For the Days Yet to Come
There are days that arrive heavy—
the kind that settle in your bones like rain in the cracks of old stone.
On those days, the world feels more like a burden than a place,
and your own skin feels too tight for the person inside it.
But hear this: it won't last.
The storms come and the storms go.
You have known the tremble of joy,
the hush of contentment,
the shivering awe at something beautiful and fleeting.
You have felt other things.
You will feel other things again.
Emotions are not marble, carved and permanent.
They are weather: fickle, fluid, shifting.
They roll through like clouds across an April sky—
slow, almost invisible in their movement.
Sometimes they hang thick and unmoving,
but even the densest cloud does not stay.
Look up.
They always move.
The worst part is the part where it breaks you,
where your breath catches in your chest and you think,
"I can't do this."
But the truth hidden in that cry is this:
you are already in the worst part.
And if that’s where you are,
then the next part must be better—
or at the very least, less hard.
The edge has been reached,
and from here, there’s only the climb out.
And you're still here.
You are still here.
That is no small thing.
That is a flag planted in the soil of survival.
That is proof of your presence in the world,
in all its chaos and ache and quiet blooming.
You are still here.
And that is everything.

Yearned, Yielded, Yours

I want you to want me as I want you. Desperately.

Not with mere passing interest, not with the lukewarm flame of temporary need—but with the kind of hunger that aches in your bones when I’m not near. I want your soul to hum at the mention of my name, to crave the gravity of my presence the way I crave yours. This isn’t just desire—it’s devotion sharpened into longing.

I want to make you shiver from my touch. Not just in body, but in spirit. Let your skin remember me. Let the echo of my fingertips be a language your body learns fluently, each gesture a syllable, each sigh a sentence. Let me write poetry on you with nothing but the curve of my hands and the heat of my breath.

I want to hear your voice—breathless, shaky—as if I’ve unraveled the strongest parts of you. Let the edges of your composure fray when you speak. Let my name tremble on your lips, not from fear, but from feeling. Let it be the sound you make when silence can no longer hold your need.

Oh, I want you to say my name like a prayer.

Full of reverence. Full of ache. As if uttering it brings you closer to something holy. As if the syllables themselves could absolve you of all restraint. I don’t want to be your habit—I want to be your altar. Worship me in whispers, in glances, in gasps stolen between the seconds when we forget the world exists beyond the boundaries of skin and shadow.

Want me, as I want you. With intensity. With madness. With a quiet violence that burns beneath the surface. Let this not be polite. Let it be raw. Let it be the kind of wanting that leaves no room for anything else but us—tangled, breathless, undone.

That is all I ask:  
Desire me with devotion.  
As I do you.







Inheritance
I know it is my mother’s first time on this Earth, too.
But that doesn’t make me forget what she did with it.
She walked into this life with her fists clenched around her own pain
and passed it down to me like it was tradition.
Yes, I know she had it worse when she was little—
barefoot maybe, starved maybe, unloved surely.
But I was little too.
And I didn’t ask to be the punching bag
for a life she didn’t choose.
I didn’t ask to be the echo
of every scream she never got to let out.
She wore her trauma like armor,
and then handed me the sword.
Cut me with it when I asked for kindness,
blamed me for the blood.
Said I was ungrateful
while I begged her just to be soft
for once,
just once.
I know she’s broken.
But broken glass still slices skin.
And when I held her,
all I got were splinters
and silence
and slaps,
whether with her hands or her words,
I stopped counting.
She raised me on guilt
and fed me with conditions.
Love, if I earned it.
Peace, if I performed.
The only legacy she gave me
was learning how to flinch when someone raises their voice.
She had it worse.
But I had it too.
And I’m tired of burying myself
just to build her a pedestal.
This is not forgiveness.
This is fire.
And I’ll burn every version of her
that lives in me
until there’s nothing left
but my own name.
























