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I tell someone I miss being sick,


and they look at me like I’ve spoken a strange language. Why would anyone miss the cold, they ask. But they do not know the quiet that lived there, the way the world softened when my body finally had permission to stop.


Caught in the intensity of my overfed oversight.


I have no limbs; my body refuses to move.


Lingering in God's work, and I only appreciate it.


I can feel the waves' anger at my fingertips, the earth's crackle at my ear, and the meaninglessness in my lungs.


I can crawl, but only toward my death.


I am tired of reading the endeavors of better men.


And as the mother of your earth,


uttering your roots,


I suffer heartache when the words


"why does everyone leave me?"


form at the corners of your mouth.


My love waters you every moon.


You drown.


God, I fear my presence is tender and murderous.


I drag a scarf around my throat,


so the people cannot stare at where I decay.


When his fingertips grazed the caress of my ribs,


I succumbed to his armed friction.


Tears plead compellingly for a melody of days.


So I brush him off like sediment and cling to waste.


My decay is not awakening, just debris,


and that pain makes me tiresome—


yet still, I remain.


I sit on the corner of the sofa,


curled up like an infant.


Abandoned by warmth, found by the core of nothingness.


Waiting for the day’s declaration of my existence,


to be renounced by it once again.


The feeling of the tracks waiting for the train.


The feeling of the loop waiting for the release of the wind.


The feeling of the tower waiting for the fall.


Do I know the meaning?


If there is nothing to have meaning for,


what kind of understanding love am I waiting for?


Explain to me what I have to look forward to?


I know it’s happening.


I am calm, not chaotic in my soul.


Dawn is expected to be harmful,


a yearning nightmare from which I do not wake.


Shortness of breath moves, confirmed.


So, I pull the feather duvet over my infant self


and rock myself back to sleep.


May these nightmares treat me better.


Unwanted, problematic, and tiring.


The words saturate my skin.


The abuse of my innocence hovers,


that shell that is no longer mine.


The murder must consciously feed the saturated words,


starving.


And the violation continues to argue,


as my conscious harm.


The unknown love opened a sweet wound.


In the suffering, I gazed emptily,


as I danced with the knife and made it deeper.


The stained glass windows affirm my existence.


They do not judge my long nights of sin.


They understand that I stagger back here to the morning


blanket


and confess that I let my corpse rise again,


even the streets know that the drunken hours wait in hand


with wounds on my mind, my flesh adorned.


And my prayer is: "I hope love forgives again."


Sometimes I forget how I got here, what led the way?


And in that moment, the thirst within my mind, dries.


And I remember how it was never meant to reach this far.


How I refused to straighten my spine,


sickened lungs, the mortal heart,


just to reach.


The only thing I find troublesome is my hovering,


Of which I curse the caregivers for, as I preach to them about care.


As long as the spine is sharp and clear—


in its strength beneath the skin of the broken.


Only then, my body’s howling will stop,


and I love it, even though it is wounded and starving.


No wolf is born a hunter.


I hope you wear my jacket when I'm gone,


that you let its embrace warm your freezing limbs,


on the days the cold bites into your surrendering bones.


That you take it as the easy solution on your way out the door.


That the jacket stays in the car, "Just in case"—


the jacket you can’t quite bring yourself to throw away.


I would be kind for you,


softening the sharp edges of my tongue, disciplining my hands the patience they never learned, because love, when it looks like you, makes even a storm ashamed of its thunder. I would fight my biting, violent nature for you, wrestling the wolves that pace inside my ribs, holding their teeth between my hands until they remember how to rest. For you, I would practice gentleness like a prayer spoken by someone who was never taught to pray. And when I fail— when anger rises like a bruise beneath the skin— I bow my head to the quiet truth of you, ashamed that I am still unfinished, ashamed that the world carved its roughness into me before I ever learned your name. Perhaps that is the illness in me: to long, sometimes, to be broken enough —not knowing that the wish for sickness is already a quiet fever of the soul.


Yet I am still trying, trying to become the version of myself that your kindness already believes I am.


My eyes are made to hold tears,


so I chase blind alleys,


searching for what isn’t there. I walk through dark streets,


where hope never reaches.


