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			DEDICATION

			I dedicate this to the best friend I had the privilege of giving birth to, my daughter Olivia Jean.

		

	
		
			FOREWORD

			These poems are a collection and a reflection of my childhood, my tumultuous/illuminating relationship with my mother, my beautiful father, my blessing of a daughter, motherhood, love/loss, my cats or familiars (as I like to call them), my struggles with depression, thoughts, memories, observations, and things that I admire and have inspired me. I’ve written these poems throughout the years and they highlight the growth and development I’ve gone through both mentally and spiritually. This project was a therapeutic process and I hope to inspire others with my journey. It hasn’t always been a pretty journey, but it’s been an honest one.

		

	
		
			NOWHERE TO GO

			Dressed up in her pain,

			she rides the waves of her sorrow.

		

	
		
			THE ELEPHANT IN THE ROOM

			Mental illness doesn’t get addressed in the Filipino culture.

			I was always taught that if you keep yourself occupied

			then you’ll be fine.

			Mental illness being equated with having too much time on one’s hands.

		

	
		
			ME VS. I

			There are two people within me that constantly battle for superiority.

			the adult and the child version of myself. They both strive for the same thing

			Validation.

			Respect.

			The child who was never listened to,

			whose ideas managed to float away in an ocean of neglect.

			The adult who struggles with the confidence to speak up for what she believes in,

			especially when it goes against the status quo.

			The permissible space that was more of a fight to keep than to actually have from any sense of honour.

			That margin of space she wanted reserved for herself to express emotions and thoughts

			and although the adult version knows to let go of any attempts to avoid unnecessary confrontation,

			the child still fights to be heard.

			Unsatisfied and unyielding.

			The child with the balled-up fists and weak chest.

			The frustration that turned into random bouts of anger.

			The many times she ran away with no direction in mind,

			only that it was necessary to get away from the negativity.

			Times of excessive crying that were hidden from the world

			lay dormant to one day rise like a phoenix.

			In the adult whose heart had slightly hardened

			and the jaded eyes that had clouded over.

		

	
		
			SHORT-SIGHTED HEART

			We are all but victims of time,

			indiscriminate and fleeting.

			Such as it is,

			choices made are often regretted.

			When there was every chance to change the course,

			of every decision.

			Back when it mattered.

			Back when it had relevance.

			I regret so much that’s gone by.

			I wish I didn’t,

			but if I didn’t cling to these regrets,

			I fear and know

			time would greedily devour the things I once valued.

			Memory is already so elusive.

			To crystallize in my mind remnants of these past events,

			seems only fair.

			Let me pine for what was lost.

			Honour the ones I knew.

			These phantom visions will keep me company,

			this emptiness I feel.

		

	
		
			SHADOW BOXING

			It’s funny that I should find myself here,

			with you.

			The very person I’ve spent years trying to run away from.

			Because I wanted independence and a sense of individuality so badly,

			that I was willing to do virtually anything just to have a taste of it.

			That I should find myself here with you,

			walking in a deserted parking lot on a humid Saturday evening,

			and enjoying the quiet exchange between us.

			Which is an odd thing,

			since most of the time the air crackles with frenetic energy between us.

			And it wouldn’t be too much for me to admit that it’s nice,

			but it also makes me somewhat sad.

			To realize that I’ve now become that displaced person in the life of another,

			who runs from me.

			To gain their independence and a sense of individuality.

			That it’s come full circle,

			And it’s just us two, again.

			And then eventually,

			It will be just one.

		

	
		
			CONNECTIVE TISSUE

			You dig your claws into open wounds

			so, they don’t have a chance to heal.
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