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Dedication: The Voices Behind This Book

To the ones who whispered instead of shouted.

To those who sat in rooms full of people but felt invisible.

To the children who were told to be quiet,
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and chose not to look away.

To those who’ve cried into pillows,

into notebooks,
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To the lonely nights that held me,

the unanswered prayers,

the memories that clung like fog.

To anyone who ever asked, “Can you hear me?”

This book hears you.

This book is for you.
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We speak so much.

We scream to be heard,

we perform our pain,

we laugh louder than our grief.

But what of the soft things?

The tremble beneath the breath,

the confessions too fragile for sound,

the ache that only silence knows?

This book is not a scream.

It’s a whisper.

If you hear it 

you were meant to.

1. A Few Days After Valentine's

the date’s unknown

i just know

it’s been days

since love lingered in the air.

since hands were held tightly,

lips touched in promise,

and words were spoken

like vows wrapped in forever.

and here i am,

lying in bed,

my body still

but my mind pacing halls lined with

your memory.

thoughts of you

cling to the walls of my silence

thoughts i should’ve shared

when your eyes were open

and your heart was near.

i should’ve said something,

before quiet moments turned into a wall,

before silence settled in like dust

on untouched furniture.

i love you.

i don’t say it enough.

maybe i never did

but it’s always been you.

you live quietly in me:

in my chest,

in the corners of my mind,

in those breathless moments

just before i speak

where words curl back into themselves,

softly,

delicately,

and stay there.

2. Mocking Bird

a mocking bird perched

high in a willow tree

its dark eyes steady,

watching me

while i knelt in the cemetery.

not far from where i stood,

etched into a headstone:

"buy the ticket, take the ride"

by hunter s. thompson.

those words thudded through me

not a whisper,

but a strange kind of stillness

that made my spine curl.

then another quote hit,

blunt and sharp all at once:

"absolute truth is a very rare and dangerous commodity..."

i stepped forward,

feet slow

toward the base of that stone.

a cross made of maple

stood there

ordinary in shape,

but it sent a chill

that shouldn't have come.

something meant to comfort

suddenly unsettled me.

the mocking bird

gave a single wink

from its perch,

then spread its wings

and vanished,

leaving the wind to fill its space.

and i stood

quiet,

unmoving,

knowing:

this place was not mine yet.

but one day,

it might be.

and maybe then

it’ll feel like home.

3. Unholy Gospel

o come take a look, fellow brethren

the communities and townships have been anointed.

gang leaders, like apostles,

have been appointed.

so alcohol, drugs, and gangsterism

have been poured out like the holy spirit

yet this is unholy.

guns, drugs, and money

modern sacraments for the misguided.

and so, the innocent

will soon behold the ignorant.

a steep incline in the murder rate,

and the streets are mourning.

first babies,

now bodies.

we rip open the earth like a C-section,

unaware that the earth itself

has labor pains.

our system is a cage

a prophecy fulfilled.

we are in the end of days.

time and time again,

we sit by graves

hoping the soul will be saved.

but reality hits

an earthquake.

the earth mourns.

see the rain.

4. Quiet Dread

i’m afraid

i won’t see the one who sees me

when i take my last breath.

i’m afraid

i won’t see the one who rushes in,

the one who’ll be the first to weep.

i’m afraid

of the day i shall be no more

knowing i’ve been dying

since the day i was born.

i’m afraid

i’ll no longer hear

a sweet voice

carried in the silence between moments.

i’m afraid

time moves constantly

each second

slipping past like grains of sand

i can’t hold.

i’m afraid

of death.

yet in the same breath,

i hope

hope to be remembered,

hope to be cherished

when i no longer

breathe.

5. Puppet Strings

they say

the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.

maybe

that’s not what i wanted for me.

maybe

i wanted to roll freely

through meadows,

to rest in wildflowers

without being told

where i should land.

instead,

i’ve been cast in a role

important for the show.

a puppet

tugging on strings,

pulled into lines

i never wrote.

a sharp shear

is what i need

to cut the string,

to finally

be released.

so i can learn

what it feels like

to move

on my own.

so i can finally

be

me.

6. A Place to Return To

i'm leaving home

not because i’m unhappy,

but because

my heart

is no longer here.

i don’t want to reach

the end of my life
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