
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Dear Lover, I Still Chew On Your Heart Bits.



    
        
          Dear Lover, I Still Chew On Your Heart Bits

        

        
        
          Poeticmadd writes

        

        
          Published by Poeticmadd writes, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      DEAR LOVER, I STILL CHEW ON YOUR HEART BITS

    

    
      First edition. March 15, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Poeticmadd writes.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232851866

    

    
    
      Written by Poeticmadd writes.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my niece, 

Your coming in my life confronted the life I haven't lived. I saw you in ways I never saw myself.

      

    


From one messy soul to another,

With all my living I hope you are confronted to live. 

Taste my love for the ocean,

Taste my love for life regardless of my clenched fists.

“I am not madd I lived”

Because I am a coward some of these are lived experiences.

Some were, but only in my head.

But all is who I am.

After all, all that you’ve lost isn’t lost.

It made you who you end up becoming.

All the poetry I wrote and loved, in my living.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Where it all started.
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​The letter.

​dear 2022

You had everything I anticipated and even those I didn’t.You were good in a way because I didn’t find myself trying to find myself.Instead I found some pieces that I lost in the past years , combined those pieces in different shapes, sizes and lengths to form what I am at this hour.

All I wanted to get this year was a break, break from school and my mind. And I got that.

What amazes me is that even through that break I managed to achieve even if they’re small achievements.I’m grateful I joined that art group, was part of that festival(even though I quit), wrote and read some poetry, read novels, immersed myself in music, tried out new things like smoking weed, got drunk, met new people,  supported people who needed my support,made some money, bonded with family and last but not least I’m grateful that I was a teenager.

I don’t even want to dwell on the tears I’ve cried and the heat I had to face because that’s what the Earth offers yearly but on the times I jumped with ecstasy.The times my smile reached my eyes.Only the times when my heart felt no sorrow but joy when the only thing my veins were transporting was joy , peace & love.

I know this version of me I met this year was not the full version of what I’ll become but it was just a trailer of what to expect and I want to tell you that I am happy with what I saw off course I need to fix a thing or two.But I’m happy that in times of sacrifice my mental health wasn’t included in the list of sacrifices or rather it was but I stretched it out of that list.

I had some experiments , my sexuality , intelligence , patience , vulnerability being one in those experiments.

I’m sorry to those apparatus that I used and were hurt or damaged because of those experiments.

Please give 2023 the memo of the version I need to meet next.The version of me that will hug all those pieces I found , the version that will make home , keep me warm and the version that will believe in self more than it believes in others.

The version that’s confident , the version thats not clumsy or awkward in spaces where there’s human specie the version that’s confident in their skin , trust in their talents and exhausts those talents.You were shitty I won’t lie but not compared to my past years.Even though you were not full of opportunities I grabbed most of those that represented themselves.It was those ‘start now , where you are with what you have’ that got me in agencies.It was those “if you waiting to be ready then you’ll be waiting forever” that motivated me to do some of the things I did of which I’m really proud of.I’m happy that this year I was more of myself than I did in the past years.I was the colour of my hair , the clothes I dressed , the music I listened to the advices that I gave.I’ll forever live in my imaginations more than I do in reality but that doesn’t mean i don’t belong in this universe even though I wish I belonged somewhere in parallel universe if that even exists.Where my heart is full , mind peaceful and my body is loved.I’m thankful to Stephanie cause now I know I’ll never find the person that’s in my head , I’ll never be loved the way I wish I could be loved and that’s totally okay I’ll accept the love as long as it won’t drain me.I’m not full but I’m not empty too.I’m half filled ,with hope that the following year will fill me up.I’m thankful for all the experiences.
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​1.I wonder where my living go when I'm not inspired.
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I wonder where my thoughts go

when I'm not inspired.

I wonder if the body automatically 

flushes all my hard earned 

experiences away.

I say hard earned because every 

experience required me to open my 

heart.

I felt through every memory that 

seems to not exist in these days.

I look at my book and somehow the 

pen in my hand doesn't want to write 

words. 

Do I forget all the scriptures I've read, 

Beautifully written scriptures about 

love , hate and everything in 

between. 

Or am I perhaps angry at existence?

Angry at the fact that I'm still here 

even when I don't want to be.

That I'm forced to live through these 

tragedies of silences if not loudness.

