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Every mistake I made
weighed on me. I built a house from these bricks where I indulge in
self loathing and self sabotage. Perfection. Crystal clear in mind.
My father’s words of do it right the first time and you’ll never
have to do it again ring out. I get up from bed with the aches of
aging. Putting one foot in front of the other until I make it to
the kitchen sink.

 


I wash my face with
warm water and a body wash/shampoo combo that my mom picked out. I
can at least make my face clean despite the acne. Despite the
graying beard. I pull the peanut butter out of the spice cabinet
and set it on top of the refrigerator.

Two sandwiches is
what I make. I really should eat something else for breakfast.

 


Mom turns on the
television and I have to listen to the drivel of reality tv. I eat
the sandwiches and have the laptop open faster than I can walk.
Scanning social media, opening up a google doc to write. Staring at
a blank page. My mind wanders and I think of her. Her smile, her
eyes, the way she laughs. The color she puts in her beautiful hair.
I get some words down, half listening to my mom. Time flies by and
we have to go out on some errand.

 


The clothes I pick
won’t win me any fashion awards, but they are comfortable. I primp
and proper to the best of my ability. Doesn’t matter where we go. I
see some friendly faces among the masks of hatred and barely
concealed disgust. I make my way down beaten paths and isles of
many stores. Half day dreaming and half aware of what I am
doing.

 


Even in the worst
moments, when I feel at my lowest. I see her smile. Her beautiful
face. Her hands I wish I could hold, her lips I wish I could kiss.
Not paying attention I make stupid mistakes and shame myself for
day dreaming. Wherever I go from appointments to anywhere else. I
only feel happy when I think of her. I hold on to the past with an
iron fist. Over analyzing my approach, and my previous attempts at
love. Wondering if I am a fool.

 


Overthinking at a
speed that makes the hands of the clock spin. Day turns to Night
and I sleep and wake up in tandem. I wish I could hear just one
word from her. Then admonish myself for being so weak and
useless.

 


I do my chores so mom
won’t get upset. I don’t mean to make her feel alone. The iron
shackles on me of my own making; make me slow so that I can hide
the depths of my personality. One might think I am boring. Instead
I am taciturn, I think and speak only when I have












cover.jpg





