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One semester.

 That’s all it took.

 Enough to remind me—

 my heart,

 my goals,

 the fire I swore was gone.

I held it for a moment,

 close enough to feel its heat,

 only to watch it slip

 grain by grain,

 like sand I couldn’t keep.

Still,

 it wasn’t wasted.

 There were nights

 when the weight cracked me open,

 when tears found their way

 through the smallest breaks.

But here—

 no deadlines,

 no meetings,

 just me,

 and the flood of my thoughts

 spilling raw,

 bleeding slow.

For once,

 rejection doesn’t burn

 like tequila on a night out.

 It stings,

 but softer—

 like proof

 that maybe,

 just maybe,

 I can be free again.




Surrounded yet again,

The noise spills over, drowning me.

Stories of childhood and fresh beginnings

Weave through laughter, fleeting glances,

Head nods from faces whom I’ll never truly know.

I sit, one of four, typing away,

At the second wedding where I’m invited—

The first, rejected, this one, a given.

Homework piles in my mind’s corners,

A quiet weight beneath the chatter.

The bride, her smile radiant,

Will fade from my world,

A momentary star in my orbit.

I try not to hold on too tightly—

Mourning what once was,

A friendship, a person, a version of her

I’ll never meet again.

I love her still, I always will,

But she is his now, as he is hers,

Together, whole, unbroken.

She will never be alone again.

Lucky her.

I wonder how it feels—

For the noise to soften,

Not because you’re alone,

But because the world disappears

In the warmth of belonging.

Not an observer,

But the one caught

In the center of the moment.




Gaslit again,

For the sin of being born—

A woman,

Who dares to respect,

Who dreams of rights equal to a man’s

How could I possibly deserve it?

Not with

My body, my vagina,

My modesty, my hair,

The weight I carry,

The name I was given,

My race,

My face,

The words I speak,

Or the faith I hold.

Each, a weapon,

An excuse to deny what is mine.

Each, a reason to bury the truth.

For you, for them, for all of you—

These shadows come before the light,

Before my soul.




Mirrors are deceiving—

In one, I am me.

In the next, not.

Eyes that don’t belong to me,

A face unclean, worn rough,

Skin cracking,

A stance both firm and trembling.

My hair changes like the tide:

Curls, waves, then flat as a still puddle.

I hope to see myself smile,

But instead, I meet the weight of how I feel.

Skin that doesn’t seem real.
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