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SECTION I: The Descent
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Soul fracture, awakening, and the first pull toward something greater. A moment where the material world no longer holds.
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The ache that wasn’t mine
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there was a sadness
i never earned
and a name
i couldn’t pronounce
but still answered to.
something cracked
before i was born.
i’ve been hearing it echo
ever since.
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Borrowed skin
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i wore this body
like a rental robe.
it fit too tightly
around the places
i didn’t know were sacred.
they called it me.
i called it borrowed.
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I remember forgetting
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i forgot
the shape of wings,
the sound of stars
calling my name.
i forgot
that light once obeyed me
and shadows danced
at my command.
but forgetting
was part of the spell.
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Soul with no shoes
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i walked into this world
barefoot,
but they handed me shoes
made of rules.
so i limped
until i bled
until i stopped walking altogether.
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Instructions unclear
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they told me to be good
but not too quiet.
to shine
but not blind anyone.
to dream
but pay rent.
i came with a map
no one could read.
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The fall was intentional
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this wasn’t a mistake.
i didn’t trip.
i leapt.
from starlight
into skin.
from everything
into one name.
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