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To those who are fighting all their battles internal, Keep fighting! You are so much more than you know. You are a warrior, and your ancestors would be proud.


 




 


 


In the name of Brighid


I will march my internal armies


Onto internal battlefields


To fight for me again.


 


Armed with the pen,


For verse is the


only weapon


I know well.


 


I am ready to start 


A war for my own soul


Strong and hale.


 




 


 


 


Drifting, not entirely lost,


But not tethered,


Trying to figure out


What is next for me.


 


My path is undefined,


Grown thick with weeds,


And I don't know what direction


The stars are supposed to lead.


 


 




 


 


 


Platforms are not for people,


To exalt another to heights


That cause the nose to bleed...


No one should be held above


A sensible ability to gather air and breathe.


 


Feet made of clay


Are quite heavy you see,


And falling from heights can be


Something quite deadly.


 


So place me not upon a pedestal,


Allow me to be me,


And I will not end up with


The company of only misery.


 


 




 


 


 


Am I real,


Expression of self dangerous,


As I am unsure if I am


Truth or fantasy?


 


Figmentation of a broken mind


Leaving the concept of me


Far behind...


Am I just a creation


Of a fractured soul,


Or am I me, hale and whole?


 


 




 


 


 


Fighting the war 


bloodlessly within,


Knowing that even if I lose


I will probably still win.


 


A battlefield littered 


with the remains


Of who I once was,


Still fighting with becoming


Who I am trying to be.


 


And questioning always


What that is for me?


 


 




 


 


 


Hunger gnawing the internal fields,


Nothing seems like it will fill


The unending well created within...


 


The shame starts,


The internal blame game...


I could be what everyone else wants


If I just didn't need to eat.


 


Fighting to force the desire


To ignore that gnawing pain,


Knowing that I do have to eat


To fuel my tired brain.


 




 


Don't call it anything


Except for what it is,


It is not discipline


To beat your loved ones...


It is not love to abuse...


 


It is not love to criticize


To belittle causes only harm...


Which I think you already know...


 


Don't call it anything


Except for the truth...


It is not ally-ship


To work against the cause...


 


It is not right to decide


To label it false simply


Because you disagree...


 


Call it what it is,
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