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Prologue
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These poems came from a place of honesty.

They’re pieces of me, written in moments when I was trying to understand love, loss, and the parts of myself I kept giving away. I’ve learned that being seen and being looked at aren’t the same thing. That love shouldn’t make you smaller. And that even when it hurts, choosing to stay soft is its own kind of strength.

If you’ve ever felt invisible, too much, or not enough, I hope these words remind you that you’re not alone. Healing doesn’t happen all at once, but it does come quietly, in the little ways you start to see yourself again.
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There will come a morning

Where the sting of their name

Dissolves like sugar on your tongue.
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A Wooden Metaphor

The phantom mug shelf, lingering in his basement like a ghost of intentions. 

Each unattached plank speaks of promises murmured but never kept, echoing in the space where our future should have been.

It stands as a testament to a love story left unwritten, a silent monument to the chapters we never got to live.

It is a constant, wooden metaphor for a relationship, much like the shelf, never found its final form.

Salt & Fabric Softener

We got in the same bed

But it felt like separate houses.

You turned over, exhaled,

Already done with the argument,

Like sleep was a door you slammed

While I was still on the porch.

I cried into the pillow

So you wouldn’t feel bothered.

I tasted salt and fabric softener,

Kept wiping my face

Like that would wipe the night clean.

I stared at the ceiling

Until the dark felt embarrassed for me,

Biting back every sound

So you could sleep through the damage you created.

Starving for Praise

You finally fed me a compliment,

Served it cold across the table,

Said I looked “so good lately,”

Like I was easier to swallow this way.

Your smile tasted like portion control,

Sweet only because it was small,

As if being less of a meal

Made me easier for you to keep down.

And suddenly I questioned

Why it didn’t feel like praise.

I thought I wanted your approval,

But all I heard was

You look better when there’s less of you.

A Portrait of What Haunts Me

Questions carve themselves into my skull.

The mirror watches me like a witness, silent and cruel,

And I ask it who stands there now.

Is she real or only a corpse of the girl you once claimed to love?

Did I rot into someone unrecognizable

Or did you tear pieces away until nothing familiar remained?

Her eyes are a graveyard. I see pity and ruin reflecting inside.

So, I strip every mirror from the walls,
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