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I’ve never been good with spoken words
I stumble and rethink my every sentence
therefore the ink of my pen is my best friend
but also my greatest enemy
after i put it on paper, I can’t take it back
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get over it, you say
but I don’t think i ever will
the once carefully coded existence 
I had made for myself 
came crashing down that week 
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I’d choose my creativity over anything
it’s the love of my life
it’s the only part of me 
that stays no matter what
without it I am simply a hollow body 
roaming the earth with no destination
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don’t compliment me
compliment my work
what is the point if i’m nice and pretty 
if my work isn’t phenomenal or inspiring
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I gave you my heart filled with my trust 
while you were throwing knifes at my back
you called me your favorite
told me you would always be by my side
but you took the knife and twisted it until I was 
hollow
I used to look at you with the warmest of gazes
but you made a hole out of my love
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I’ll be quiet when you talk
but you are never when I do
I’ll care about your feelings
but you’ll always make mine about yourself
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it may not look like it to you
but I am trying my very best
I carry all this weight upon my shoulders 
while doing everything you do
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I cross oceans for people who wouldn’t jump 
over puddles for me
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if you look carefully
you’ll see that I carry a piece of everything I’ve 
ever loved
everyday, everywhere, always
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I am praying to a god I don’t believe in
take her pain away
give it to me
I’ll carry it
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to all the friends I’ve lost along the way
I’m sorry I didn’t try harder to keep in touch 
but I kept you in the caverns of my heart
in the objects I keep in my room 
in the pictures I refuse to delete on my phone
even when I don’t have any storage left
you’ll linger with me every step of the way until 
the end
even if you are unaware of it
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your mind is a hushed one way street 
while mine is a crossroad in a city
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It’s quiet. It sneaks up on you when you least 
expect it. Your chest starts to tighten, the sub-
tle act of breathing becomes harder than it has 
ever been before. The sound of the world out-
side your head and body starts to fade and you 
can’t focus on anything. The murmurs make 
you panic even more and your breathing quick-
ens. Tears may rise at the rim of your eyes, but 
you try your best to keep them back, because 
your worst nightmare is to look like what’s go-
ing on inside your head. You keep it hidden the 
best you can; you hide your hands under the 
table, keep the shaking out of sight and out of 
mind from the public. The cold sweat on your 
back starts to creep in and you feel that your 
clothes are actual clothes that touch your body. 
From the outside, you might look fine, but in-
side your head is a flood of panic and thoughts. 
You remember the things you’ve read online. 
5 things you can see. 4 things you can feel. 3 
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things you can hear. 2 things you can smell. 1 
thing you can taste. 

And eventually the panic sets. The tsunami 
waves become smaller and smaller until it 
calms down. But the destruction is still there, 
lingering over you like soft rain. You wish 
somebody would notice, but the fear of some-
one noticing is greater than your wants. 

Some of them are longer, more intense than 
others.

After bottling everything up for some time, 
the dam starts to break. At first it’s slow, a few 
cracks here and there. Then it just grows indef-
initely until the water is flowing out with an in-
tense pressure. Those are the times where you’ll 
think that you’re dying. After, you’re left feeling 
hollow. You have these giant, broken walls that 
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now feel empty. 

How do I make it stop? You ask me while gasp-
ing for air. To that I’ll answer what everyone 
else does. 1. 2. 3. 4. 5. But I won’t mean it. I’ve 
tried hundreds of ways to make it stop, but only 
the ones that hurt me more would silence the 
voices to relieve the pressure instantly.
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I’ve carefully crafted her
the person you see before you
the one that looks back at me in the mirror
I gave her hundreds of outfits to choose from
one for every pair of eyes in her life
I became obsessed with analyzing their reaction 
and resewing what didn’t enchant every aspect 
of their being
sometimes I sew the fabric to her skin
and it blends in so well that I don’t know 
the difference between the foundation and my 
creation                                                                         
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work quietly and let your art speak for you                                                                  

                                                               


