You didn’t call out.

You only watched them vanish

as if their departure

were merely another scene

in the long, delirious play

you kept writing inside your bones.

I think that was the moment

I realized you worshipped endings.

You adored collapse.

You cradled devastation like a child

and kissed its forehead.

I hated you for that too.

IV.

Still—

I followed you.

I followed you into the hall

where the killers waited,
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