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​THE AVERAGE DEAD COME HOME
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the average dead

do not arrive with trumpets

or wings

or holy fire spilling from the clouds

they come quietly

through supermarket aisles

through factory smoke

through hospital corridors

through rainwater running black beside curbs

they return

inside the exhausted faces

of ordinary people still surviving

cashiers with swollen feet

night-shift workers swallowing caffeine like medicine

single mothers counting coins beneath flickering kitchen lights

old men feeding pigeons beside bus stations

teenagers staring blankly through classroom windows

nurses dragging themselves home before sunrise

construction workers coughing dust into paper towels

the average dead

have always been everywhere

stacked beneath history

like bricks beneath palaces

but the heartless fools

never noticed

the heartless fools

laughed from heated rooms

with polished watches flashing beneath chandeliers

they laughed at hunger

called it laziness

laughed at sickness

called it weakness

laughed at eviction notices

called it market correction

their mouths moved smoothly

through rehearsed lies

everything is necessary

everything is efficient

everything is profitable

they spoke like machines

built from cold metal and empty stomachs

they drank expensive wine

while strangers froze beneath bridges

they stepped over sleeping bodies

without interrupting conversation

they signed papers

that erased neighborhoods

signed papers

that poisoned rivers

signed papers

that traded human beings

for percentages

and every signature

became another ghost

the average dead

watched silently

from ambulance lights

from unpaid bills

from dark apartments smelling of mold and exhaustion

they watched children learning hunger too early

watched mothers skipping meals

watched fathers work themselves into heart attacks

watched lonely people disappear quietly

inside systems designed to ignore them

the heartless fools

never thought consequences

could wear ordinary faces

they imagined revenge

as something dramatic

fire from heaven

armies crossing borders

the dead clawing upward through cemetery dirt

but consequences arrive slowly

like rust beneath paint

like water beneath foundations

like cracks spreading quietly

through the glass towers of cruel men

because every ignored cry

writes itself somewhere

every stolen wage

every abandoned family

every life reduced to a statistic

presses its weight against the world

and the world remembers

not loudly at first

just small things

workers stop smiling

crowds gather longer in the streets

people stop believing official voices

sirens begin sounding constant

like mechanical birds screaming through midnight

the heartless fools

lock their doors earlier

they hire guards

they install cameras

they build fences higher

but fear still climbs through windows

fear sits beside them at dinner tables

fear watches them count money

with trembling hands

outside

the city swells with exhausted anger

thousands walking together

through rain and smoke

faces worn thin by survival

yet burning alive

the average dead

move among them all

inside photographs carried above crowds

inside names painted onto cardboard signs

inside memories too heavy to bury anymore

the dead factory worker

returns through the strike

the forgotten child

returns through shattered silence

the exhausted nurse

returns through refusal

the homeless veteran

returns through public rage

the average dead

become impossible to ignore

and suddenly

the heartless fools begin hearing footsteps everywhere

in marble hallways

behind elevator doors

inside empty boardrooms

they stare into mirrors

and finally see them

the faces they ignored

the woman crying quietly at eviction court

the man collapsing from heatstroke on scaffolding

the child eating school lunch

like it might be the last meal available

the addict abandoned by every institution

that once promised help

all of them standing silently

inside polished reflections

the cruelest punishment

is recognition

not violence

not ruin

recognition

the moment the heartless fools

finally understand

their comfort was built

from ordinary suffering

that every luxury they praised

was paid for

with invisible lives

they begin speaking softer then

their confidence rots

their laughter sounds brittle

like glass ready to shatter

they hold banquets

where nobody finishes eating

they raise glasses

with shaking hands

outside

sirens continue screaming

outside

crowds continue growing

outside

history sharpens its teeth

because ordinary people

were never weak

that was the greatest mistake

ordinary people carry the world

they clean blood from hospital floors

they stock shelves before dawn

they bury parents

raise children

repair roads

drive buses

harvest food

keep entire civilizations alive

through sheer exhausted endurance

they are the hidden machinery

beneath every empire

and once broken long enough

they stop holding everything together

then the cracks widen

then the towers shake

then the illusion collapses

the heartless fools watch markets crash

like collapsing ceilings

watch neighborhoods erupt in fury

watch trust vanish completely

and suddenly

their money means nothing

because wealth cannot purchase mercy

from people you treated as disposable

numbers cannot stop grief

contracts cannot silence memory

armed guards cannot hold back consequence forever

the average dead keep returning

through stories

through songs

through marches echoing beneath skyscrapers

through children learning exactly who abandoned them

through workers finally refusing to kneel

through survivors carrying unbearable memory

like burning coals inside their ribs

and the world itself

begins turning against the fools

streets remember

factories remember

hospitals remember

rivers remember

graves remember

every place touched by cruelty

stores its own testimony

the heartless fools stand isolated now

inside penthouses that feel colder than tombs

their titles useless

their speeches hollow

their expensive clothes hanging from frightened bodies

they spent entire lifetimes believing

ordinary people would stay silent forever

but silence has weight

and eventually

that weight becomes collapse

the average dead rise higher and higher

not as zombies

not as myths

but as memory

as consequence

as the unbearable truth

that every ignored human life

eventually returns home

every cruelty circles back

every stolen breath

every unpaid hour

every hungry child

every abandoned soul

returns eventually

to the hands that created them

and the heartless fools

finally understand too late

that the average dead

were never powerless

only patient.
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​THE CUBE AND THE LIFE THAT LEFT HIM
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he was a cube

not metaphorically

not kindly

not as a lesson in geometry

but truly

a cube placed into a world

that preferred softer shapes

edges too honest

corners too absolute

surfaces refusing apology

he learned early

that the world rolls

and he does not

so he stayed where he was placed

on cold floors of unnamed rooms

beneath ceilings that never spoke back

his life began leaving him

the way light leaves a room at dusk

not all at once

not dramatically
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