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			To my family, for supporting me and encouraging me in every way possible.
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			lust over love

		


			does the outside matter, when the inside is adequate?

			are words more important than the touching of hands on a summer evening?

			to the teenage boy, it seems it is not.

			hourglass figures, ticking time bombs, temporary lust, never seeing love.

			spurring slurs of lies just to get to see your shape.

			they would rather see hips and waist than look you in your face.

			the good ones never feel enough when they are all the world needs.

			the only difference is that we’re not easy and are not a sleaze.

			all we want is to give you love, hold you high, give you above and beyond.

			but you like the touch, the feeling.

			you choose lust over love,

			every

			single

			time.

			-03/03/2020

		


		
		


			charity

		


			you use your words like you’re giving to charity.

			you spit them all out, although you never show you’re there for me.

			you compliment me like the world is ending.

			but you have enough time to break my heart again and again.

			you look at me with those eyes like i am the first beauty you’ve ever seen.

			i don’t feel special when you look like that at other people besides me.

			you think you’re giving to charity

			when you’re just putting me into debt.

			you think i don’t see all the things you do when i’m looking the other way.

			i don’t need you.

			i don’t need your fake charity.

			but i still cash in your checks

			at the bank on a rainy, melancholy day.

			-03/03/2020

		


		
		


			prove it.

		


			she thinks it was a mistake that she chose you to be on her mind.

			she knows it was a mistake to give her all to you when she knew you would leave.

			she knew that it was temporary; she still fought for your love.

			prove her wrong.

			prove to her that you’ll stay. 

			prove to her that you’ll be there for her every day.

			listen to her cries and her chaotic life.

			prove to her that you won’t break her.

			you see… she’s already broken.

			maybe not from your words or hands, but she’s broken.

			you used elmer’s glue to try to fix her.

			she was broken again, but with the remains of your lies always stuck to her broken pieces.

			one day, that girl will find someone with glue.

			one day, she will have

			support.

			love.

			a person to try and mend her demolished heart.

			-03/03/2020

		


		
		


			honey

		


			sweet like honey,

			you’re stuck in my head. 

			you stick to my cloudy mind.

			you may be sugary,

			but too much of you is lethal.

			dripping are your words of artificial sugar,

			dropping into my ears,

			covering my senses with lies.

			you’re made of wax,

			so smooth and delicate,

			but fake. unreal.

			i could cure my sweet tooth with any other candy.

			but i choose your artificial honey,

			the delicious facade of being loved.

			oh, how annoying the stick of your love is to my unknowing heart.

			-03/24/2020

		


		
		


			eggshell

		


			i pushed everyone away to be close to you.

			i forgot about the laughs i had with others and invested all my love into you.

			now you are gone.

			i sit alone every day, and i go to sleep alone every night.

			i now realize how stupid it all was.

			all the times we had together were fake.

			fake laughs, plastic smiles, backstabbing lies.

			now one year later, i sit alone.

			i gaze at my eggshell white ceiling, with thick, hot tears rolling down my face.

			my chest rises heavily, my breath taken away.

			i realize that nobody thinks of me, remembers me, or wants me.

			i fall asleep another night, waking up to another silent day.

			-04/21/2020

		


		
		


			silent

		


			everything is always silent.

			no other voices asking me about my day.

			no other laughs, telling me my favorite joke.

			no other cries, comforting me in my darkest moments.

			i turned my ringer on silent.

			i didn’t check my notifications.

			i ignored the people who cared,

			to the extent that they forgot.

			they stopped checking in.

			they stopped caring.

			and now i regret ever shutting them out.

			-04/21/2020

		


		
		


			fairytale

		


			life is not a fairytale; problems are not being resolved on repeat.

			the world is not candyland, with princes bowing down to your feet.

			it’s not always sunshine, as clouds frequently cover up the sun.

			there are no family tea parties, or friends having endless fun.

			it all ends eventually, and all entities die sometime.

			you don’t always have people in your corner, and you don’t always have people on your side.

			you don’t have a magical fairy to make life great, but you have beer and devil’s dust to make you forget.

			don’t think about the rainbows; you can never reach the end.

			and after you solve one problem, they will eventually start again.

			-05/08/2020

		


		
		


			temporary fullness

		


			i went from nothing to everything.

			i went from silence, to laughs, to cries, to not falling apart.

			i went from being okay with loneliness to always craving more.

			the minutes increase on how much i think of you.

			it went from empty, to full of love, laughter, and happiness.

			as i know it’s temporary, i won’t call this my new.

			i will call it my short-term fullness.

			of when i felt enough.

			of when i felt needed.

			of when i knew i was on someone’s mind.

			-05/24/2020

		


		
		


			one more.

		


			one crush onto another.

			one heartbreak to the next.

			rejection times five.

			uncertainty times twenty.

			but part-time happiness times one hundred.

			sadly, that’s one more set of beautiful eyes that don’t look at me the way i look at them.

			one more smile, that is not smiling because of me.

			one more boy, that will stay for a while, then leave to find another.

			one more.

			one more, until there is none left to be bothered.

			just one more, until it’s too much.

			-05/24/2020

		


		
		


			stability

		


			i depend on you, but you always let me down.

			i’m in a hole, not able to get out.

			if i could make my living,

			i would.

			if i could survive on my own, 

			i would.

			all i need is stability; is that too hard to grasp?

			all i need is a figure to hold my hand; is that too much to ask?

			i need stability.

			stability to keep me warm; while i’m so young and tender.

			i’m so fragile i could break in two.

			stability is all i could ever crave, for my lonely, confused heart.

			-06/08/2020
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