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Itch discusses topics regarding:


Self-loathing


Doubt


Longing


Ache


Hope


Anger


Forgiveness


Fear


Confidence


Contentment




[image: Image]






AUTHOR’S NOTE


I’ve never been very good at introductions. I never know how to start things off or how to end them or leave them be. Poetry has been a mechanism for making sense of my memory and for healing it. For the past three years, I’ve been chewing on words that hurt to say. I’ve traced scars that demand attention I’ve neglected. Traumas I’ve ignored rather than process. Griefs I’ve refused to shed tears for. Anger boiling in me like a volcano overlooking a quiet town. This collection is the eruption. It’s the hot, molten emotion overflowing.


I look at this book as a reflection of my early twenties. Here is where I learned how to document my nightmares. Where I wrote about longing for a love I never met. This is where I first wrote about the only boy who touched me like he owned me. It’s where I questioned how I got here. How I became this matted mess. Why I turned out to be a wounded deer. I mistook old bruises for birthmarks, like they’d always been a part of me. I figured out where to bury the hurt and how to hold a grudge from a distance. I found myself in a limbo of forgiving and forgetting. I hope you find a way to make peace from these pages.


I caution you against taking advice from someone who falls in love with strangers, but I offer this: Give your pain permission to be felt. Be the captor of your ache. Grab it by the horns and ride it out. Pick the hell out of your scabs. Let them bleed. Let them sting. Learn to care for your sores.


The wounds that itch don’t have to keep scratching us.





AT-SEA FEELINGS


I am a sailor of my emotions,


Which have trust issues with my gut.


Sticking my finger to the wind


So I may know which way is up.


I see it over there. Past the fog and mist.


The house with the light on the cliff,


Drawing the times I once cherished.


Can I distinguish


What matters to hold


From all these at-sea feelings


Just hoping to make it home?





I have written prologues in your honor,


But stories like ours aren’t meant to have sequels.



SOUNDING OUT


I’m trying out the tones to know


How to express all my grief.


It’s fury,


Daybreak,


And the longing


In its teeth.


There’s a pitch I’ve yet to find when


I’m screaming at the headlines on the news.


Butting politics,


Climate crisis,


And the muse


Who looks like you.


Though how do you name the strain


On heartstrings when the emotions pile up?


I call out the doubt,


The desire, and


The feelings that


Have felt enough.





If nostalgia is a train,


Then I am lying on its tracks.


Found a bed in the vibrations


And heard the calling of my past.



WHEN THE EMPLOYER ASKS WHAT MY WEAKNESSES ARE


Still thinking you look good after a haircut.


Biting at the nerves under my nails.


Directing futures with people who don’t know my name.


Reaching for small talk.


Walking out with half-baked goodbyes.


Looking back.


Going against the grain.


Being a sharp corner in an empty kitchen.


***Stars exploding when I get too close.***


Holding hands that don’t hold back.


Taking too long to let go.


Missing the old you. / / Still missing the new one.



LONELY TWENTIES


The lonely twenties are roaring.


I flee from my busy reality,


Having the time of my life


Inside a fantasy.


I don’t have it in me to love,


Because you know I’m a sucker for ruining things.


You tell me to come to the table,


But what would I bring?



OVERTIME


Where do I put this anxiety


When all it knows how to do


Is take up space?


How do I tell someone


About the heaviness without


It being too much to take?


Sometimes I turn into nightmares


And the fears I make up.


I don’t want someone


To have to breathe for the both of us.



A24 REJECT


What if I am destined to be the desperate lead


Of a film no one wants to direct?


I think I’ll always be a one-star review.


The box office butcher.


A foreign film never watched because


I can’t be understood without subtitles.


Though I believe in redemption and


Happiness inside of endings.


I’ll stay in suspense


For closure in the credits.



SHY


You caught me boarding the Brooklyn-bound train,


Playing piano in the air to Clairo’s “Wade.”


You keep looking at my chest


As if my heart is about to burst out of it.


I wonder if you’re trying to guess my name.


I’ll say it in a low tone so only you know.


If you start to ask about my life,


I apologize if I try to hide.


Tell me, what does my disguise


Look like in the light?


Does it look velvet soft, like a familiar face?


Or is it crimson, like the flags I wave?



CRASH SITE


I am a landing strip made of piano keys


And I like to think they all sound pretty,


But no impetuous pilots have planned
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