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​A Note From the Author
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​

​This book is a collection of poetry written over the past 15 years during various stages of my life. Many poems reflect how I felt during very specific moments and may not represent my current mindset. I wrote many of my poems while contemplating suicide or experiencing deep depression. I reflect on my time with mania. I also dive into some trauma. This book does not have a happy ending, but it does offer some hope despite the pain. The fact I am alive to see this book published is proof of light amidst darkness. You are loved. If you or someone you know is struggling with thoughts of suicide, in the USA,  dial 988 to talk to a trained professional or head to your nearest emergency room. We are in this fight together. Don’t let the darkness win. -Victoria
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​this book is dedicated to the following:
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​
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​my dad, William Torreson, who never stopped encouraging me and believing in me. even in his death i can look to him as an encouraging light. thank you for never giving up on me. for teaching me forgiveness and grace is real in both word and practice. for taking me to marge’s doughnut den on saturdays. i miss you so much.
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​my mom, Martha Torreson, who fought for me when i had no fight left for myself. you are so much stronger than you know. you inspire me and so many others.
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​my husband, Jerimiah Trute, who makes me laugh every single day. he supports me in my illness even when he doesn’t understand. you are loving, forgiving, and give me a reason to stay alive. i love you.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Trigger Warnings
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Suicide/Suicidal Ideation

Self Harm

Rape

Sexual Coercion

Church Hurt

Involuntary Childlessness

Body Shaming

Some Profanity
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This  book was written and designed without the use of AI. 

I do not give AI permission to use my copyrighted material for it’s database.
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By purchasing this book you are supporting artists.

Cover Art was designed and drawn by Alice Billin

Please support real artists, authors, & creators.
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​this is me
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this is me with a gun to my head telling you, ‘i am not okay’

this is me tying a noose around my neck, saying, ‘the woman you know has passed away’

this is me sharpening the knife i would use to fillet my carotid artery

this...

this is me

sitting in a coffee shop,

the world around me is being replaced

the pain is transferring to visions 

no. to the dreams of the aforementioned

wishing the world could see it too

wishing my pain could be recognized 

instead of hiding behind the contentment i wear every single day

i only want the world to know

that mindful looks and improvising... can mask unintelligible pain

because this is me

even when others don’t see it

even when others don’t believe it

i’m afraid of staying this way
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​sleep squandered
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4 am becomes the next midnight

a time of darkness and dwindling light

when just closing my eyes awakens the incubus

the dark shell of my subconscious

fatigue calls ‘beetlejuice’ ‘beetlejuice’

weary eyes caked with gifts from the sandman

not ready to face the hallucinations

projected violently behind closed eyelids

never safe in my own bed

deciding once again

i can sleep 

when.

i’m.

dead.
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​dirty bath water
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i found myself feeling hollow

as i sit in a porcelain bed

surrounded by filthy bath water

the very thing that was supposed to keep me clean

now tainted by the filth i once carried

as if the water becomes one with the grime

and the jets propel this in a vortex around my body

i am never going to be virtuous, like that of the glacial mountain spring

that fact is paralyzing

because i can’t stand the pain of knowing

that this place in which i sit

with these ideas that i entertain

is the very same place in which i belong

amid the soon to be drained

lukewarm

dirty bath water
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​forgive my unbelief
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i lost my faith in cheap motel rooms

in the back of her boyfriend’s car

through a dirty hookah hose

drowned in dirty bong water

i lost my faith through the screen

in war and bombs

in hallways drenched in blood

in a mother’s tears 

i lost my faith because of red hats and bad spray tans

remembering the bones on which our nations stands

i lost my faith when i became a failure 

when my boss told me i shouldn’t work with the public 

crying on the kitchen floor 

i lost my faith when i was forgotten 

by the world and god i once trusted 

when my womb cried

when my dad died

come lord jesus, take me home

and lord forgive me for my unbelief
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