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Title: How I See You
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.And your laugh is as bright as the sun...

In rhyme, whispering, breezing—

It lifts the dust of ordinary days

And sets my worried spirit easing.
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It shimmers like a summer field,

Golden, wild, and free—

A sound that teaches weary hearts

How light is meant to be.
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Your joy breaks through the shadows,

A lantern in the storm—

A warmth that pulls the coldest nights

Back into something warm.
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So laugh, love, live out loud—

Keep shining, never dim.

For even the sky leans down to hear

That bright, unbroken hymn.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Title: Elevator That Skip Your Floor
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The elevator arrives with a sigh—

a soft metallic breath

like opportunity whispering through a crack,

too thin to hold, too quick to catch.
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Its doors part for everyone else.

They glide open like polished futures,

closing before I can lift a hand,

before my shadow even reaches the threshold.
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My floor remains unlit—

a ghost level,

a space the world forgets to remember.

And I stand there anyway,

pressing the button with the stubbornness

of someone who refuses to accept “not today.”
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I’ve watched chances pass me

like strangers who nearly recognize my face,

then turn away,

unsure if I’m the one they were supposed to meet.

Close enough to taste the timing,

never close enough to claim it.
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Sometimes I hear a soft laugh between the floors—

fate teasing me with its fickle timing,

as if destiny misplaced my address

and never bothered to correct the error.
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But let me tell you this—

I stay in the hallway.

I stay with my back straight,

chin set,

heart steady as a drum calling a storm.
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Because one day,

that elevator will shudder, groan,

and stop on a floor it always forgot.

Mine.
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When those doors slide open—

I won’t step in.

I’ll stride in,

like I own the cables,

like every missed moment

was sharpening me for arrival.
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And the world will realize

I wasn’t waiting on opportunity.

Opportunity was trying to grow into something

big enough to hold me.
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Until then,

I wait with the patience of a mountain,

listening for the chime

that finally says—

your turn.
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Title: Through My Eyes
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I don’t see you like the bright world does—

all surface stories, noise, and buzz.

My darkness keeps their mirrors mute,

and leaves me only what is true... and you.
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I learn you slowly, breath by breath—

the way your sighs confess your depth,

the softness breaking in your voice

when you’re pretending you had a choice.
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I don’t know colors, not your face,

but I know your soul, its shape, its pace—

how it leans toward me when you’re scared,

how it stands tall when life’s unfair.
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I feel the tremble you try to hide,

the weight of storms you hold inside.

Your heartbeats tell me what you won’t say—

I hear the tears you wipe away.
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And oh—your laughter...

I can’t see its spark,

but it warms my world when I’m walking dark.

It sounds like something fighting through,

like hope reborn because of you.
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Your beauty isn’t something drawn;

it isn’t morning, dusk, or dawn.

It’s every secret pain you faced,

every broken thing you still embrace,

every time you loved again

when the world gave you no reason when.
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A photo can’t speak truth to me,

a mirror lies too easily—

but I know you in the truest way

because I feel what others sway.
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So don’t ask how you look to me;

ask who you are when you breathe free.

For I have known you by your ache,

your courage, every risk you take.

––––––––
[image: ]


And though my eyes refuse the light,

you’re the one thing I see just right—

the love I trace in whispered air,

the woman found when none were there.
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I love you deeper than the day—

not by your face, not by the way

you walk, or move, or turn, or stand...
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I love you
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Title: TOXIC LOVE LEAVES GRAVES
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A toxic love will hollow you

and call the damage “care.”