A House Without Thunder
I wish for a home without an angry man in it.
Not just a house, framed with walls and a roof,
but a space uncurled from the fist of fear—
a place where silence doesn’t tremble,
where laughter doesn't flinch before it’s born.
Anger, when it roots itself in a man,
builds monuments inside his mouth—
monuments made of sharp corners and unsaid apologies.
I have seen that kind of man.
The kind who walks through a room
and shifts its weather.
Sunlight becomes hesitant.
Doors whisper their hinges shut behind him.
And love, oh love—
it hides in cracks like dust waiting for spring cleaning.
I wish for a home without that storm.
And more than that, I wish that storm won’t be me.
Because I know how a boy learns the shape of rage—
not from textbooks,
but from watching the veins on a father’s neck
throb like a warning.
From learning that silence can scream louder
than any slammed door.
Sometimes anger feels like inheritance.
Like a house passed down,
its foundations already trembling.
But I want no such legacy.
I want to build a home
where the loudest sound is music,
not apology.
Where when someone raises their voice,
it is to sing, not to shatter.
Where stillness is peace, not punishment.
And if ever I find that shadow
climbing the walls of my own chest—
if ever I become the echo
I swore I’d silence—
I pray I am brave enough to leave the room,
to come back with softer hands
and a heart that knows how to start over.
I wish for a home without an angry man in it.
And I wish that won’t be me.
Not now, not ever.
Let me be the quiet,
not the quake.























Echoes in Adult Skin
So many broken children living in grown bodies, mimicking adult lives—
an army of wounded souls wearing suits, heels, uniforms, and smiles.
They drive cars, raise families, make small talk in elevators,
yet inside, they cradle silent screams,
their inner child tugging at the sleeves of their adulthood,
asking: Have you forgotten me?
We measure maturity in age, paychecks, and posture,
but no calendar ever mends the tear in a soul
left by a parent who never said sorry,
or by a touch that hurt instead of healed.
They walk through grocery aisles and boardrooms
with perfect posture but hollow chests—
trying to pass off borrowed behaviors as grown-up wisdom,
as if adulthood were a mask with no eyes to see through.
Their laughter often rings just a beat off,
like a song played out of tune—
not quite matching the rhythm of joy.
They joke about trauma now,
as if humor could be mortar for shattered foundations.
But even in jest, there's truth—
that pain does not vanish when you rename it.
They love cautiously,
not because they are careful,
but because they've learned love can be a battlefield
disguised as a playground.
They give affection in fragments,
guarding the parts that were once exploited.
They parent their own children while still re-parenting themselves,
passing down recipes and apologies in the same breath.
You see them—
in the coworker who flinches at raised voices,
in the friend who can’t take a compliment without deflecting,
in the partner who disappears when closeness becomes too loud.
They are architects of routine and survivors of chaos,
walking contradictions who still check under their beds,
not for monsters,
but for memories.
Yet, there is something sacred in their endurance.
To rise each day,
to tie a tie or braid a child’s hair,
to send emails and eat dinner
despite the wreckage they carry like a second skin—
is a quiet kind of miracle.
They are proof that time does not heal all wounds,
but it can teach us how to walk while bleeding.
That broken does not mean ruined—
it means real.
And mimicking adult lives?
Sometimes, that’s not imitation.
Sometimes, it’s a rehearsal for the day
they finally become
the adult they never had.



















Of Fire and Inheritance
My mother is a good woman. Sort of.
She is good in the way a storm breaks a long drought—loud, terrifying, and necessary.
When I look at her through the smudged glass of our lineage,
when I place her beside the man who raised her—
a man who wore cruelty like a second skin—
she gleams.
She is good enough.
And I hope that’s enough.
We are bound, she and I,
not just by blood,
but by the same slow-burning anger tucked behind our ribs.
My mother does not cry easily.
She clenches her jaw, breathes through her teeth,
and says nothing until silence screams louder than words.
I do the same.
It frightens me.
There are moments—when the wrong song plays,
or someone speaks too sharply—
where fury spills from me like it has a name,
like it knows its way home.
And in those moments,
I see her:
the narrowing of the eyes,
the heat rising in the chest,
the clenched hands.
I know then that I am my mother’s son.
But I also remember—
her hands, rough from work,
combing my hair,
mending torn sleeves with quiet precision.
She showed love in crooked seams and warm soup,
not soft words.
She never learned gentleness from her father,
so she carved it out herself—
blunt, but hers.
So, yes.
My mother is a good woman.
Sort of.
She is better than what made her,
and perhaps that’s the best any of us can be.
And if I am her son,
may I rage less,
may I love more,
and may I, too, be better than what made me.
























