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Introduction

​

When I sat down to reflect on what this poetry collection means to me, I imagined many sprouts of water pouring over my head. This imagery reminded me of all the influences and experiences that make me who I am as a person. I thought of things I have been through that have been uplifting and others who brought on trauma-induced emotions. This imagery is meant to represent mental health in a sense. The sprouts of water being our experiences, whether it be a positive or negative influence on our lives, and the seed being our mindset and what grows from that. I feel as if our minds are somewhat like seeds. Once I had an idea for ‘Begins the Seed’, I started by asking myself a couple of important questions. What do seeds need to thrive? What makes them flourish with growth? And what is the cause when they do not?

Water and sunlight are vital to growth when it comes to plant life. They prosper while beneath the soil if they have water and the proper nutrients. Once they rise above and break through the layers of soil, they then require sunlight to continue to be successful in their growth. The same could be said for humans. We need certain things to sustain our bodies, as well as our minds. Every situation or circumstance we face either hinders our growth or contributes to it. Our experiences play a role in our mental health and the way we cope and respond to the world. The environment we are in can encourage a pattern of growth or inhibit it. 

This collection is based on the idea that every individual has a seed within them. Anything from outside influences of peers, family, and even our own mind can either help us grow and blossom into who we were created to be, or it can harm us and send us spiraling into a dark place. The determining factor in the outcome is our perspective and willingness to seek help.  If we only receive or focus negativity, we will not grow, just like a seed will crumble and dry up before it breaches the soil if it isn’t fed with the proper nutrients. 

This book is about what feeds your soul and how different types of influences can impact an individual. This collection is my expression of pushing the boundaries that I have created with vulnerability and opening the door to the possibility of healing through writing. Many of these poems were written in the midst of what felt like chaos. Some were written after the initial trauma and are a reflection of what I remember feeling. Others were written once the healing began to settle.

There are a few poems that deal with potentially triggering topics or could be interpreted as such. Please read the Note From the Author page for more information. 

​​​​​​​​Dedication

​

This collection of poetry is dedicated to everyone who has shown me love, kindness, and support. Thank you for helping me through the devastating times and for keeping me humble when things are good.



​A note from the author:

––––––––
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Trigger/Content Warning:

Some poems in the contents of this book depict topics that may be sensitive, emotional or traumatic to the reader. This poetry collection contains mature themes including abuse, sexual abuse, trauma, grief, and suicide. Please read with care.

Dear Reader,

First and foremost, thank you. There comes a certain vulnerability when writing poetry. You are opening your heart to share with others personal experiences and emotions. It’s never easy to let the world into your personal space, especially after experiencing trauma or heartbreak. This collection of poetry is full of my own experience; good and bad. I want you to know upfront before you read these poems that some might invoke unwanted feelings or may be a trigger. I say this because there are some poems, especially in the first chapter Avalanche, that deal with sexual assault, trauma, depression, and abuse. There are many people who have experienced these things that may not be ready to read about it. If you fit into that category, please avoid this chapter until you are at a point in your healing that you can handle it without invoking distress or anxiety. If you are currently in one of these situations I want to encourage you to reach out and find help. I put these poems at the beginning of the collection so that once you finish you will be left with a sense of hope rather than sadness. 
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I put my heart and soul into this poetry collection. Poetry and art have always been an outlet for emotions and have been a way of healing in many ways. I find comfort in writing and poetry allows me to release my inner thoughts and feelings in a safe and healthy way. Some of the poems in this collection were written years ago, and some recent. Everyone has their own perspective, and you may find that some of these poems resonate with you and your own personal experience. If you enjoy any part of this book or if it helps you in any way, I want to encourage you to leave a review and let me know your thoughts and feelings. This is new territory for me, and I am allowing myself to be vulnerable and showing sides to me that I’ve never fully shown before. The important thing I hope you can take away from this is that it’s okay to be vulnerable and open about your experiences. Part of the healing process is speaking up about what you have gone through.  I understand how difficult it can be, because I have been there. The most important thing is your safety. If you need someone to talk to please refer to the resources at the back of the book. 