Tears collect, never falling,


caught in a fight that won’t end. Blind alleys, endless paths,


my gaze fixed,


searching for something I can't find. My eyes, meant for


sorrow,


move on,


in a world where tears stay trapped,


and I’m lost in the chase.


I was born hungry.


The taste of my tears cuts my tongue.


Your words, defective,


for you would never truly let me starve in your bed,


but hold my hand as I drift away.


My fear of being known whispers wetly,


"homesickness sleeps here."


My need to be seen howls,


"I want to starve in your bed!"


I love you.


I wish we both eat well.


"Will you survive tomorrow?" I ask the ceiling as the dark room embraces me.


It’s both a prayer and a hint.


I wonder if anyone is listening.


Maybe I should be silent, as if nothing was said.


As I speak to your ear, two hearts beat.


It echoes, and the echo betrays.


Dear priest, I stand with shame in my mind,


for in the shadows, I whisper words I cannot find.


Broken glass softens my steps,


carefully and afraid.


Secrets hurt if I step there.


I fear sharing, that trust will fade,


as they betray what I say.


Dear priest, do not speak of it.


Even if it is to your God, it should not be written.


And they ask, "Why do you take such long baths?"


And I think—when the water merges with the old, smeared


blood,


as it darkens with dead skin,


I am reminded that I am alive,


and how much of me isn’t.


To be sober is another kind of thirst.


It is a soul-burning drought,


devouring the heart.


The street dog that seizes the chance for a meal.


An unrelenting storm,


refusing to settle.


Dance, soulless suffering,


perform recklessly on my grave.


My knees bleed raw as they once again meet the merciless earth.


Is it my fate’s song to find chaos,


is it doom to find peace?


I pray to nothingness and the unknown.


My silence in hiding is a palace of God,


where no one is leaving behind or being left behind.


The weight will not lift itself; the silence will not break for you. The world keeps turning indifferent to your stillness. Rise, even if your knees tremble, speak even if your voice shatter. Your salvation is not in the distance, it is in the fire you ignite within. Stand, nor for rescue, but to become your own savior.


Intoxicated days and nights blur into one another — all the same.


At the bottom of the bottle, I find answers


to questions I never wished to ask.


And so it goes —


my mind, either drunken or drowned.


Whatever it is,


it amounts to the same.


So I bleed and bleed until I no longer can.


No one would ever grow suspicious —


I walk with my back held straight.


Without the pain that traveled through my mind,


you could never imagine


how much blood I am capable of spilling.


With yet another bloodbath, another murderous scene —


if only they would stop trampling on my heart,


perhaps


the torment


would finally end.


The voice of reason —


blurred,


like static electricity


hissing through a broken television.


It was an accident.


I never meant to fall.


I never meant to crumble.


And yet — here I am, struck down,


unable to rise.


Bruises bloom across my body,


painting me in shades of hurt.


For I will always fall —


even if it is at your feet.


To live within your shadow


is better than to live alone.


For loneliness can kill,


and you — you can only darken the light.


I have felt like a bad person since I was nine years old. So I got drunk, stoned and cut open, and hoped someday they would forgive me for being so angry.


I will gather my tears into little glass vials,


just so I can place them in your hands


when you begin to feel too empty.


Because your own words devour you,


leave you standing in the hush after the apocalypse.


But here I am —


every single time.


And I will never regret it.


Be careful — my mind is tender.


Your love is kind,


but my heart is worn.


So be careful.


I may explode,


yet I find peace in your heart.


But still — be careful.


I cling to the spilled blood.


I drown in the tears of my wasted life.


So hold me close,


or let me wander.


Make your choice, and do not change it.


But be careful.


For I am still chasing the fractured storms.


I would rather be pecked to death by hummingbirds.


For terrible people can carry good intentions.


But in a soulless world, nothing truly lives.


The grey shadows allow no joy


to bear the weight of life.


And beyond all of that —


you were always worth saving.


Would you die for me?


Again?


The graveyard is crowded with headstones


bearing my name —


slain with a heart in the right place.


I see every tear you let fall,


and all the poison you pour out.


The flowers you lay are lethal.


Would they dare to scream


as you killed them from within?


You can only save yourself,


while I lie patient in my graves.


Sooner or later,


we will meet again.


The piano in the empty house


holds a symphony that softens my heart.


