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“I would define ... the poetry of words as

The Rhythmical Creation of Beauty.”

Edgar Allan Poe
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​Dedications


I would like to dedicate this anthology to my parents, for all the hard work they put in, in raising me to be the strong, creative, unafraid of what’s “required” person that I am. The long hours of open communication. Listening, showing me care, love and affection. For putting up with my messes and showing me grace when I needed it. For providing me a roof over my head whilst I worked on my craft, my career. Thank you, for being the parents that you are, and thank you for raising me the way that you did. I love you, with every part of my being.
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​Introduction


I write poetry for myself mostly, it’s cathartic. Letting out the emotions, thoughts, problems, and artistically/rhythmically working my way through them. I’ve never been the type of person who’s very good at talking, despite being very big on communication. The filter between my mind and my mouth just doesn’t work properly. However, when I write, when I pick up a pen or grab a keyboard, everything just flows out of me. There’s no pressure, there’s no time that I need to be forced to express myself in, it just flows. Another point that I feel is important to make is the fact that, despite all the goals I may have in life, despite my bucket list achievements, despite all of that, my number one goal and purpose in life is, and has always been since I was a child, I felt, to be to leave behind a legacy; a legacy of prolificacy, a legacy of impact, a legacy that caused change or forward movement in this world. And so with all that, I would like to introduce you to My Head Space. Where everything is raw, where everything is unfiltered and unchained by society's ideas that one must hold things back or keep things to themselves. Be reserved, they say. I refuse. My experiences may help another being feel less alone and understood, so express myself, express my core, I will.
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​How Often?
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Written when I was 14

How often have we built each other up

as shelters against the cold?

How often have we tried to remember our good friends

because no one else would listen?

How often have we reminisced on the good times

because one of them was missing?

The one who passed away,

the one who sheltered you from the rain.

The one you wish was holding you near,

so you could tell them you wished they hadn’t disappeared.

So many last words I longed to share,

but now only silence, only tears and pain.

The torment deepens as the days go by;

I can't wait to see you again at last.
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​A Fragment of Myself
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January, 2023

The world expects positivity,

so I hide my breaking soul,

too afraid to let them in.

The last one I trusted

left nothing but scars.

So I bury the pain,

I bury the past,

as if my mind could ever forget

the way she used to raise her hand.

The yelling, the cursing,

the way she’d tear me open,

leave me shattered,

crying alone.

I walked on eggshells,

wishing I had stayed silent,

feeling unwanted, unheard.

Now I wear the weight of a burden,

too afraid to share,

too afraid to trust,

too afraid to ask for help.
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​I Speak Through Paper
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September, 2024

I’ve never been much good at verbal communication,

the words I speak don’t match the ones I feel.

They slip and stumble in their hesitation,

while written words emerge, precise and real.

It’s easier to filter and process the meaning,

untangling the definitions of what I’m thinking or feeling.

Each word, each sentence, becomes quite revealing,

the ability to edit makes the pill more appealing.

Opening my mouth, the meaning is harder to swallow,

my words stumble, flutter, stutter, not quite well put,

not quite expressing; it sounds rather hollow,

my heart can’t help but feel somewhat distraught.

My tongue betrays what my mind knows so well,

my thoughts race far beyond what I can say.

They stumble out, too awkward to compel,

their meaning lost or left along the way.

I can’t get my words out; it never flows as sweet.

It’s frustrating in a world that requires speech,

for my thinking is slower, and my mouth not as neat,

as when I put pen to paper, it’s far more concrete.

There’s beauty in the silence of a page,

where thoughts can form before they turn to sound.

In writing, there’s no struggle, fear, or rage,

just steady words where my true voice is found.
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