Please be kind. 

Thank you.

-Kimberly
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1

You see a smile

On occasion my insecurities show in the form of nervous laughter and "It's fine" 

"It's fine' I say again as my heart pounds beneath my chest

Sweat becomes my inspiration to walk away because I fear you will smell my defeat 
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Tip toe

Eggshells 

and broken glass

My ability to sneak unnoticed

does not go unnoticed

​3

I came to see the light of the moon across the night sky

Instead, I saw your face in the rain

I couldn’t tell if you were crying or 

if the rain stained your face

But I knew...

As the clouds parted ways 

I saw tears streaming down your face

And I knew, I knew

I could relate to you.

I’ve seen those eyes in my own reflection; a simple girl falling into the deception of a stranger's hands.

A moment of weakness when my mouth became mute with fear and ‘no’ was impossible to utter. 

When hot showers could rinse away the dirt upon my skin, but not the guilt or filth I felt for letting a stranger into my world burning it to ash

I can still feel the fingertips that seem to never leave my flesh.  

My brokenness in that moment of shame became me.

I can relate to those eyes

. Hot showers won’t wash away the pain, instead the trauma lingers deep within leaving us broken. 

Though we are resilient beings and can conquer literally anything, yet somehow grief still stains the skin upon our cheeks in the form of tears.

It catches us in moments when we least expect it to show its gnarly face and thrushes us into a downward spiral of loneliness and sadness.

I can relate to you. 

I opened my heart to you and you yours to mine, we clung to what made us the same and held each other's hands still wet from the rain. 

Our words became mist in the air until eventually there were no words for our shared experiences.

We held each other tightly and unwound every emotion as the moon branded us with wholeness. 

In that moment we became one and found a power within ourselves neither of us had known before. It was our ability to open the deepest parts of ourselves and share wounds that we thought may never fully heal that brought us healing. 

We took back our power and our worth as we shared with each other; our willingness to speak up words previously unspoken. 

This is where the healing commenced within our souls and we became whole once more. 
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I know this feeling all too well

As it swells up like a rock in the back of my throat. 

I hold back the tears because I'm supposed to be strong...

I'm supposed to be better than this.

The minutes turn to frozen hours as the day teases me with pain.

I can't breathe as the nausea floats above my stomach and reaches my throat. 

This debilitating madness has taken over and I can't focus on healing when my body drains every effort to push through the day.

I know it will pass, eventually. 

But in the moment when I am weak with suffering my mind takes half of the beating and I can't heal. 

​


​5

Glazed over

Soft

Sad eyes

You are not alone in your sadness

​​6

Wolf

With your snarling teeth 

hidden behind a smile

​​7

I cringe at the touch

Of a strangers knuckles, and

My throat is on fire

I cling to the breath that leaves my lips

And I feel anger and deaths desire

To steal from me

The joy I earned

​​8

Molded

Into this form

I didn’t choose it

But I am forged

In flesh that carries 

The weight on it’s back

I’m still discovering my own self-worth

As I carry this load 

That I never asked for


9

You crease your eyes 

When you smile 

As you lie 

And Here I am A fool who knows

But still holds hope for us

​​10

Blood on my lip

Biting down to forget 

While I’m suspended in this moment

My head aches 

I can feel my body throbbing

While I’m on my knees

I can’t keep this up, if I do I might vomit

It doesn’t matter

He doesn’t care

He got what he wanted

As he finishes and I pull out a clump of hair from my head

I lied and pretended that I wanted it too, but I









[image: ]


​11











​12








​​13












14











15













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
og)eg&%d/ t/e /<

e

A Collection of @ogﬁzg
Kmberly Grigg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
Begind the

A Coottection of Fvetry
Hntberty Tiigy





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