Tangled in My Soul
“My darling, you will never be unloved by me—you are too well tangled in my soul.”
There are truths so deep, they do not shout; they settle. This is one of them.
Love, when stripped of spectacle, is the quiet persistence of one heart intertwined with another. Not like vines—those are too easy to sever. More like roots beneath old earth, tangled beneath centuries, quietly feeding each other in silence. My darling, you are such a root in me.
To be “too well tangled” in someone’s soul is not a matter of affection alone—it is a matter of spiritual architecture. It suggests not just closeness, but interdependence. As ivy wraps around stone not to strangle but to remain, so you exist within me: unpried, unpulled, and unending.
You will never be unloved by me. Not because I choose it daily, though I do. Not because I will it into being, though I must. But because loving you has become indistinguishable from breathing, from waking, from being. How can I unlove what has become part of my very self?
There will be days we are distant. Days you may question the warmth of my voice or the slowness of my touch. But even then, know: you are not unloved. You are simply resting in the deeper parts of me, where the strongest feelings lie quietly—unchanging, unmoved, like deep tides that don’t perform for the shore.
This is not a promise spoken in spring and withered by fall. It is the type of vow that even silence cannot undo. That even forgetting cannot erase. Some bonds are not forged by fire, but by the patient intertwining of spirit. That is what you are to me.
Tangled, rooted, kept.
Forever.









The Cost of Hello
I don’t regret you.
That would be too simple—
a clean cut through a tangled memory.
Regret implies I wish you never happened.
But you did.
And for a while,
you were everything.
Still—
some nights,
when the silence sits too close,
I wish I had walked away
at the start.
Left things at hello,
untouched and unruined,
before your name began echoing in places
I never meant to make a home for you.
Because I let you become my happiness.
And that—
that was the quiet undoing.
See, I handed you the match
and poured the gasoline,
smiling,
thinking fire meant warmth.
But you were never built to stay.
You were a spark dressed as sunrise,
a fleeting flame I tried to make eternal.
I should’ve kept my joy in my own chest,
should’ve never made it dependent
on the rise and fall of your mood,
your presence,
your words—
or worse, your silences.
You were not the storm.
You were the calm before it.
And I—
I was the fool who thought calm meant safe.
You smiled,
and I mistook it for shelter.
You stayed,
and I mistook it for love.
But the truth is:
you never asked to be my happiness.
I just gave you the weight of it
because I didn’t know how to carry it alone.
Because no one taught me
that joy, when built on borrowed ground,
will always crumble.
So no—
I don’t regret you.
But I wish I had been wiser.
Wish I had seen the danger
in the way your eyes felt like belonging
before I even knew your middle name.
I wish I had loved myself first,
so I wouldn’t have made you the center
of a world
you were never meant to orbit.
I should’ve left things at hello.
Because maybe then,
I could still look back without flinching.
Maybe then,
I wouldn’t have had to relearn joy
without your shadow cast across it.











The Echoes You Never Received
Look at you—
spilling light from a heart stitched in silence,
comforting others with the very words
you have longed to hear.
There’s something tragic and holy about that.
You cradle pain like it’s a language,
fluent in the unsaid,
in the late-night ache of waiting for a voice
that never comes.
And so, instead,
you become the voice.
Softly, steadily,
you offer warmth to trembling hands,
to storm-bruised souls
who do not know you are shivering too.
But your shivers are practiced.
Invisible.
You’ve made a ritual of hiding them well.
You say “You are enough.”
“You are not a burden.”
“You deserve peace.”
And though the words taste foreign on your tongue,
you give them away like sacred bread,
hoping maybe, in the giving,
you’ll believe them too.
There’s courage in your echo.
Not the loud kind—
not the kind that demands applause—
but the kind that sits beside a friend in quiet despair
and does not flinch from it.
The kind that builds sanctuaries
out of every hurt you've endured.
You know the silence too well
to ever let someone else drown in it.
So you reach.
You soothe.
You speak.
Not because you’ve been healed,
but because you remember what it felt like
to be unseen, unheard,
untouched by understanding.
Look at you—
a lighthouse born from shipwreck.
A balm shaped by your own bruises.
You comfort because you needed comfort.
You love because you know the ache of absence.
And somehow,
that makes all the difference.






