It steals the air right from your lungs

then blames you gasping there.
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It teaches you to hate yourself

in ways you never knew,

to swallow every insult

like the pain was made for you.
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You dim your light to keep them calm,

you break to keep them whole;

you barter pieces of your heart

until you can’t recall your soul.
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You try to love them gentle

but they only love you rough;

you beg for something softer

but your begging’s never enough.
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They twist your words to weaponry,

your silence into guilt;

you carry all the rubble

from the house their anger built.
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You wake up lonely next to them,

your spirit bruised and numb;

and the saddest part is knowing

you forgot what you’ve become.
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You blame yourself for bleeding

from the cuts their hands designed,

and you call it love because

the hurt rewired your mind.
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Heartbreak ain’t a moment —

it’s a slow, corrosive grind

that poisons all your memories

and devours you from behind.
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But here’s the cruelest truth of all:

when toxic love is through,

you mourn the person you once were

more than you ever mourn them, too.
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You rise — yes — but with ashes

stitched in everything you do;

you heal, but never perfect,

because they left a bruise

that knew your name

far better than they knew you.
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Title: The Night Is Darkest Before The Dawn
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The night is darkest before the dawn,

When every star feels bruised and gone,

When shadows climb the walls we built,

And every heartbeat drips with guilt.
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It’s here the world goes still and cold,

Where broken dreams grow sharp and bold,

Where whispered fears become a roar—

A storm we’ve weathered times before.
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But even as the dark expands,

And claws like fate around our hands,

The sky remembers how to rise,

How light breaks open wounded skies.
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For dawn comes slow, then all at once—

A lesson carved for weary fronts:

That suffering bows before the sun,

And every ending births a run.
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We rise from nights that left us scarred,

From battles fought when breathing’s hard,

From silence heavy as a stone,

From feeling lost, outmatched, alone.
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Yet still we lift our tired heads,

Step out from fear’s abandoned threads,

And watch the horizon crack and glow—

A promise every fighter knows.
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Because the dark is never king;

It’s just a thief without a ring.

And though it tries to claim our name,

It burns to ash beneath the flame.
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So hold your line. Stand firm. Stay strong.

You’ve walked the night—you’ll greet the dawn.

For every soul that’s nearly gone

Returns reborn, rebuilt, redrawn.

––––––––
[image: ]


And when the sun climbs up again,

You’ll know why shadows never win:

The night is darkest just before  The light breaks open heaven’s door.
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Title: Mother
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My children are the pulse beneath my skin,

the holy fire, the fiercest kin.

If danger dares to cross their line—

I swear, you’re stepping out of time.
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I’m gentle ’til I smell a threat,

then all my mercy turns to debt.

A mother’s love is soft and warm...

but cross my blood—

and you meet my storm.
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I’ve walked through hell with bare feet on,

raised them through nights that felt too long.

So hear me once—don’t make me twice:

for them, I am the final price.
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If wicked hands or twisted eyes

ever try to plot their lies,

I’ll rise from shadows, cold and slow—

the kind of wrath you’ll never know.
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I don’t throw warnings in the breeze;

my promises drop men to their knees.

For them, I’d tear the sky apart,

a wildfire born of a mother’s heart.
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I’ll hunt you silent.

I’ll hunt you sure.

My justice sharp,

my vengeance pure.
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You’ll think the night itself has teeth,

and feel the darkness underneath.

For when it comes to protecting mine—

I cross the line,

then redefine.
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So mark my words, remember this:

a mother’s love is not a kiss.

It’s blood and bone

and God’s own spine.
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And if you ever touch my children?

You’re not just done—

you’re mine.
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​Title: Candles in the Daylight(A metaphorical poem about unseen efforts)
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I burned like a candle in the daylight—

steady, stubborn, soft with flame,

doing work nobody praised,

holding shadows back

while the sun took all the credit.
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My light wasn’t loud,

it didn’t crackle like fireworks

or scream for a spotlight.

It simply existed—

a small, loyal glow

standing guard

over people who never noticed

the heat on my hands.
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I melted anyway.

Wax dripping like hours spent,

like prayers whispered,

like favors done in silence

so someone else could shine.
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Funny thing about daylight—

it blinds more than it reveals.

People see brightness everywhere

and swear they did it on their own.
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But some of us know the truth:

the sun didn’t keep the room warm—

the candle did.

Quiet. Patient. Steady.

Giving itself away

one inch at a time.
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And when the night finally fell?

Oh, they reached for me then—

hands fumbling in the dark,

searching for the light

they never bothered to thank

when they had it.
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But by then,

I had learned something sacred:

A flame doesn’t need applause to be fire.
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