
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I’ve never written with the promise of profit in mind.

Sure — like any working writer, I wouldn’t complain if the numbers ever broke in my favor. But that was never the North Star guiding my pen.

I grew up reading the dead poets, the ones who poured their whole hearts into pages they never lived to see celebrated. They taught me something simple and stubborn: real writing isn’t about trending; it’s about touching.

If anything I write reaches someone long after I’m gone — if a stranger picks up a line of mine and feels a spark of recognition, a moment of comfort, or the courage to keep going — then I did exactly what I came here to do.

My work isn’t measured in sales.

It’s measured in echoes.

And if my words echo in even one person’s life, then the mission is already complete.

.........

Sometimes I don’t know how to feel 

the ache of surviving lives heavy in my bones.

Thought I’d already died a thousand times

before I could even hit 25,

but here I am, breathing.

There’s a whisper under neon lights:

Stay up. Keep going.

So I chase the night with a glass pipe and a bottle,

trying to bury a pain that shadows me at every turn.

And when I’m high, the world warps,

but the bottom still whispers you’re so alone, you’re so tired.

I’ve never felt so low as I do 

when the high wears thin

and the silence answers back.

At 303 a.m the devil gets loud 

wishes spill out of my chest,

dark prayers for ease, for release,

for anything to drown this pulse racing in my throat.

But survival is a crooked kind of grace 

not a promise of peace,

just the stubborn hum of life

refusing to quit me.

So I fight.

In the dark, in the haze,

I fight.

Because tomorrow 

tomorrow might be quiet, might be sharp,

might be something different.

And I’ll still be here.

––––––––
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I’m still breathing—

but barely.

These emotions stay locked on a high, dusty shelf

while I reach for an empty bottle,

an empty vial,

anything that can hold the parts of me I can’t.

I hear the knocking—

but no one hears the screaming behind my teeth.

I see the eyes of disappointment staring back,

my own reflection the only witness

to the pain I never speak.

I tell my shadow it’s stronger than it knows,

but it just lies there—silent,

like it’s waiting for me to fade first.

So yeah... I’m still breathing,

but barely,

held up by a thread knotted around my neck—

the only thing keeping me from falling.

And so I build these walls,

brick by empty brick,

so no one can see

how hollow I’ve become.

But even now,

there’s a sliver of hope—

small enough to fit in my palms,

fragile enough to break if I breathe too hard.

Yet it’s the only thing I trust

to stitch me back together,

the only light I haven’t let die.

So I hold it carefully,

quietly,

knowing that even the faintest glow

can pull a man out of the dark.

“At My Limit”

I dreamt of my baby last night—

small arms, warm breath,

a memory so real it broke me clean open.

I held him for the first time in years,

and when morning came

I woke up drowning in tears

wishing sleep would stay away forever

so I wouldn’t lose him twice.

My emotions ache in places

I don’t have names for anymore.

It’s not anger—

just a slow, heavy sorrow

that settles deeper each day.

I sit alone because the silence

is the only thing that doesn’t lie to me.

Company feels like noise.

People feel like risk.

And somewhere along the line

I started believing

I’m not someone worth loving.

I keep running,

but now I don’t even know

what direction hurts the least.

Every road feels the same—

empty, echoing,

lined with memories I never asked for.

Good love, bad love—

it all ends the same,

leaving fingerprints that never fade

and a heart that learns to flinch

even at kindness.

But here I am, still breathing,

still fighting even when I swear I’m done,

holding on to that fragile thread of hope

that maybe—just maybe—

the story isn’t finished yet.

At My Limit”

(extended)

I never had the chance

to grow up wrapped in the warmth of parents—

no gentle guidance,

no steady hands,

just silence and survival.

So I swore I’d be everything

I never received.

I gave my all,

and then somehow gave more,

trying to become the father

I wish I’d had.

Trying to hold them the way

no one ever held me.

And now I sit here questioning

the one thing I thought I knew:

How do you break a cycle

you were forced to live inside?

How do you rewrite a legacy

that was handed to you in pain?

People see parts of me—

pieces I allow,

shadows I let slip—

but no one knows the real me.

Some days I’m not sure I know him either.

I am a stranger wearing my own skin,

trying to rebuild a person

that was never fully taught how to exist.

Still... even in that confusion,

even in that ache,

there’s a heartbeat refusing to quit.

