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I was not born—

I was marked.

Somewhere between the matchstrike

and the scream of wood,

they pressed my name

into the grain of the world

and waited to see

if I would smoke

or speak.

I learned early

that fire is a language.

It does not explain.

It remembers.

Every love I touched

left a blister.

Every promise

left a scar shaped like a mouth

that forgot how to close.

They told me to cool down.

They told me to soften.

They told me ash

was all that waits

at the end of heat.

But I watched the forests

come back darker,

stronger,

more honest

about what survived.

I watched iron glow

until it knew

what shape it wanted to be.

I watched my own face

blacken into truth.

This book is not confession.

It is evidence.

These poems were dragged

from burning rooms,

from backs of throats,

from nights where the only light

was what I was willing

to lose.

I am not here to save you.

I am here to leave a mark.

Run your fingers over these pages—

feel where it’s still warm.

That’s me.

Still burnin.
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​THE GRACIOUS ATTACKERS
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They did not come screaming.

That was the first mercy.

They came like weather

that already knew your name,

like hands that had practiced

holding the knife

and the olive branch

until neither shook.

They were called attackers

because history is afraid

of tenderness that refuses permission.

They were called violent

because they arrived intact,

because they did not beg

for a place at the table

they built themselves

from splintered law

and bone-memory.

They were gracious

in the way fire is gracious

to a frozen field—

not apologizing

for the thaw,

not waiting for applause

from the snow.

They knocked once.

Not out of doubt,

but out of respect

for doors that had forgotten

they could be opened.

When no one answered,

they entered anyway,

carrying bread

and the certainty

that hunger is not a debate.

—
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The first attacker

was a woman with soft eyes

and a spine made of verdicts.

She smiled the way surgeons smile

before the cut—

not cruel,

but unwilling to lie.

She said,

“We will not destroy you.

We will remove

what has been destroying you

and let the rest

decide what to become.”

Her voice did not raise itself.

It arrived.

Men dropped their arguments.

Walls loosened their posture.

Even the lies felt

their expiration date

approaching.

—
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The second attacker

carried no weapon

except his memory.

It was heavy.

It had names engraved

where a blade should be.

He remembered

what you tried to forget—

the children trained

to clap for cages,

the prayers that asked permission

to ignore the bleeding.

He did not accuse.

He recited.

Each fact landed

like a hand on the shoulder,

not to push,

but to keep you

from running from yourself.

When people shouted,

he nodded.

When they denied,

he waited.

Grace, after all,

is not speed.

It is accuracy.

—
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The third attacker

was a child

who had never been allowed

to finish a sentence.

They lifted her up

so everyone could see

the future you postponed

because it was inconvenient

to love without profit.

She asked one question:

“Why do you lock doors

if you’re not afraid?”

No one answered.

The attackers did not fill the silence.

They let it bloom

until it told the truth

on its own.

—
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They advanced

without marching.

They conquered

without flags.

They occupied

by making room.

Every step forward

was also an invitation.

Every refusal

was recorded,

not for punishment,

but for memory.

They said,

“You will not say later

that you didn’t know.”

—
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When the first city fell,

it fell inward.

Banks opened their mouths

and confessed numbers

that had been strangling names.

Courts stood up

from their chairs

and remembered

why they were built

in the first place.

Weapons grew embarrassed

by their own overuse

and rusted politely

in the corners of rooms

that had learned to breathe again.

—
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People asked,

“Is this war?”

The attackers answered,

“No.

War wants victory.

We want repair.”

People asked,

“Will you leave?”

The attackers answered,

“Yes—

when staying would become

another form of harm.”

—

[image: ]


Not everyone welcomed them.

Some sharpened their fear

until it could cut

any conversation in half.

Some called the attackers monsters

because monsters are easier

to aim at

than mirrors.

Some prayed for thunder

that would flatten nuance

and return the world

to something simpler,

something cruel enough

to understand.

The attackers listened.

They always listened.

That was the second mercy.

—
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When violence finally erupted,

it came from the defenders of silence.

Shots rang out.

Glass screamed.

Old slogans leapt from mouths

like trained dogs

released into chaos.

The attackers did not cheer.

They did not retreat.

They formed a circle

around the frightened,

including those

who had aimed the guns.

They said,

“We will not trade

your worst moment

for our best excuse.”

Some attackers fell.

They fell carefully,

as if even their collapse

was trying not to harm

the ground.

Their blood did not demand revenge.

It soaked in

and waited.

—
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The funerals were quiet.

No anthems.

No banners.

Only stories—

told accurately,

told whole.

Children were allowed

to ask hard questions

and receive honest answers.

The attackers who remained

stood in the back,

heads uncovered,

hands empty.

They did not say

“Remember us.”

They said,

“Remember why.”

—
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As seasons passed,

the word attacker

began to feel incorrect,

like calling a midwife

an intruder.

People searched for new names.

Some called them

the Unignorable.

Some called them

the Last Gentle Force.

Some called them

the Ones Who Would Not Leave Us

Alone With Our Lies.

The attackers accepted none of these.

They did not correct them either.

Names, they knew,
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