The Language of Silence
There is a strange freedom in quiet—the kind that wraps around you like a heavy coat in the middle of a storm. The world, loud and insistent, demands you to speak, to explain, to unravel yourself in ways that can be palatable to others. But I’ve found that when words escape, meaning often does too.
So I sit with silence.
It doesn’t interrupt. It doesn't fill your pauses with advice you never asked for. Silence does not rush to mend the cracks it doesn’t comprehend. It simply stays—watchful, accepting, whole. And in its stillness, I learn to become whole too.
People are mirrors, and some are cracked. What they reflect back to you is often distorted by their own pain, their own noise. You speak of something sacred—your grief, your longing, your wonder—and they answer with misunderstanding dressed as concern. They listen, yes, but their hearts are elsewhere. Or worse, their hearts are closed.
But silence—
silence listens not with ears, but with presence.
In the hush of the world, I have found the rarest kind of intimacy: the one I share with myself. There, I am not a puzzle to be solved, not a story to be told correctly. I am simply allowed to be. The silence holds all my unspoken things. The little heartbreaks I could never articulate, the sparks of joy I feared would be too small to matter, the questions I knew no one could answer.
I do not fear being misunderstood in the quiet.
I do not fear being seen as too much or too little.
I simply exist.
So no, I do not speak just to be heard.
I do not bare my soul to every ear that leans in.
Because I’ve learned—
not every listener is a sanctuary.
And not every silence is a void.
Some silences are cathedrals.
And in those sacred spaces, I rest.




The Pages We Must Turn
You can’t skip chapters. That’s not how life works. It isn’t a book you can dog-ear and return to later, hoping the plot makes sense without the painful parts. No. Every page demands to be read. Every line insists on being felt. There is no fast-forward button through grief, no skimming through heartbreak, no bypassing confusion just to arrive at clarity.
You have to meet every character—yes, even the ones who leave fingerprints on your trust, even the ones whose names you wish you could forget. Some of them will be blessings dressed as strangers. Others will be storms in borrowed shoes. But they are all part of your story. You can’t remove them without unraveling the narrative itself.
There will be chapters you wish were never written. Long, dragging passages where your breath feels heavier than your heart can carry. Some scenes will stay under your skin—nights that echo louder than mornings, days that taste of salt and silence. There will be weeks, maybe months, when the words blur through tears, and you wonder how the plot can possibly recover from this.
But then—there are pages you’ll never want to end. Lines so sweet they’ll hum inside your ribcage. Moments where the ink glows, the characters laugh with you, and time folds softly into joy. In those passages, you will understand why the story had to go the way it did. You will see how the pain carved space for beauty, how loss opened room for deeper love, how the unfinished pages held hope all along.
Stories keep the world revolving. That’s not just poetry—it’s truth. We are all made of narrative: rising action and redemptive arcs, backstories and futures unwritten. To live fully is to read it all, to sit with the hard chapters and let them change you.
So live yours. Don’t miss out. Don’t dog-ear the good parts and toss the rest. Turn the pages, one by one. Even when it hurts. Especially when it hurts. Because somewhere down the line, your story will be the one that saves someone else from closing their book too early.









The Sacred Art of Self-Devotion
Make yourself so busy—
not in the noise of frantic schedules or hollow tasks,
but in the quiet, fierce labor of self-becoming.
Let discipline lace your mornings like sunlight through curtains,
each habit stitched into your day with the careful hand
of someone who knows that mastery is not found in chaos
but in quiet repetitions no one applauds.
Be so determined
that even doubt forgets your name.
Let your purpose be the fire you sit beside,
not to warm others, not to signal smoke,
but to burn away every distraction
that dares to dress itself as urgency.
You owe no one your attention,
especially not those who trade their own peace
for gossip, envy, or empty judgments.
Starve the impulse
to compare your timeline to theirs.
What if you are not late, not early,
but right on time in a universe
that blooms uniquely for every soul?
What if your only competition
is the person you promised to become
back when you still believed anything was possible?
Stay focused.
Let your mind be a temple
where only devotion is welcome.
Not devotion to ego, nor to perfection,
but to the slow, sacred unfolding of your own life.
And when the world offers you whispers
of what everyone else is doing,
smile gently, and return to your work.
For you are busy building something unshakable—
yourself.