How do I regain the passion that was 

once here not so long ago. 

How do I look at everything that's 

around me with excitement like it's 

my first day on Earth. 

I wonder where my feelings go on 

days I don't feel inspired at all. 

Or do I, like the crow advised 

Sit with these undefined emotions 

until I can define them.
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​2.Letter to my current.
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It seems the universe favours you as 

by the time it allowed our paths to 

overlap I was tirelessly working on 

my mental, on becoming my yet 

better self.

You couldn't have shared a laugh 

with my old self without my fractures 

hurting your delicate skin, I could've 

damaged you.

I hope you're patient enough with my 

process of becoming as I will be with 

yours. 

I hope you know I will always be your 

land-on surface for when the world is 

so mean to you, dragging you to your 

knees.

I hope you know my surface is 

smooth , I can never stretch you 

intentionally.

I value the time you put in conveying 

your love, 

In thoughtful gifts 

Constant support 

Sharing sounds close to your heart 

and just showering me with

compliments, I know I don't receive 

well because I'm just bad at it.

I especially love your true self and if 

you are still hiding I hope this letter 

reassures you that it's safe to come 

out.

For your hide has been seeked.

If I teach you anything I hope it's 

being kind to yourself and loving 

you,always.

I've spent years struggling to so it's 

the first thing I want someone else to 

learn.

I hope you learn all about you before 

learning about anyone else. 

I don't promise you perfection

but if you feel my imperfections 

bother you please feel free to free 

yourself without thinking about the 

effect it will have on me.

You'll always have a spot in my heart 

even a decade from now.

Just like I've said before even if you 

stay as a memory forever cherished 

or just somebody I collide bodies 

with.

You've truly been a blessing in my 

little life.

You've been a treasure. 

I am forever thankful for the wavering 

support of my hopes and dreams. 

I hope you know I'm here for yours 

too.

yours truly,

madd
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​3. In these moments I live.
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In these moments I live. 

In moments or vulnerability.

Moments of stupidness.

Moments I fail not to articulate 

myself.

Proud moments where pride is 

swallowed and we all say how we 

really feel.

Moments of emptying your body from 

all your thoughts and feelings, 

And knowing that you matter. 

That you are enough.

We dance here,

We laugh,

We drink, 

We live slowly,

We admire nature here. 

I say I live for moments like these. 

Moments of spending time with yourself.

When there's so much in common 

between you and her,him and her 

and you and him. 

Moments you realise you should free 

love. 

Moments of realising you are 

capable of loving.

Moments of realising you lovable,

that even when the world gives up on 

you there's her who'll always believe 

you are worth every breath you take In and every breath you take out.

In these moments I live.
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​4.I waited for you.
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My heart sting as you finish off your 

sentence.

It gets ripped off ,falls on my stomach 

as I try to make excuses for myself.

Trying to run away from the guilt.

Guilt of not pitching cause I had 

chosen to disappear like I never was 

in your life. 

The constant pain that gleaned in 

your eyes. 

The one I was avoiding from the first 

time I saw you come out of that car 

with my current.

I wanted the earth to open up and 

swallow me whole.

Cause where to run to now?

All the feelings I avoided feeling 

demanding to be felt. 

"I loved her".

I loved you too & fear won. 

It danced, celebrating breaking 

something that could've been. 

Hand in hand with pride reassuring 

me it wouldn't have worked anyway,

Silhouettes blood stained. 

I should have confronted fear, 

Now I'm standing here watching you,

Wishing I could just stomach that 

maybe it was both our fault.

You and me, in this together.

Now I can only hug you and tell you I'm sorry. 

I mean every word i said

I'm sorry I didn't come.
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​5.Just the moment to kiss.
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There are a lot of instances where people would want to kiss.

For instance, 

She said she felt it was the perfect 

time when he asked how her day 

went and no one ever cared about 

that detail of her life.

He said he got home and found him 

on a couch sleeping and he knew 

how hard he worked that week so he 

felt a little cheek kiss,he deserved.

They say it was after they opened up 

about a traumatic experience and 

they made them not feel like they 

were damaged goods,that their soul 

couldn't be anything apart from that 

experience.

Their exact words 

"I feel it was time to kiss them 

because they made me feel like I 

was a separate person from my pain,

and I've always wanted that for me". 

She said I just felt like doing it, you 
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