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​THE KILLERS THAT YOU LOVED FOR ME
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(~4,000-word poem — Part I)

I.
The killers that you loved for me
were already waiting in the doorway,
half-dressed in sorrow,
half-lit by the trembling lamps of a life
that we never learned to hold.
Their shadows flooded the floor,
spilled like ink from a wound in the earth,
and you—God, you—
you told me they were saints in another language,
saviors in another story,
the kind of men who bleed for the sky
and call it devotion.
I never believed you.
I couldn’t.
Because every time you looked at them
your eyes burned with that terrible,
holy,
heartless kind of wanting
that ruins the quiet minds of weaker souls.
And I was weak.
I was weaker than you ever knew.
II.
God, I hated you for this.
For the way you made them beautiful.
For the way you dressed their violence
in forgiveness
like a mother tucking in a feverish child
pretending the shivers were a blessing.
You called their footsteps music,
you called their knives instruments,
you called their rage a hymn
that only you were pure enough to hear.
And yet,
when the air split with thunder
and the roof shook itself awake,
you hid your face in my chest
as if I could stop them,
as if my body—already breaking—
could be the wall
between your heart
and the ruin you invited in.
III.
The angels ran away the night it happened.
They didn’t fly, they fled—
wing-tips dragging,
halos dimmed like dying candles.
They muttered that the world
had snapped its own spine,
that love had grown teeth
and forgot the taste of mercy.
But you didn’t chase them.
You didn’t call out.
You only watched them vanish
as if their departure
were merely another scene
in the long, delirious play
you kept writing inside your bones.
I think that was the moment
I realized you worshipped endings.
You adored collapse.
You cradled devastation like a child
and kissed its forehead.
I hated you for that too.
IV.
Still—
I followed you.
I followed you into the hall
where the killers waited,
their hands trembling with restrained storms,
their eyes gleaming like prophets
who had stared too long
into the molten heart of God.
They knew you.
They knew your secrets,
carved from the soft bark of childhood,
buried under years of unspoken grief.
They knew me too.
They knew how I loved you,
how I tried to hold you gently
in a world that worshipped breaking.
And they smiled.
That was the worst of it.
They smiled
as if love were a game
and death the only prize worth winning.
V.
You told me to forgive them.
You begged me to.
You said their sins were written
long before their bodies learned to breathe,
long before their hearts
fell down the long staircase of living
and shattered into the shapes
we now call men.
But you didn’t see
how my hands shook.
You didn’t see
how my voice tore itself open
trying to form the words
that could make sense
of so much ruin.
You didn’t see
that forgiveness is a house
without doors,
and once you’re inside,
there’s no leaving.
VI.
But I followed you anyway,
because your sadness
was a kingdom I wanted to heal,
and your voice—
even when soaked in lies—
was a lantern swinging in the fog,
pulling me forward,
forward,
forward still.
I didn’t know then
that love can be a corridor without end,
a hallway built from mirrors
where every reflection
is a version of yourself
you never meant to meet.
And behind each mirror,
quiet and patient,
your killers walked beside me
like forgotten gods
listening for a prayer
I didn’t dare speak aloud.
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​THE REASON THAT SHE DIED INSIDE OF MY MIND

​god loved me but i needed your heart, leave me alone
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(~4,000-word poem — Part I)

I.
The reason that she died inside of my mind
was not the winter,
nor the way the sky broke open
when the last light of evening
fell like an injured animal
into the arms of the horizon.
It wasn’t the storms
that carved their initials
into the soft wood of my memory,
nor the long nights
where silence pressed its cold hands
against the windows of my heart.
It wasn’t even her voice—
that trembling, fading thing—
calling out my name
like a prayer
God had forgotten to answer.
No.
It was something smaller, quieter,
a seed of grief
that sprouted in the dark
long before I understood
that love can rot
even while it blooms.
II.
She died inside of my mind
because I was the wrong kind of sanctuary,
a house with walls
made of borrowed hope,
a roof stitched together
from desperate promises
spoken at 3 a.m.
when the world is too fragile
to carry truth.
I told her I could hold her.
I told her I could be the place
where her sorrow came to rest.
God loved me—
I knew that,
somewhere beneath the rubble—
but I needed her heart
more than salvation,
more than breath,
more than the quiet mercy
that even heaven offers the broken.
I clung to her
the way dying men cling to warmth,
knowing the fire burns
but kneeling to it anyway.
III.
God loved me,
but I was made of longing,
stitched from the frayed edges
of every dream
I never learned to let go.
He whispered into my bones
that grace was enough,
that the world still turned
even when I couldn’t feel it—
but His voice was not hers.
His light was not the fragile glow
in her tired eyes.
His comfort was not the trembling
in her hands
when she reached for me
as if I were something
worth holding onto.
And so I made a god of her,
placed her on an altar
carved from the remains
of my forgotten childhood,
and bowed my head
to the soft weight
of her imagined divinity.
How could she survive that?
IV.
She died inside of my mind
because I loved too fiercely,
the way storms love the coastline—
with teeth,
with hunger,
with the aching desire
to touch everything
and leave nothing untouched.
I gave her the parts of me
that should have stayed buried,
the haunted corridors,
the rooms with locked doors,
the memories that echo
like footsteps in an abandoned house.
And she—
gentle, trembling,
already half-ghost herself—
tried to carry them,
tried to lift the weight
of a heart so heavy
it dragged her down
into the undertow of my silence.
She never surfaced.
Not really.
V.
I whispered,
stay with me,
but she slipped deeper,
her breath dissolving
into the cold blue fog
between what we wanted
and what we were.
I told her
I needed her heart—
not her smile,
not her warmth,
not her trembling laughter
that cracked open the nights
like a thin sheet of glass—
but her heart,
the core of her being,
the pulse that kept her alive
even when the world
was too sharp to touch.
But hearts
are not things to take.
And love
is not a vessel
meant to be drained.
She gave until she broke,
and I held the pieces
like relics
of a saint
I never deserved.
VI.
Leave me alone,
I begged the silence.
Leave me alone,
I begged the memories.
Leave me alone,
I begged the God
who loved me
but would not take away
the shadow of her absence.
But grief has its own logic,
its own hands,
its own cruel devotion.
It sits beside you
like a ghost with warm breath,
whispering truths
you don’t want to hear.
She is gone.
She is gone.
She is gone.
But she is everywhere.
In the hollow of night,
in the bruise of morning,
in the echo of every question
that has no answer.
She died inside my mind
but refused to leave its ruins.
VII.
I walk through the corridors
where her memory lingers,
the dim-lit places
where sorrow keeps vigil.
The wallpaper peels
like old scars;
the floorboards groan
beneath the weight
of a story
I no longer want to tell.
Her laughter trembles
from behind closed doors,
and when I open them
there is nothing—
only dust
and the slow, aching heartbeat
of a house
that still remembers
how to miss her.
I try to forget.
I try to bury her
beneath new mornings,
new lights,
new promises—
but even the brightest dawn
carries her shadow
as if the sun itself
is loyal to her ghost.
VIII.
She died inside of my mind
because I never learned
how to live without her,
and she knew it.
She saw the wound in me
long before I felt it open.
She saw the way
I held her
like a man clutching
the last rope on a cliff—
not out of love alone,
but fear,
raw and trembling.
She knew
that her departure
would kill the parts of me
that needed her most.
And yet,
in the cruelest mercy,
she left anyway.
Not in body,
but in light—
her glow dimming,
her soul retreating,
her voice fading
into the narrow dark
between goodbye
and forgiveness.
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