The Silence of the Stolen
I can't ever talk about it.
The words live behind locked lips,
guarded by a shame that was never mine to carry,
yet here I am—bearing it.
The pain I felt
was not just physical.
It rooted into my bones,
bloomed in the hollow of my chest,
and stayed.
It was the day it was stolen—
not a thing,
not a keepsake,
but a piece of myself.
Taken.
My body was demoralized.
It was no longer a home,
but a shell collapsed by force.
Broken and weakened,
I laid stiff—
stone,
silent,
screaming inside.
I said no.
A word that should’ve been enough.
But nobody witnessed.
Nobody stopped it.
Nobody helped.
Exposed to this darkness,
I became small.
This is where I'll stay, I thought—
trapped in a prison without bars,
but with memories that haunt like ghosts.
And you—
you are the villain.
What you took wasn't given.
It was not yours.
It was never yours.
I just need a reason.
I want answers you’ll never provide.
Why me?
Why then?
Why did silence follow so loudly?
My body wasn't yours.
It was mine.
And now,
even I can't understand it.
I feel low and dirty—
as if your crime left stains on my skin
that no cleansing can remove.
The way you stole it,
without my consent,
without remorse,
you left me fractured
while the world carried on,
unaware,
unmoved.
But this silence—
this buried scream—
is not surrender.
It is survival.
And one day,
I will reclaim what you tried to erase.
Not for you,
not for justice—
but for me.
For what was mine.
For what is mine still.








The Table I Set for Myself
My side of the story doesn’t matter anymore. That’s not bitterness—it’s clarity. Life, in all its chaos, unfolded without asking for my permission or my version of events. I used to ache for someone to listen, to validate the tremble in my voice when I tried to explain. But somewhere between the silence and the storm, I realized: not every truth needs an audience. Some truths just need to live quietly in the heart that survived them.
Life happened—unforgiving, unfiltered, unscripted. It shattered what I thought was permanent and tested the strength of my stitched-together soul. I bled. I broke. And I rebuilt. Healing wasn’t beautiful; it was messy, slow, and often lonely. But it was mine. It wasn’t about erasing pain or forgetting names; it was about walking through fire and choosing not to become the ash.
And in the firelight of my own becoming, I saw clearly.
I saw who clapped when I hurt, who watched in silence when I stumbled, and who quietly left when things got too heavy. But I also saw who stayed—who held the pieces without asking why they were broken. Who listened without needing the full story. Who poured wine into my empty glass and said, "You're still worthy, even now."
As I set my table with intention, there are fewer chairs, but they are sacred. The laughter at this table is real. The conversations, warm. The people? Chosen. No longer do I offer a seat to those who made me question my worth. No longer do I beg for crumbs of decency from hands that only took. My table is not for everyone. Not everyone deserves a place at it.
I healed. I learned. And most importantly—I remembered my own name before anyone else’s.
Let that be enough.










The Witness
It’s emotionally exhausting, being so self-aware,
yet so mentally unwell.
There’s a theater inside my head, curtains never drawn,
lights forever on,
and I am both the actor and the unwilling audience—
watching my own decline with a clarity that cuts.
I know the reasons. I’ve mapped the symptoms,
charted my triggers like constellations in a collapsing sky.
But knowledge is not a cure—
it is a mirror, and mirrors do not heal.
They only reflect
the mess I’m too tired to clean,
the thoughts I can name but not outrun.
I am a witness to my own crimes.
The sabotage, the silence, the swallowed screams—
they all have my fingerprints.
And I watch myself do it,
not with malice,
but with resignation.
There’s a strange grief in watching yourself suffer
and knowing you won’t step in.
Like seeing someone drown
in a pool where the water barely touches your chin,
and you just stand there—
ankle-deep in helplessness,
chest-deep in knowing better.
My mind is a courtroom with no judge,
just me on the stand,
me at the prosecution table,
me in the jury box
casting votes I’ll ignore tomorrow.
Some days, I argue for my survival.
Other days, I call for the sentence to be carried out—
not in blood, but in slow decay.
A forgotten breakfast.
A missed call.
A plan abandoned without reason.
They say awareness is the first step.
I’ve taken that first step so many times
my feet bleed on familiar ground.
I know I’m not okay.
I know too well.
And that’s the tragedy of it.
To be lucid in your own unraveling—
to name every thread as it slips through your fingers
and still not have the strength to hold on.
I write.
Not to escape,
but to testify.
To leave behind a record
that I was here,
that I tried,
that I saw everything.
And maybe, someday,
this weary witness will finally step down from the stand
and learn what it means
to be free.















