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Aisha  Mercedes

Author’s Note

Apocalypse is not the end of the world, it’s the unveiling of the soul, it is the collapse of illusions, the resurrection of truth, and the fire that purifies what pain once claimed. Every poem within these pages stands between heaven and hell, where faith bleeds and love survives its own destruction.

This book was not written to save, but to reveal,to strip the divine from its silence, to question forgiveness, and to expose the fragile beauty of those who still believe while breaking.It is my personal revelation,the fall, the fire, and the light that remains.

A big thanks to all the readers for finding me here,at the end of all the things,where endings are only beginnings in disguise.

With esteem and respect 

Mercedes


	
	
	
	

	I loved in silence
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I loved in silence

While shouting out a name,

I wrote through smiles,

While crying on this poem. 
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I draw long verses 

When being short of letters,

I craft a future 

That I regret it later.
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I scream my mourning,

While deaf it was my soul,

I won desires 

And then I lost them all.
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I run my dreams 

To last over the days,

Polished the sun 

And led it far astray. 
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I smoke my pain

Like a healthy cigar,

And guide my heart

Through the rhythm of an old guitar. 
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I freeze my blood

While boiling in despair, 

Set free, my worries,

And then sort them in pairs.
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I live for a living 

On a survival mode,

Denying rules

While respecting no code.
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A dear lunatic

A stranger to this world,

I'll accompany myself

Only to get observed. 

I Give Life to Life
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I give life to life, yet I feel I decay,

The perfide sands steal my hours away.

Empty illustrations are given in trade,

They banish my summer, while in winter, I fade.
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I give a chance to fate, yet it leaves me behind,

Jealous, it severs my voice when I cry.

I shout out my pain, but it's deaf to my kind,

I beg for justice where mute falsehoods lie.
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I give rein to dreaming, yet sleep will not come,

A lifetime awake, though by slumber, struck dumb.

At midnight, I harvest the stars from a tree,

The moon smiles gently and I feel I’m me.
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I give course to love, let it hurt once again,

Intense and sadistic, a sweet, final pain.

I heal it in secret of yet a new scar,

Then it vanishes, leaving me emptier far.
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I give time to hope, let it slowly be born,

I banish the silence, call thoughts that are torn.

Desires revived, and a longing that burns,

I lie to myself with the whispers I learn.
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A jester of fate, the queen of my stage,

I wear life’s masks in this cage of age.

My false smile remains as my only friend,

When the curtain falls, time asks time for its end.

Behold, a Memory Weeps

––––––––
[image: ]


Behold, a memory weeps in tune,

On hazel branch beneath the moon,

From fortune’s twisted, broken leaves,

Foretelling hope the new year weaves.
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While crows are singing on the coast,

Through icy lines of longing’s ghost,

So passes winter, chased once more,

By herald flight of one lone stork.
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A messenger of springtime fair,

He wanders east through rising air,

And nests upon my doorway still,

A thought torn free from sunset’s will.
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The grass now stirs with lazy cheer,

Among the thorns where roses sear,

The streamlet laughs in stories told,

Long ribbons whispered, bright and bold.
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And nature joins, a flute of wood,

To heal faint hopes misunderstood.

They’re scattered, blown by winds that soar,

Like ashes lost forevermore.
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It wakes the passions, heavy, deep,

Locked in my soul, where secrets sleep.

The key was thrown, no longer whole,

From the old chest of dreams untold.
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I stumble on your face I see,

Through chestnut forest haunting me,

Till next year’s winter comes to stay,

Another line of years decay.
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When each short moment feels a year,

Destroyed by longing’s weight severe,

I write yet one more poetry,

Along life’s endless path for me.

Heart in Rust
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You’ve grown old before your time,

And you say you feel unwell,

But it’s rust upon your spirit,

Not a sickness, none can tell.
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To be healed there is no hurry,

Life is heavy, fate is tough,

For the rust is far more gentle

Than a tear of grief enough.
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Welded heart with bars of sorrow,

From a weight that won’t release,

Your alchemy runs backward,

Turning gold to grains of peace.
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On your wound there is no blemish,

Only medals of a war,

Veteran of fate’s own target,

Shooting arrows toward more.
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Guillotines of past emotions

Mark your brow with iron trace,

Regrets cut down, cold dreams silenced,

Time has slain them without grace.
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You seem weaker, and it hurts me,

That you yield and bow so fast,

Yet you torture hopes still burning,

On a soul warped up on dust.
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You’re an autumn, dearest heartbeat,

Rusty tones but calm and fair,

Still you dream of brighter mornings

Breaking through the clouds of care.
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And despite the world’s derision

You keep beating, slow but true,

I will bet on years still waiting

And my poet’s spirit too.
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I will cleanse with gentle fingers

Every trace of rust away,

So you’ll walk renewed beside me

Through the years that choose to stay.

