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About the Author

After a decade of suffering childhood SA and decades of suffering a severe autoimmune disorder, author J. A. Sennain decided to write the stories and emotions of having a painful disease, and crippling memories of the past. She writes feelings of being trapped from the world, and unable to progress through life. She writes passages of isolation, heartbreak, and desperation that come with life. These are collections written to help and to give a friend to those suffering in silence. Words of encouragement and understanding, to help those who need to know they are not alone.





Dedication

Orange is dedicated to my grandfather, who was the best father figure anyone could ask for.

And to Robert Bray, who believed in me, when I could not believe in myself.
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1. You Can Never Really Leave

I managed to leave that life behind me.




Hoping that they do not come my way again.


I did my best to keep away from them, away from their stories, touches, or grabs.


I used to say I wasn’t free.

Which I was not.

We were young when we got marked.

Owned by them forever.

Only a death could set us free.

For leaving; the punishment is death.

It is very difficult to hold on to pain.

I see him watching me as I am working.


On my desk writing, learning, analyzing words together.


He asks, “Can we meet so that we understand?”

The truth is, I do not want to understand.


I am not willing to offer peace after the years of war. They wished failure for me and nothing else.


They try, they fail, they always lose in the end.


Where is the nonsense, where are the stains, where are the breadcrumbs?

Listen, it is difficult to explain, but I know you will not like what you see or what you hear.

These traumas created by deceit, they are stone; unbending, but so very breakable.

So I move away, always hiding in fear, exhausted that one day they will come back for me.


Once you are in their games, you can never really leave.

You belong to them.

You are their slave.

Maybe you will get over these tears

But today is not that day.

Remember that the enemy feels a constant lack within.


It is not your burden to suffer traumas that do not belong to you.

They look at you in evil, as to comfort their awkward, backward thinking. They are not stable without corrupting all that they see more beautiful than them, weaker than them.



The more you do not think about the pain, the more it hurts. Face it head-on, and let the fire set you free.





2. Declaration

I see me in the open skies.

I look at you from a distance, I wish to be near you, but not so much as well, because I fear that I might interrupt your dreams and you mine. We talk under a coconut tree, and a date palm. You tell me a story of an encounter you had with a demon who tried to buy your soul, and I explain to you what a narcissist is. You feel better knowing it was foolish of you to take offense from someone so twisted. I show you my right hand and point to a broken place, you fix it from all your years as a healer.

See right now I feel my love is turning, I cannot control it. I fear I might be lying, but I am not a deceiver today. I am unaware of self-control. You see the many layers of fear still strangle peace. Hands shaking randomly, these night terrors, stop me from believing I can love someone.

You say to me there is a difference between the war in my mind, and the war that tries to separate us.

I believe that.

Faith is an option.

I choose to believe.

You are correct, I understand you.

You see, I have been working on myself, taking the time to figure things out. I am trying to define what I am after, I took my orange bike out into purple skies, came home when it was pitch black, bought ice cream knowing it was cold enough out for it to not melt on the way home.

I am not able to be here without losing my sanity. The deluded are all around. They are taking turns messing with the innocent. It is not like I am not trying. But I am someone my father does not understand. I am someone my mother cannot stand. I am riding my bike through the town. I used to have a best friend that I lost on Charleston Boulevard. I do not know if I can escape my inability to be myself, the ability to be someone else. I think all the trauma taught me to enjoy this suffering.

I fight to be me, so that when you cross my path you can love me for all the things I am.

So many are incapable of being there with me as I grow, they want a finished product without the chaos of growth.

I am chasing something I already have, I am chasing someone I already am.

I have doubts that you are not able to love me as I grow. As I fight for certainty.

I find doubt in my mind.

I have been trying to work on this, but I waste my time always finding a inadequacy .

You know the feeling of wasted talent.

Today was wasted on rushing for no reason. I feel no solid ground which is why I am running, hoping to somehow find a stable surface.

My ugly ways are messing with things I cannot control, banging my head against the wall because the sky is too far.

Breaking my fingers because they hurt when I write for too long.

Cutting off my hair because it is taking too long to grow.

Not watering my plant because I am scared it will die.

Not hugging my brothers because I love them too much.

Smiling too hard at deceptive people because I know they do not love me.

Ignoring those who care because I appreciate their worth.

Jumping into the deep end of the pool because I do not know how to swim.

Burning myself with a life not worth the risk.

Purposely not taking a breath because I do not want to suffocate.

Taking medicine when I do not feel pain.

Not taking any medicine when I am in pain.

Over the years the trauma has built a dysfunction within me. White is no longer white, black is no longer black.

Wrong is right, right is wrong, that is my dysfunction.

Every day, to be told that we are dreadful, that our bodies are disgusting, that our talents are childish, that our voices are harsh, that nothing we do will ever be enough. Rocks being thrown at us as we get told these vile words. How is anyone supposed to be normal after things such as this?

I have become irrational, I hope you do not leave before I get to fix the damages from yesterday.

I cannot show my beauty to enemies, I have to make evil believe I am dead inside.

You would believe after all these years I would have figured out my place. Same doubtful dreams I had a few years back. Maybe after all these years I have been doing what I am meant to be doing.

I Have been just lying to myself, these lies are beginning to crush these walls.

I want peace from feeling so ashamed of being regretful all the time.

Like falling down a rocky cliff and scratching myself every inch of the way.

I have so much fear that doubt will stop me from loving you fully.

Who am I?

I will not find you unless I find myself first.
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