To Be the Truest Form of Yourself
is to swallow all the words you have ever wished to speak
There is a silence that tastes of copper and salt, of blood behind bitten lips, where the tongue learns restraint like a sacred ritual. To be the truest form of yourself is not always to be loud, to proclaim or protest, but to become a vessel of all the unsaid. It is not cowardice—it is the fiercest kind of honesty.
We often imagine authenticity as loud colors, as declarations, as standing atop the world and screaming truth until our lungs collapse. But what if it is not? What if it is, instead, a quiet that rumbles deep beneath the skin, a volcano that chooses not to erupt? What if it is the daily discipline of swallowing words—words of defense, of anger, of longing—not because they are untrue, but because they are not needed?
To hold a truth so intimately it never has to be shared is a kind of power. The truest self is not always visible; it is not always palatable. It lives in withheld sighs, in glances that speak volumes, in laughter that covers ache. It survives in private victories, in secrets cherished like relics, in the refusal to perform for an audience that would never understand the full script anyway.
Swallowing your words is not surrender—it is curation. Each unsaid phrase is a stone added to the foundation of a self built for permanence, not applause. You do not speak because you must, but because you choose, and often, you choose silence.
And perhaps that’s where truth blooms—in the garden grown behind closed lips, nurtured by restraint, untouched by misunderstanding. To be the truest form of yourself is not to be seen fully by the world, but to be known wholly by yourself.
And you swallow every word you’ve ever wished to speak—not to disappear, but to become indivisible. Whole. Complete. Untouched by the tremble of approval.
Because your silence is not empty.
It is everything you are.







When Peace Becomes the Boundary
Your peace is more important than someone else's happiness.
Not because their joy doesn’t matter,
but because yours has been bruised too often in its name.
You’ve poured too much from an empty cup,
smiled with a mouth stitched shut,
and called it kindness.
But there is nothing kind about abandoning yourself.
They told you that love means compromise,
but they forgot to mention the part where
you shouldn’t be the only one shrinking,
bending, silencing your storm so they can sleep through the thunder.
Peace is not the absence of conflict—it’s the presence of self.
And when you betray that self,
even the loudest laughter rings hollow.
There will be those who call your boundaries walls,
your silence cruelty,
your absence betrayal.
Let them.
You are not responsible for how others receive the truth of you.
You are responsible for holding it—tenderly, fiercely,
without apology.
You owe no one your depletion.
Not even the ones you love.
Especially not them.
So if loving them means losing you,
step back.
If their joy requires your unraveling,
let them find it elsewhere.
Peace isn’t passive.
It’s a declaration.
It’s standing in the stillness and saying:
I will not trade my softness to soothe your chaos.
It took too long to build this quiet in your chest.
Do not set it on fire
just to light someone else’s way.

Fade
I am not made for casual.  
I don’t know how to graze a hand without meaning it,
or kiss without wanting to fall into someone’s mouth forever.  

I was born to fade into you completely —  
to wear your moods like clothes, 
to trace the outlines of your mind with my bare fingers.  

I would learn your laughter by heart.  
I would taste the way your silences stretch between sentences.  
There’s no halfway with me.  

If I love you,
I am already writing you into my skin.  
Already forgetting where you end and I begin.  

I was never taught to love safely.  
Only to surrender,  
only to lose myself in the hope that you might catch me on the way down.


A letter I'll Never Send

Dear you,

It’s strange—
how someone can still be alive
and yet feel so far gone.
How you can haunt me
without even trying,
without even knowing.

You still exist in the world.
I could call you,
I could walk past you on the street,
and yet, it feels like I’ve already lost you.

I see you in places we never went.
I hear your voice in songs we never shared.
You are everywhere and nowhere.
You are a memory I can't put down
because you never ended—
you just drifted out of reach.

I carry your ghost like it belongs to me.
And maybe it does.
Maybe this is what’s left
when someone mattered more
than they were ever meant to.

You're still alive.
And somehow,
that’s the part that hurts most.

-Me




Somewhere 

I wanted you
the way morning wants the sun.
Inevitable,
and still,
it never came.