Two Years
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"Hello, I am lost between the years,

While I kept looking for a sign,

And I don't know how much has passed,

I am old, and broken is my hourglass.
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Hello, so many things unspoken

Are left behind us and upfront,

I'll dare to ask you if you're open

To give a chance an antidote.
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Hello, we've missed so many hours,

While our minutes just flew by,

So many dreams with wings cut open

Are lying down alive to die.
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Hello, it's me, the eternal stranger,

Yet you still know me at my worst,

I am back, regretting my wrong choices,

Broken by fate, I'll pay  the costs."
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Those were his words tattooed on a letter,

With dancing rhymes, almost he got her,

But when she wanted to reply,

The sender's name was just a lie.
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A lie that came from a deep truth,

Young in his years, broken at root,

A traveler in the world of fate,

Her eternal stranger, deep regret.

Once upon the time 

––––––––
[image: ]


He met her in a silence that burned louder than words,

And left her in the echoes that ripped her heart’s thin cords.

She waited for the morning that never truly came,

And every time she smiles, her tears always complain.
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She hides her storm in laughter, disguising all her pain,

She dances among her shadows and keeps her faith restrained.

She whispers to the moon, “Don’t tell them what I’ve lost,”

The moon, it whispers back, “Your love is burning frost!”
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The stars began to tremble, ashamed of what they’ve heard,

Two souls, a tyrant ending, misplaced in a cruel world.

Yet somewhere in their silence, redemption softly stirred,

On a predicted ending, when the ending wasn’t near.
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They carved their names in shadows where time forgot to care,

Two hearts inseparable, but one, coward to dare.

He watched her fade in daylight, while midnight held her stare,

And silence wrote their requiem, with grief beyond repair.
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She waited for a sign, while silence was along,

Kept dreaming and still hoping, kept time under a stop.

Her faith became a whisper, her courage turned to drop,

Yet love refused to vanish, and hung her with a knot.
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The mirror kept her secrets, reflecting what she’s not,

A ghost of all her choices, in dreams she once forgot.

He may return one day, or maybe he may not,

Yet she believes in love, when love is all she’s got.

My Muse
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I found you in a heartbeat that never meant to last,

And loved you like tomorrow could rewrite the broken past.

I kept you in my present and stole you from your dust,

Today we are two stagers, no question left to ask.
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Reviving parody is our path of lust,

I'll lose you while I find you, when love has got no trust.

We dance on broken mirrors, reflecting what we’re not,

And trade our pain for moments that time has not forgot.
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The music has no rhythm, but you imitate a waltz,

While we’re stepping on thorns and bleeding our last .

The stage remains in silence, no clapping from the crowd,

Just echoes of forgiveness we never said out loud.

––––––––
[image: ]


I wish I were a clown so I could laugh at fate,

I’d dare to be a painter, to draw my deep regret.

As far as I will go, ghosting a longing memory,

As near I’ll find it staring, it lives inside of me.

––––––––
[image: ]


But in the meantime, I'll write you a sad verse,

I am just a speechless poet, richest in controverse.

I'll paint, I'll write, I'll sing, I'll drink ,even the ink,

For one last chance in love, I'll swim, I'll drown, I'll sink.
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And if will be to rest your feelings on my path,

I'll open wide my door, and steal them all, in part.

I'll puzzle all your wounds and stitch them with long care,

I'll wait just for approval, and after I will dare.
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I am a coward, you are a coward, and out of cowardice,

Two hearts remain estranged, and afterlife accomplices.

Be brave and I'll be the same, your partner in crime,

If loving is a murder, let's kill it with a rhyme.

Adept
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You left before the sunrise

Had time to paint your name,

And shadows learned to whisper

The sound that I became.
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The phantoms of my fears 

Were closing gates of faith,

And on my happy smile,

I drew a deep regret.
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I cried while I was laughing,

My pain became a joke.

I built my soul with worries,

From promises on stroke.
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I burned the map to nowhere,

To walk the same old road,

And carried all my endings

In letters never wrote.
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I dream during the day,

While skipping through my nights,

I light my path with darkness,

And blind each hope of light.
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My corpse, it was an altar,

Your words, a melody,

An anthem of deep longing,

Of love and jealousy.
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You prayed upon my silence,

I bled within your art,

And every line you whispered

Rewrote my broken heart.
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Your voice was my religion,

And I became adept,

While asking God forgiveness,

That He could not accept.
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So I forgave myself 

For sins I didn’t choose,

And wore my shame like armor,

Baptized in wine and bruise.
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I'll cut all ties with hope,

Your love is blasphemy.

And slash my soul ripped open,

To live in agony.
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I do deserve the bleed,

But not from your rusty blade.

I was just like an Eve,

But you were just a snake.

Amen 
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The night undressed the silence

And laid it on my chest,

I kissed the edge of nothing

And finally found my rest.
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When nothing is my all,

And all becomes my nothing,

I’ll dare to hope, to dream,

And to believe in something.
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If silence is a kingdom,

Then I shall wear its crown,

A ruler of delusion ,

Where dreams refuse to drown.
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If spikes of words and fear

Have built my throne of hope,

I’ll sit and bleed my worries,

And find my pain a scope.
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And when the dawn will find me,

Still loyal to the night,

I’ll greet her with my scars,

As proof I’ve learned to fight.
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A knight without an armor,

I’ll reign over my faith.

While losing my religion,

I’ll find my God
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