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i embraced the crows instead 

 

i always wanted to be aurora,

beauty and grace;

desired and loved and woken

by a kiss of true love—

 

always hungered for the sort 

of love that happens in the fairy tales

with the happy endings rewritten

to be less scary,

 

i wanted to be aurora waiting

for her prince to save her;

delicate and soft and warm—

 

instead i have always been 

maleficent,

rejected and alone;

 

walking barefoot through the wood

powerful and mighty but wronged by

the men she dared to love and jaded

and blinded by jealousy and rage—

 

wild, fierce, and feral i could never

be aurora;

 

so i embraced the crows instead.

 


a faerie witch 

 

they always told me 

if i wanted prince charming,

that i would have to shed

pieces of myself;

 

i was too intimidating:

an ocean too deep, a forest too wild,

flowers too tangled, with wings that

beat too strong—

 

they wanted me to swallow myself down

and become aurora,

secretly it was what i wished as well;

 

but my heart was feral and my mind was

determined that i should be me 

no matter how difficult that was—

 

and i wasn't aurora like the blemish free

girls at school who walked in with their glittering

blue eyes and silky blonde coifs who were 

able to be vulnerable and cry and receive comfort,

 

i was the brown haired girl with her dark 

brown eyes who hated the blue eyed girls who mocked her;

 

for their eyes were no oceans or robin's eggs,

nothing profound or remarkable or lovely at all;

they were just blue and ugly as their souls—

 

but they declared me, maleficent, to be the monster;

 

me, the monster, when they were the ones

who wronged me; who always tore at my wings

demanding me be a princess instead of 

a faerie witch,

 

but i held onto my magic and i cast them aside—

 

i made a promise when they made a fool of my

need for love, my longing and yearning for companionship;

that i would not lose myself for a single soul nor 

would i ever surrender my magic. 

 

 

 


i knew i couldn't trust them 

 

i yearned to be aurora

because i thought it would be

easier, of more comfort;

 

to be loved, to be radiant, to be needed—

 

no one tells the truth about loneliness

how left unchecked too long it becomes

a comfort and a peace and you want

to drive everyone away simply to keep

yourself safe whilst still longing to be understood,

 

they will tell you that i am mean; distant, cold:

i can be—

 

yet they will never tell you of how i loved them,

and how they betrayed me and let me down

time after time until i had to decide to either 

abandon them or choose myself and so i trusted

instead in these wings and their power—

 

because i knew i couldn't trust them.

 

 


i'll impale you with my wounds 

 

hearts are such curious things, full of love and want and yearning; such wild and fierce things yet they can be broken so much that the garden becomes overgrown with thorns—once i was an open forest sharing all the spoils of my wildflowers, fruit, skies, creeks, and crows; but then they started coming in and taking everything even when i begged them to stop so i wouldn't lose every piece of myself—and so i leaned into my feral, my sharpness, and my talons; i cut them out of my forest and i kept them out because they could not love nor appreciate me the way i needed to be loved and appreciated—all my life i have been told i am too intense and too wild, but have they considered they're too tame? not all of us can be aurora, whose beauty can rival that of a goddess; who is grace and beauty and walks into a room and charms the captive audience with her arrival—some of us are rage, magic, and ruin; unwilling to surrender our magic or our chaos and ready to curse anyone who wrongs and slights us—because we were queens, too, before you called us monsters; but since you want us to lean into everything you hate about us that is what we've done—my wings have never betrayed me, people have; and yet i am the monster for not sharing myself to the world or opening my heart to those who simply seek to use me? no! i am far more powerful than you can even imagine, and should you venture into my forest uninvited; you will be devoured by the wild things here and i make no apologies—i could never figure out how to use your stupid little fancy system with the forks and spoons anyway, keep your crystal chalices; i'll impale you with my wounds.

 

 


every raven singing in these veins

 

i've always been different,

and before i knew it was a compliment,

i tried to wish it away;

 

wanted anything to be aurora instead

of being me—

 

but no matter how hard i tried,

they were so unkind;

and so i retreated to the forests instead—

 

for the trees have never insulted me,

and the creeks have never said i were

too much or asked me to swallow

myself down;

 

nature has always embraced me 

as i was and saw me for who i was—

 

she appreciates my magic and she appreciates

my ferals and my wilds, and she never expects me

to be anyone other than me;

 

so is it really a surprise that i snubbed their 

polite society? that i refused their crystal chalices,

their perfect little tea cups? their iron silverware that

i couldn't even use without burning myself?

 

no.

 

i abandoned them 

so i wouldn't leave behind myself 

or every raven that sings in these veins.

 

 


even if they'll never accept me 

 

i tried so hard to be aurora,

that i ignored what the universe

was trying to tell me;

 

perhaps not everyone needs

a prince or faerie godmothers to 

save them—

 

maybe some of us are strong enough

to save ourselves,

 

and our magic is a sacred gift

we shouldn't ignore

trying to be anyone else other than

who we are;

 

so now i trust in these wings 

and in the mythology of these bones—

 

i may not be able to be aurora,

but i can be me;

and there's something freeing in shedding

the expectations society thrusts upon you—

 

even if they'll never accept me, i am worthy as i am.

 

 


to rebuild my heart 

 

i so desperately

wanted their acceptance

i was willing to lose

my wings,

 

and i am glad to say

that never happened;

 

it hurt and wounded me, of course,

 

but losing my magic and myself

would've been worse than

anything i may have gained being

someone i was not—

 

and, sure, aurora is lovely;

but she isn't me and i am not her

we are both lovely in our own way—

 

i wish i had realized sooner 

my magic was worth knowing,

and i was worth all the love

i have always craved;

 

before i settled for all those stephans

that wanted nothing but to strip me

of my agency—

 

they can have the curses that bounce back

from the curse of their own black magic,

 

i will use my magic to rebuild my heart.
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