The song dances within the flames


of all it contains.


I may have lost much of myself


when I was adrift in the mists.


Yet in the end,


my song still hums through the shadowed realm.


And so she murmurs the words:


I am proud of who you became.


Can I play you my melodies,


and take my own life before they reach your ears?


For my heart explodes within my fragile songs.


I am afraid.


Is your heart the gold


your mercy seems to promise?


Can I be gifted,


and still stand without knowing?


For I understand everything about you —


and yet I feel so uncertain.


The cigarette’s ash falls heavily to the ground.


It can only allow itself to burn for so long.


Lay it down, my dear.


The fatal ember need not claim the flesh as well.


For my inner child sits there,


rocking back and forth,


a face wet with the tears


I never allowed myself to shed.


And I, too, fall beside it without hesitation —


a comfort that never came to pass,


uninvited, yet desperately needed.


The flame is not finished burning.


Invite me, my love — I fall deeply for your words,


but if you reveal nothing,


how am I to know where your heart dwells?


For my knees scrape toward you,


even though I should understand that blood says nothing to you.


Yet invite me, once more,


for the day is not yet done,


and I wait patiently, with torment in the sunset.


I abandon myself,


without grasping that dawn still lingers as a possibility.


Only I can mark my faults,


for you leave me with empty hands.


My love, I beg you — be mine.


The difference lies close, yet deeply I am the one


who seems destined to search within the forgotten.


The color the sky is dipped in


offers no truth.


Despair is, as ever, my most intimate companion.


I see the weeds embracing


the cracked, crumbling gravestone.


I pray — though for so long


they have never heard my pleading.


I once renounced this heaven entirely,


yet hear me now,


in farewell.


For sister, I cannot allow you


to witness me endure this


once again.


My wretchedness must mirror your hatred,


and now it is you


who must cast me out.


I take into my mouth


what you once uttered to me.


It rests upon my tongue.


Now the turning has begun —


it is I who must use the words.


I break into my own chest,


each rib a lock


that must be forced open.


Open — to your honesty,


your trustworthiness,


your loveliness.


And I whimper, because it hurts.


Yet I suffer gladly


for you.


I let you perform open-heart surgery on me.


For a moment, our truths unfold together —


not quite to confront,


but worthy of discovery.


I rejoice at seeing your own reflection


hidden within the cages of my inner bondage.


Sorrow bows close before me.


The power rests in your wretched hands,


while I gasp for silence once more.


I bow to your being. I let myself lie as long as I am, upon my bare, blood-smeared spine. A fingertip’s touch, granted by you, can be so innocent — yet never forget the deadly force that lurks, patiently awaiting its next victim. The heart is meant only to be crushed, not gently touched. A flash of this hatred in my gaze, a lightning of anger — yet I only hush it back to calm before I allow it to harm anyone. It is called living weakly, but the power of kindness is no jest, and soon that blood will know its taste. It will be your honor to bow, for there was once no gentleness toward the vulnerable.


It burns in my veins, the anger stirring. Why do you let yourself rock back and forth? You, in the hour of sorrow, are drenched. Let the hearing fall to my dreadful understanding. Let the recurring scream render me deaf. “What is the problem?” “Oh, I would have devised a solution, if only I knew.” “Perhaps it would hurt least to abandon denial.” Inner child, then — may I have a place beside you? I will not return to where I came from.


With needle and ink, I strip away every word you dared to speak. With needle and thread, I stitch you into me, down to the very bone. And the pain aligns so perfectly with all you once inflicted.


And thus, all remained — unbroken, eternal, indelible.


I am trapped between my rage and the jaws of the accusing hound. To my wounded, heaving vomit I return, as if shot through with blame.


I lean back into the wounds of the past, as if it were an old, warm armchair, a blanket against winter’s stark fury. Yes, it hurts. The past bleeds safely through the fabric.


The earth holds the privilege of taking and giving. Are you pleading once more? Death and life cannot be compared. How often are your knees coldly indifferent? How long will your remorse burn out beneath the devouring sky? God and the Devil worship neither Good nor Evil more than the cynical do.


Howl for yourself, lost boy. You can never be shaped to your own heart. Howl, little one — you are not as daring as you were at your first stride. I still need you, for I am still nothing more than a child.
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