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            My thoughts grow mold, my faith decays,

a fever blooms in phantom ways.

I hear my pulse like funeral drums—

the madness hums, the madness hums.
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A Psalm of Dust and Bone
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Beneath the ribs of a moonless sky,

Where cathedral clouds in silence lie,

The wind unthreads its sable seam

Through corridors of a dying dream.

––––––––
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There, upon a withered yew,

Where midnight drinks the fallen dew,

A solitary raven stands—

A shadow stitched with ebon hands.

––––––––

[image: ]


His eyes like embers, dim yet dire,

Cradle ash of a vanished fire;

He knows the names the tombstones keep,

He counts the breaths the graves must reap.
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Around him crawl the roots of years,

Fat with rot and salted tears;

Each stone a psalm of dust and bone,

Each crypt a cold and conquered throne.
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I walk where dead leaves choke the air,

With grief entwined in midnight hair;

My pulse a muffled funeral drum,

Beating for what will never come.
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“O sable priest of the silent shore,”

I whisper low, “what lies before?

What waits beyond this shrouded door,

Past life’s last flicker—evermore?”
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He tilts his head with ancient art,

A talon clutching at my heart;

From iron throat and caverned core

He spills one word—‘Nevermore.’
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[image: ]


The syllables fall like coffin nails,

Like frozen rain on widow’s veils;

They echo through the marrow’s keep,

Where hope lies drugged in starless sleep.
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The bells of breath begin to cease,

The blood forgets its borrowed lease;

My shadow loosens from my seam

And drifts into a starless dream.
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Feathers bloom where fingers were,

Bones grow light, and edges stir;

I taste the grave’s cold, breathless shore

And hear that verdict—‘Nevermore.’
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Now wing to wing with death I soar,

Above the world I knew before;

No dawn shall pry these night-sealed eyes,

No sun shall make this darkness rise.
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For in the nave of endless night,

Where sorrow weds the absence of light,

The raven waits on ruin’s floor—

And all shall whisper, ‘Nevermore.’
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Shadow Forged
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I am broken—

not the kind you can mend with glue or sympathy,

but the kind that screams in shards,

that pierces through quiet rooms

and leaves a trail of jagged glass

where hope once lived.
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My mind is haunted.

Not by whispers or phantoms,

but by the weight of every hand that struck me,

every word that cut,

every night I lay awake

learning how to survive pain

before I even knew my own name.
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Life beat the hell out of me

every single day since I was a kid.

I wore a mask that smiled

a perfect, polite lie

stitched over raw skin,

bleeding behind eyes that never stopped watching.

I practiced joy while my veins ran cold with fear.

I was a factory of survival

built from broken parts

that no one cared to understand.
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But I no longer hide from my shadows.

I do not flinch at the dark

that lives inside me,

that shaped me,

that carries the weight of every scar.

I do not apologize for it.

I do not dim myself to make others comfortable.

This darkness is mine,

and I honor it.
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I am not okay.

I will not pretend.

I will not dress my wounds

in pretty lies to make the world look gentle.

This—this excavation of myself,

this confrontation with every jagged edge I carry

is my shadow work.

It is sacred.

It is violent.

It is beautiful.
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Love me.

Hate me.

Choose a side.

But do not pretend.

Do not smile with me while sharpening knives behind your back.

I have survived absence, betrayal, neglect,

and I will survive you too.
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I am here,

raw and unflinching.

I am darkness and light,

pain and fire,

and I will not hide

to make the world feel safe.
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If you cannot stand me, walk away.

If you are false, leave now.

Because I will not waste my breath

on those who pretend to care.
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I am broken.

I am haunted.

I am shadow forged.

And I am not afraid anymore.
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Inventory of What Remains
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I count the hours I didn’t live,

The softer truths I couldn’t give,

The words I swallowed, clean and sharp,

Still echoing inside the dark.
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I trace my failures like a map,

Each wrong turn marked, each hopeful gap,

The roads I left, the doors I closed,

The selves I almost, never chose.

––––––––
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There’s comfort in the known regret,
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