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Cover Art by Wesley Greenwood,

with great thanks for helping my vision come to life.
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For my son, Wesley,

who gives me a light

that never dims.
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“No coward soul is mine...”

—Emily Brontë
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A Note to Readers

This collection is an honest exploration of heavy emotions, growth, and resilience. Some pieces may evoke strong feelings as part of the journey. Please read at your own pace, and know it is always okay to pause, reflect, or seek support.
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Trigger Warning

Themes of trauma, grief, mental health struggles, addiction, poverty, domestic violence, and self-harm are embodied in this collection. Reader discretion is advised, particularly in the sections The Burn and The Ashes.
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Need Support?

If you feel triggered or in distress at any time or while reading, you can reach out to:


●  National Suicide Prevention Lifeline (US): 988

●  Crisis Text Line: Text HOME to 741741

●  SAMHSA Helpline (Substance Abuse & Mental Health): 1-800-662-HELP (4357)

●  For international resources:https://findahelpline.com/
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May you read with care, and find you are not alone in the darkness you may bear. I hope these words help lighten the load, and bestow hope upon hearts that ache.
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These poems are original works written solely by the author, without the use of AI-generated content.
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Prologue

Interior Designs
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I’m sorry for myself because

I am the Alice

who dove down the rabbit-hole.

It was no accident that I’ve been

running from all of my life’s troubles—

because this little girl

doesn’t belong in a world

painted in only black and white.
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Because

my passions are a rainbow,

a healing light—

strong enough to resurrect

every dead artist from their graves,

so they may bow before me,

crying with joy

at my bringing color

to a world once so dark.
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But when I make the move,

step toward growth, a change—

whether for myself,

or for the sake of the world,

they elect the fool

who couldn’t even keep

their dorm plant alive.

Because

I am the flower

blooming beneath the rubble

of a fallen temple,

thriving in a world of black.

This is all I’ve ever known, and

I’ve learned to photosynthesize in the dark,

but that doesn’t mean

I’m incapable of showing the world

this radiant light—

the beauty that comes from within,

because what they don’t know is—

I’m the flower that grows inside out.
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Because

I am all of nature’s wildfires—

too bright to befriend,

too dangerous to truly define

and when they come near,

I’m already burning down

every bridge they’ve ever built,

every home they’ve ever resided in.

Because one difference,

one small shift—

is that terrifying to the fragile soul.
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Because

I am the teardrops

of every broken heart,

becoming unwanted puddles

in the folds of handkerchiefs

tossed carelessly to the cold floor,

for I am just the aftermath

of a feeling so real,

no one dares to hold me again,

forgetting I was the only one

always there from the start.
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Because

I am the moonbow,

seemingly dimmed

by plasmatic implosions,

but look more closely,

and you’ll witness

my carousel of colors

dancing through the night,

like autumn leaves

descending from trees.
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Because

I am the statue of an angel—

no life of my own to live,

yet every life left to save,

emitting a warmth from within,

felt only by those who let me in,

and because of those who still pray for me—

I stay standing.
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I forgive myself because

now I’ve grown to realize—

I am the Alice

who crawled out of the rabbit-hole.

it was no accident that I’ve been

running toward all of the world’s troubles,

because this little girl

belongs in a world

she can still paint in color.
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Section 1

The Roots
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Withered
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Once upon a time,

there was a little flower in a glass vase—

not quite bloomed yet,

only a bud searching

for sunlight to open up for.
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When the sun beamed on it,

when the vase was filled with fresh water,

that little bud grew into itself.
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The clock ticked and tocked;

the petals unfolded around its core.

The little flower blossomed beautifully.
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Her colors were vivid, bright—

purely captivating.

She sang to the sun,

and the sun smiled back.
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Many eyes gazed over at her

as the clock continued to chime.

They admired her colors,

her inspirational growth.

The sun kept shining

as the clock ticked on,

but the water slowly turned grey.

She did not complain;

she simply hummed over time’s call.
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The water rescinded and turned brown.

Her petals began to shrink,

her colors faded.

The sun was suddenly too bright;

her hums became soft whimpers.
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She dropped her head from the light—

she could not bear its rays.

She peered down at the rotten water,

only drops compared to past tolls.
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The clock became a siren.

All her colors were now muted by it,

thus she began to weep.
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Her petals let go of her—

they could not hold on any longer.

She shriveled up as the siren blared;

the rancid water even ran from her.

The sun seemed to mock her

as it burned the glass around her.

The eyes that once adored—

now ignored.
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So that little flower was forgotten

and she withered away.

The clock that ticked,

now echoes:

“the end”.
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Pisces in the 4th

[image: ]




I miss the days

that will never return—

I hold so close with age,

but must not dwell upon,

for time is linear—

there is no rewind button,

no remote to pause.

The direction is forward motion,

yet still I glance back to remember:
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We danced even in the rain,

hands entwined without shame,

songs were the breath on our lips.

We lived in what could be

and what simply wouldn’t be,

with laughter rumbling our chests.

Always together as one—

no matter how hard the clouds cried.
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I followed you like life’s compass.