A faint pulse of hope

that whispers maybe,

just maybe,

I can be the one who changes everything. 

Wondering why I cant sleep at night as im slowly drifting away

Wondering why my day is filled with so much pain as im standing in the rain

Stuck lost alone in my head

As I'm daydreaming of my bed.

Maybe im just slipping away as im dreaming of a better place.

Tears fall from my eyes and I never know why

Maybe its just the rain coming down on my face

What a shame for me as I stick around this place.

**Wondering why I can’t sleep at night

as I’m slowly drifting away.

Wondering why my days are heavy,

stacked with pain as I stand in the rain.

Stuck, lost, alone in my head,

daydreaming of a bed that feels a world away.

Maybe I’m just slipping,

dreaming of a better place.

Tears fall from my eyes—

I never know why.

Maybe it’s just the rain

rolling down my face.

What a shame,

to linger here in this empty space.**

**Wondering why the nights refuse to hold me,

why sleep slips through my fingers

like a ghost that knows my name.

I drift—not floating, not falling—

just fading at the edges

as the world keeps humming without me.

My days feel carved from stone,

every moment a quiet bruise.

Rain hits my skin like old memories,

cold, relentless, familiar.

I stand in it anyway,

too tired to run, too proud to bow.

In my head, I wander corridors

where no one knows my footsteps.

I dream of a bed that doesn’t judge me,

a silence that doesn’t echo,

a place where my heart can unclench

and finally breathe.

Maybe I’m slipping—

not dying, just drifting out of alignment,

like a star that forgot how to shine.

Tears spill without permission;

I blame the rain, but the sky knows better.

And what a shame—

to haunt a world I’m still living in,

to linger in the doorway of my own life,

waiting for the part of me that left

to come back home.**

––––––––
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**Before the first dawn cracked the void,

before light learned the courage to shine,

there was a wanderer born from the hush

between two heartbeats of creation.

No name.

No form.

Just a flicker of consciousness

rippling through the dark

like a forgotten prayer.

The old ones say the void loved him—

not as a mother loves a child,

but as a storm loves the silence

before it breaks.

He drifted through starless realms,

a shadow wearing the memory of light,

listening to the hum of unfinished worlds.

Where he stepped, the darkness stirred,

not in fear—

but in recognition.

Mortals crossed his path sometimes,

lost souls wandering too close

to the edge of themselves.

To them he appeared as a silhouette,

a quiet presence beside their grief,

a reminder that even sorrow

has ancient roots.

They called him myth,

called him omen,

called him the one who remembers

what the universe tries to forget.

But the truth is softer:

He was the echo of the first silence,

still searching for the rest of the song.

They say he walks with those

who sink too deep into their own night,

not to pull them out,

not to drag them under—

but to show them

the darkness is not an enemy,

only an old place in the soul

where the light once dared to rest.**:

**There is a silence older than creation,

a hush so vast it swallows constellations whole.

That’s where I drift now—

past the borders of sleep,

past the frayed edges of thought,

into a realm where even shadows forget their shapes.

The darkness here isn’t empty—

it’s crowded.

Ancient.

Heavy with the memory of things

that never had names

because naming them would give them life.

And even the universe wasn’t brave enough for that.

I move through this void like a rumor,

faint, unraveling,

a whisper carried across the dead air

between collapsing stars.

Nothing chases me—

nothing has to.

This place knows patience.

It knows I’ll come apart eventually.

Time doesn’t flow here;

it coils.

It wraps itself around my ribs

like a serpent of cold fire,

tightening each time I dare remember

who I thought I was.

Identity becomes theoretical,

a memo lost in the interstellar inbox

of some indifferent god.

Even my soul feels outsourced—

a subcontractor drifting off payroll,

no longer sure who signed the contract

or why it was written in the first place.

I reach for myself and touch nothing.

I call my own name

and hear the echo respond with a stranger’s voice.

Maybe it’s mine.

Maybe it’s not.

Down here, it doesn’t matter.

And the wildest thing?

A sliver of me feels aligned with this void—

like the universe finally unveiled the truth

behind all the noise and daylight:

I was born from darkness,

and darkness is only reclaiming

what it always owned.**.

**In the age before ages,

before gods learned the weight of their own names,

there was a wanderer born from the seam

where night split open to swallow the first dawn.

They called him The Drifter Between Stars,

the one who walked the unseen corridors
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