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Life does not scream.

It waits.

It hangs in the peeling wallpaper,
breathes through cracked ceilings,
and whispers my name
from rooms I have never entered.
Every morning,
I wake in another version of myself,
dragging chains forged
from yesterday's regrets.
The rust never washes away.
Neither does the blood.
The streets are empty,
yet I am never alone.
Something follows.

Not a monster,
but every mistake
wearing a different face.
Every apology left unsaid.
Every person I buried
while they were still alive.
The fog is merciful.
It hides the truth
until I'm close enough
to touch it.
Then it lifts.

I see that the executioner
was never hunting me.
He was waiting
for me to become him.
The mirrors no longer reflect flesh.
Only memories,
stitched together
like broken skin.
I ask them,
"Who am I?"
They answer
with silence.
The kind that fills churches
after the last prayer.
The kind that settles
over hospital beds.
The kind that lingers
after love packs its bags
and never leaves a forwarding address.
I keep walking.

Every door opens
to another wound.
Every hallway stretches
into another lifetime
I should have escaped.
Hope appears sometimes

a small light
at the end of the corridor.
But every light
casts another shadow,
and every shadow
already knows my name.
Perhaps this is life:

Not surviving the darkness,
but learning
that the darkness
memorized you first.
If there is a heaven,
it has forgotten my address.
If there is a hell,
it has been patiently
building itself
inside my heartbeat.
So I walk.

Through rust.
Through ash.
Through endless fog.
Searching for a version of myself
that never existed.
And when the silence
finally speaks
I pray

it tells me

I was more than
the monsters
I spent my whole life
becoming.
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There is a town
that appears only
when your soul
can no longer carry itself.
Its streets are paved
with forgotten birthdays,
broken promises,
and the weight
of words that should have
never been spoken.
The fog isn't weather.

It's memory.

It rolls over every wound,
soft enough to comfort,
thick enough to make you
lose your way.
I have wandered here
for years.
Not because I was trapped

because I stopped
looking for the exit.
The buildings know me.

Every cracked window
holds a version of my face
from another lifetime.
The child
who believed love was forever.
The stranger
who learned it wasn't.
The survivor
who mistakes breathing
for living.
The dead-eyed soul
who still answers
when someone calls their name.
Somewhere,
metal groans beneath the earth,
like the world itself
is trying to remember
how to collapse.
Every footstep echoes
long after I've stopped moving.
As if guilt
has learned to walk
without me.
There are no heroes here.

Only people
being judged
by the parts of themselves
they buried deepest.
The monsters
wear familiar smiles.
Their hands
feel like old embraces.
Their voices
sound like forgiveness
until you get close enough
to hear them laughing.
Silence is cruel.

It never lies.

It simply waits
until you've run out
of excuses.
I once believed
the darkness wanted me dead.
Now I understand

it wanted something worse.

It wanted me alive
long enough
to watch myself
become unrecognizable.
So I wander.

Past rusted gates.

Past empty churches.

Past mirrors
that refuse
to show my reflection.
Searching for a door
that doesn't lead
back into myself.
But every path
curves inward.
Every ending
becomes another beginning.
And somewhere
beneath the endless fog,
a voice I no longer recognize
whispers,
"Welcome home."
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Cathedral of Ash
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The walls remember
every hand
that begged them
to become a door.
Mine among them.

The paint peels away
like dying skin,
revealing another room,
then another,
then another
an endless anatomy
of grief.
There is no sky here.

Only a ceiling
made of forgotten prayers,
hanging so low
I can hear them
rotting.
My heartbeat
doesn't echo anymore.
Something else
beats beside it.
Slower.

Older.

Patient.

The hallways bend
like broken bones.
Each corner
introduces me
to another version
of my regret.
One still cries.

One still lies.

One smiles
as if none of this
ever happened.
I envy that one.

The clocks
have surrendered.
Their hands
point nowhere.
Time died here
long before I arrived.
Yet somehow,

I continue aging.

Every breath
adds another crack
to the person
I used to be.
The darkness
doesn't chase me.
It walks beside me,
quiet enough
to feel like company.
That's how despair wins.

Not with violence

but with familiarity.

Eventually,
you stop asking
whether the whispers
are real.
You answer them.

You make room
for them at your table.
You learn
their names.
Then one morning,

you discover

they've forgotten yours.

If this place
was built from my sins,
then why does it feel
more like home
than the world
I came from?
Perhaps
I never left.
Perhaps
the town
was never outside me.
Perhaps
every lonely road,
every abandoned room,
every rusted gate,
every impossible silence
was only my soul,

trying to show me

what it looks like

when hope

finally decays.
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