You gave my legs ground to run on—

so I sprinted in every game we played.

Fun was our shared name.

I knew I could count on you,

taller than I, to hold up the sky

whenever it came crashing down.

No foe was too mighty

because you were my unbreakable shield.
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Having a nest in a chest—

safe and secure through every snore.

You held my smallness sweetly,

swaying with each soft melody.

My head rested on shoulders that endured.

Your tickles became my love language—

wiggling laughter a regular rhythm.

I cheered for you as you saved the day,

shaping my path every step of the way.
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You were the embrace that always fixed—

a warmth that cauterized all wounds,

a light in the dark when monsters came,

and a teacher to all I know today.

You broadened my horizons,

solidified my passion and faith.

I still read books today in your name.

Home is always your heart,

not four walls that contain.
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Nostalgia is not naïveté.

I review the past

as blueprints for brighter days.

I listen to my memories like a song,

guiding me from where I mustn’t linger.
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Retrospection creates introspection,

restoring my identity in grace.

The direction is forward motion,

yet still I glance back to remember.
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The Beauty of Dreaming
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The aroma of love sings,

carried by a whispering breeze,

tickling her tiny nose.

She inhales with curiosity.

A gentle calm hugs her heart

as the scent of roses

kisses her skin sweetly.
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She pushes up on her toes,

her creamy dress swaying.

Her eyes squint through sunlight

that waltzes over the crowd

stopping to bow only to

the radiant couple

posed on the dais.
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Lace caresses the bride’s silhouette—

a masterpiece painting of grace,

as the hem of her dress glides

on the floor like each stroke

of the brush on a white canvas.

Her beaming smile—

the artistic inspiration.
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A steady force holds his bride’s hands

with a softness equal

to twinkling stars.

His eyes glow as bright

as the full moon

on the darkest night.

She is the center of his gravity,

the orbit he chooses

to forever embrace.
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The melody of romance rises

as the organ guides their harmony.

Little ears tune into each note,

marking to memory

the sound that both

soothes and uplifts—

the dream of unison is born.
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Her small smile shines

like the diamond ring,

marveling at the tenderness

displayed before her.

Her breath catches

in awe at the vows,

infinity sealed

by the touching of lips.
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Innocent eyes sparkle

like dew-drops after rain.

Love deemed sun-kissed imagination

even on the stormy days.
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Time stills

with the light from a lover’s gaze.

As the audience roars its cheers,

all sound is serenaded by lulling bells,

imbuing dreams of love

on the youthful horizon—

now a child’s wish

upon the first star every night.
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Attachment Story
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Confusion was my foundation,

my persona’s archetype.

Only inconsistency was predictable.

Shouting was both the climax and resolution—

the paradox that rewrote

each rupture of my faith in you.
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Time aged our skins,

but the theme never changed.

Your cover is now worn,

but the title remains bold.

Your flaws grow as the pages turn.

You’re flattened by your arrhythmia.
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Your hearing is selective,

while my voice is anything but.

I began this conversation as a mute,

encased by the emotions

I was never taught

to break free of.
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When my words snapped—

like pressure on a pencil tip,

you went deaf to the message.

What’s written is legible

only to the literate.
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So I adapted to read

between the lines—

the energy in a room,

better than any novel

I choose to read on repeat.

Since my heart thrives

within literature’s spines,

I’ve deemed this

the birth of my sensitivity,

yet also my creativity.
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My tolerance is choked

by your pain,

because mine exists

in part of your story.

Your arms were meant to hold me,

but arms at length

offer more safety.
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Still I long for a solid beat,

in a heart forever dear to me.

Acceptance is the purest form of love,

though reciprocity is most sustaining.

Because my empathy is not liminal,

I will write a plot with the end

in which I forgive you.
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Impasse
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You forever fail to see,

that to me, you will never be,

the man I look up to.
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You perpetually silence my cries.

You turn your head, and a part of me dies.

Deep contempt is my heart’s only glue.
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You hold your head far too high.

On the inside, defaulting to deny

the lethal wounds inflicted from what you do.
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You expect to rid yourself of pain—

by passing it to me to contain.

Pushing me to the side until again, I am due.
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You assume physical needs subtract the emotional,

forgetting fathers are meant to be devotional.

The devil wears a warmer heart than you.
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You pull me through hell as the years progress—

at an impasse, I remain in chronic distress.

History repeats itself as the written origin of my rue.
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Sonar
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Their voices start hushed,

but unrestrained and rushed.

My juvenile ears are a sonar

for words as weapons to mar.
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Raised voices skip the mending,

my heart aches with this chronic rending.

Fists accustomed to a clench.

Faces plastered with a lasting blench.
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Tongues drip with venomous frustration.

My body trembles in expectant trepidation.

Their bellows are a sine wave,

echoing in curses to my grave.
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I witness their bond as it unties,

greeting shadows to mute my cries.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Wheteylihe
RootsiBusnj
The:Retals
Gloyw;

AvPoetrydCollection
BydJennifeluynne





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





