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I don’t hold back
in this one


these pages hold
my darkest traumas


please proceed
with extra
caution


Xxoo


contains references to: eating disorders,
emotional abuse, exploitation, homophobia,
pedophilia, religion, sexual violence
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Respiro profundo


máscara puesta


saludo con una sonrisa


para que duden la sospecha


no quiero preguntas


no me gustan


me asustan


respondo con mentiras


para que no digan


la verdad


que todos miran


la verdad


que estoy escondiendo


muy adentro


– Yo soy el camaleón





I take a deep breath


mask on


i greet with a smile


so they doubt the suspicion


i don’t want questions


i don’t like them


they scare me


i respond with lies


so they don’t say


the truth


that everyone sees


the truth


that i’m hiding


deep inside


– I am the chameleon





I was a little boy


playing with my prima’s barbies
secretly inside her closet


and of course


always


with the door closed


i snuck around with her
doing things we knew


we weren’t allowed to


like when she did my makeup
we ran into the bedroom
locked the door


hid behind the bed
on the floor


while our entire family
was outside grilling


she brushed glitter blush
on my cheeks


as we sat there silently


innocently


half happy


i felt the most myself
but also anxious


filled with fear of getting caught


doing things that i should not


things that are only for girls


things that would make me the one thing
my family couldn’t say out loud


what wouldn’t make them proud


this was only the beginning


of my hiding


before i even knew
what i was hiding


– Welcome to the closet





I manipulated myself


into believing


i was the version


the church made me


every time
the real me
would rise


i’d rebuke it


mentally,
and secretly


pray the prayer
i memorized


from repeating it


so many times


until i was satisfied


until my ocd


was convinced


i wasn’t going into the abyss


of hell


the home of the devil
the one who cursed me


with my homosexuality


this is what the church


instilled in me


– Trauma is what they gave me





Pray it away
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