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    To the ones struggling in silence,

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The world is indeed full of peril, and in it there are many dark places."

— J.R.R. Tolkien, The Fellowship of the Ring
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​Chapter 1: Things They Told Me to Forget


[image: ]




Leave It

Leave it, they say,

Pack it; put it away,

Forget about it till another day.

The same species, they say-yet not the same in every way.

Jokes, laughs.

Not a laugh with me?

Not a pleasant, respectful word with me.

I must leave it.

––––––––
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Leave it, they say?

Pack it; put it away?

Forget about it till another day?

Why must I cast my own thoughts, my own attitudes,

My own feelings away for the sake of not adding fuel to the fire

And begin a ruthless war with another being?

Bombarded with authority, imprisoned by silence and peace.

I must leave it.

––––––––
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Leave it, they say!

Pack it; put it away!

Forget about it till another day!

No. No?

No.

You can stop writing but the sentence is not done,

It will carry on.

To finish the sentence is the great fear of Man.

Leave it to Man to deal with the answer,

May they question.

The Fire I Swallowed

I didn’t throw it-

the plate,

the name,

the last word.

––––––––
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I kept it inside,

let the fire lick the walls of my ribs

until my chest became a furnace

and no one noticed the smoke.

––––––––
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Anger, they say,

is loud.

But mine learned silence young.

It learned to smile with clenched teeth,

to say “it’s fine”

when it wasn’t even close.

––––––––

[image: ]


Now it lives in me

as if a second heartbeat-

hot, twitching,

waiting.

––––––––
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Some days, I almost speak it.

Other days, I write it down
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