But I don’t wait at your door anymore.
I’ve folded the ache into something quiet,
something mine.

May you be loved
gently,
fully,
elsewhere.

And may I be, too.


Selfishly 

Selfishly, I want this life.

Not the polished version of it, not the one arranged for photographs or softened for strangers. I want the life that arrives wrinkled and unfinished, with dishes in the sink, with rainwater on the floor, with grief that knocks without warning. I want the ordinary miracle of waking up and having another day handed to me, warm and breathing.

Selfishly, I want it with you.

I want late Sunday mornings where time forgets us. I want the slow gold light crawling across the sheets, the birds gossiping outside an open window, the breeze carrying the scent of something beginning again. I want to watch spring rehearse itself in the trees while your body is still beside mine, while the world waits a little longer for us to rise.

I want another spring with you. Another year. Another version of ourselves we have not met yet.

I want to know what life does to us. How it bends us, how it blesses us, how it leaves fingerprints on our faces and names new tendernesses in our bones. I want the bright parts yes, but also the fractures. The difficult silences. The tired nights. The sharp corners we keep hidden from everyone else. I want every unbeautiful truth that proves we are real.

I want to laugh with you until my ribs ache. I want to cry with you until sorrow becomes something shared and therefore lighter. I want to fail, begin again, get lost, return, and keep returning.

I open my hands to the earth, to whatever it still wishes to give me.

And in them, more than fortune, more than certainty, more than peace, I hope for the familiar weight of your hands finding mine.

Selfishly, I want to be alive.

Selfishly, when life asks me what I desire most, I want the courage to answer honestly:

You.

I mistook silence for time

I never begged you to stay,
You always came back on your own,
And somehow that made every goodbye
feel less like an ending,
and more like another silence I had to survive.
I kept telling myself you were hurting,
that life had simply become too heavy,
that one day you would remember
there was someone waiting for you.
I never hated you for disappearing,
I hated how quickly I learned
to call your absence patience,
to mistake unanswered messages
for proof that you still needed time.
I loved you through your worst days,
not because I believed my love could save you,
but because I couldn't bear the thought
of you believing no one would stay.
The saddest part is,
I don't even know when I stopped
waiting for a reply,
and started waiting
for permission to stop hurting.
I convinced myself
that love was supposed to feel like this,
uncertain, quiet, unfinished,
because every time you returned,
it felt like enough to erase
everything that came before.
But love shouldn't leave someone
questioning their worth
every time the phone stays silent.
It shouldn't make someone
miss themselves
more than they miss the person they love.
And if you ever come back again,
I hope you find me still kind,
still grateful for what we had,
but no longer willing
to disappear beside you,
because I loved you with everything I had,
and somewhere between waiting
and understanding,
I forgot that I was someone
worth coming home to, too.



The things we never named

I have always believed that love arrives loudly.
With fireworks, with certainty, with people who know exactly what they want.
Then you happened.
You arrived like an ordinary afternoon, the kind that asks nothing of you except to stay a little longer.
I never noticed the exact moment your name became my first thought in every quiet room.
It happened so slowly that I mistook it for coincidence.
You taught me that affection has strange dialects.
Sometimes it looked like remembering the little things.
Sometimes it sounded like laughter in the middle of difficult conversations.
Sometimes it was silence, the kind that never felt empty until you left it behind.
I still wonder if we loved each other at the wrong time, or if time was only the easiest thing to blame.
There are days I convince myself that people like us were only meant to pass through each other's lives.
Then I remember how naturally you fit into the future I never spoke aloud.
You became the extra chair at a table I had only ever set for one.
You became the answer to questions I had not yet learned to ask.
Maybe that was my mistake.
Maybe I reached for a name when all we needed was another day.
Or maybe love was never the thing that frightened us.
Maybe being seen was.
I have searched for someone to blame.
You.
Myself.
The distance.
The timing.
None of them feel honest enough.
Because if I strip away every reason, every excuse, every unanswered question,
what remains
is simple.
I met someone who made the world feel a little less lonely.
And for a while,
that was enough.
I hope wherever life carries you, it is kinder than it has been.
I hope you laugh the way you used to.
I hope you find your way back to yourself.
And if our paths never cross again,
know this.
Some people leave with promises.
You left me with a gentler way of believing that even unfinished love
was still love.


