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The Ring Inside of Her Mind
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There is a ring inside of her mind,

not gold, not silver,

not something a finger could ever forgive,

but a circle that never breaks,

a loop that hums quietly like electricity

behind her eyes.

It does not shine.

It does not promise.

It does not kneel.

It waits.

The ring inside of her mind is made of memory,

pressed thin by years of repetition,

polished by regret,

etched with names that no longer answer

when called aloud.

It turns slowly.

Always slowly.

And when she sleeps, it turns faster.

She did not place it there.

No one knelt in the rain.

No velvet box cracked open the moment.

No applause, no witness, no photograph

to prove that it happened.

It simply appeared,

the way a thought appears when you’re driving

and suddenly can’t remember

how long you’ve been on the road.

The ring inside of her mind is not commitment.

It is recursion.

It is the return.

It is the sentence that ends

only to begin again with the same first word.

Sometimes she feels it tightening,

a pressure behind her temples,

like a crown worn too long

by someone who never asked to rule.

Other days it loosens,

floats just enough to make her believe

she has escaped it.

Those are the dangerous days.

Those are the days she almost forgets.

She tells herself she is free.

She tells herself she chose differently this time.

She tells herself the door closed for good.

But the ring does not care what she tells herself.

The ring remembers.

It remembers the first time

her heart learned how to echo.

The first voice that stayed behind

after the room emptied.

The first absence that learned her name

and kept saying it.

There is a ring inside of her mind

made from the sound of footsteps leaving,

from the way silence can shape itself

into a person if you let it linger.

She tries to outrun it.

She fills her days with noise—

music too loud, conversations too fast,

laughter that bends a little at the edges.

She stacks her calendar like armor,

hoping time itself will shield her.

But the ring waits patiently,

because the ring has time.

It knows the moments between moments.

It lives in the pause

after the joke lands

but before the smile reaches her eyes.

It breathes in the gap

between a hug and the release.

There is a ring inside of her mind

that tightens when she hears

a familiar laugh across a room.

That pulses when a stranger’s hand

almost fits too well in hers.

It whispers:

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
" “AMERIGAN POETS PRESENTS
’\{%&

N ‘{’:‘:‘ ‘

A\

= U

\ 3 -
L

; !
SAMUEL LUDKE

THE WAR IN
MY HEART





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





