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Collected Scars

Alan D.D.

For the best friend that has ever been born.

This is for you, for me, for both of us, girl.

I forbid you to die, L.
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FOREWORD

It was just now that I decided to make this a “double” book. Both acts were written at the same time, with different ideas, yes, but with a same core: a heart full of scars and that always keeps healing itself the best way it can.

Only friends now about the stories that I’ve lived and only them have been there for me, that’s the way I decided it to be and how things turned out to work the best. It had its pros and cons, but turns out it has been the way that works the most whenever I need a helping hand.

I’m struggling to find something to say, as my mind has already closed this book a minutes ago when I found the right name, the one that suits it perfectly, and I guess that’s a sign I must follow.

People say it’s better to let your art speak for itself; after two notes, one per act, there’s hardly anything else I can say about this, except for hoping you like it, you get inspired, you enjoy it and, why not? Feel a little less of that negativity we all deal with from time to time.

Finally and most importantly, I can only hope my collected scars, those I love so much no matter how old or new they are, give you the hand to find your own voice in the middle of the confusing mess people insist in calling “time” and “love.”

They are pretty much the same for me, and that’s exactly why both acts are here, hand in hand, like good siblings. Now, what’s the reason for choosing which was the first act and the second? That’s for you to guess and think about. Wink.

October, 22, 2017.

6:26 PM

Maracaibo, Venezuela
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​Act 1:
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Dear, old scar

Desire Suffering,

Beauty Sinking.
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​It aches just like before
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JUST TO SEE A PICTURE was all it took,

Just a minute to break inside.

It was all it took, a little, quick look,

And all hell broke loose.

All this time I thought I was strong,

All this time I thought I was okay,

But seems I was wrong,

I’ve lived wrong all along.

How can it be that I still feel?

How can it be that I want it still?

How can it remain? How can it be?

Why does it hurt?

Why does it aches?

Could it be I’m still the same?

Could it be I’m still there?

Seven years have gone,

Yet it seems like yesterday.

I’m still longing for a chance,

I still want to hold this dream.

I still hide inside this I feel,

I still want it to be something real.

I’ve lived in denial all this time,

Lived a lie and didn’t want to know.

I’ve fooled myself, just to rhyme,

Lived a lie for a life all along.

How can it be that I still feel?

How can it be that I want it still?

How can it remain? How can it be?

Why does it hurt?

Why does it aches?

Could it be I’m still the same?

Could it be I’m still there?

Seven years have gone,

Yet it feels like yesterday.

I’ve tried to erase this from inside,

I swear I did my best to let it go,

But after all these years it’s still in there.

Thought it was already dead,

Thought the past was its tomb,

But seems its life I forgot.

I wish for it to be undone,

I wish to rip it from my heart,

I wish that I turn myself into stone.

I thought it was already long ago gone,

But it’s still in my heart and lungs,

Aching just like before.

How can it be that I still feel?

How can it be that I want it still?

How can it remain? How can it be?

Why does it hurt?

Why does it aches?

Could it be I’m still the same?

Could it be I’m still there?

Seven years have gone,

Yet it is my yesterday.
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​How to sink
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SEEMS THAT I’M STILL weak,

Seems that I haven’t seen,

Seems I like to suffer,

Seems I love to sink.

I’ve sang the same old song,

I’ve written the same old lines,

I’ve touched the bottom once again,

And I’m still saying I’m fine.

I’m waiting for your hand to come,

I long for your breath to come along,

I covet the look in your eyes.

In this cold, lonely place,

All I feel is rare and strange,

Empty and with a rotten core,

Everything, everywhere, all I feel,

Yet all I know is how to sink.

Sunlight has lost its charm,

Now beauty is dressed in loss.

The lands of Ra mean nothing,

Not at all when I’m alone.

I remember that worn out past,

When I could smile and I could laugh.

Now the my rest is filled with tears,

My yellow brick road to sleep.

I’m waiting for your hand to come,

I long for your breath to come along,

I covet the look in your eyes.

In this cold, lonely place,

All I feel is rare and strange,

Empty and with a rotten core,

Everything, everywhere, all I feel,

Yet all I know is how to sink.
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​Falling in my head
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I’D JUST KEEP KNEELING,

Maybe it is my fate,

I’d just keep sinking.

Maybe it is my end.

I’m just going to walk,
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