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Dedication

To the ones who kept me standing when I forgot how.
And to the ones who left —
you taught me more than you meant to.


Foreword

This book contains 100 poems.

Each is marked by a “day” — not in sequence, not in continuity, but in memory.
They are echoes of thought, heartbeats caught in ink, truths and lies I once believed.
Some poems are violent. Some are soft.
Some love. Some burn.
None of them were written to impress you.
All of them were written to survive.
If even one of these finds its way into your chest —
then we are not so alone after all.
— Sasha
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​Day 1 — First Breath
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I am alive.

Jagged teeth beneath cracked lips,
Leathered hide stitched with patches of yesterday’s scars.
Eyes — slitted, stormed with splashes of hazel,
Like a toddler’s fist flung into paint.
Lips thick with thirst,
Each tastebud pulsing with hunger —
Salt. Sweet. Iron. Ash.
A syrup of life thicker than blood,
dripping from the ribs of something once breathing.
My stomach howls.
It echoes through this hollow chest
like a drum made from someone else’s skin.
The air? Sharp.
It stings my nose,
but I inhale anyway.
I walk — barefoot
across bones and rock,
every crunch peeling skin from heel to soul.
Pain cracks up my spine like fire.
And still — I run.
Not because I must,
but because I can.
I run.
I tear through the dusk.
I am
unafraid.
Unleashed.
Newborn.
Alive.
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​Day 2 — White Walls

[image: ]


Imagine a night where the stars forgot
to rise—no shimmer, no soft-spoken flame—
just a hush too vast to touch,
arms outstretched, never closing.
A father, carved from cold stone:
no applause, no questions, no roots.
He watches like weather,
distant and dissolving,
his love a rumor you chase
through collapsing rooms.
You bend your spine
on scaffolds of hope,
building temples in his name
though he never turns to see them.
Still, you run—
tongue out, tail low—
toward the hand
that never fed you,
only fell.
You paper your cell
with bright lies,
portraits of laughter
stolen from someone else's sun.
But white paint peels too,
and a wall is still a wall.
Silence is a mouth,
and yours has learned to scream
without sound.
So you cower.
And you ache.
But keep your noise down.
Because hurting quietly
is what they taught you best.
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​Day 3 — Fool for You
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Believe me—
I’m no stranger to ruin.
I fall for love that scorches,
the kind that lights bone from within,
that tricks you into thinking
etching someone’s name into the sky
might hold them there.
If I could make you feel what I do—
I’d tilt continents,
teach oceans to echo your laughter,
reshape constellations
until every star spelled your name.
But fate isn’t kind.
It doesn’t rhyme.
It steals.
For every hour with you,
ten vanish,
as if time itself envies us.
Still, I stay.
Because fools don’t wear watches—
they measure love in heartbeats.
And mine,
all of mine,
still murmur your name
like a prayer
no god ever answers.
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​Day 4 — I Howl
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My heart stirs like a frostbitten fox,
limping through a white hush,
leaving a trail for you—
just in case
you ever learned how to follow.
You were a rare kind of beautiful:
the kind that wounds with grace.
Every silence you offered
was a blade,
an arrow loosed at a child's crown—
bullseye,
again and again.
I sowed us like spring.
Believed in bloom.
But you brought drought,
stood back
as if love were a spectacle
and not something
you had to touch.
You could paint me in bruises,
turn me storm-colored and shaking,
and I would still bare my teeth in a smile—
for just one more glance,
just to remember
that once,
you looked back.
Now I howl.
Not from weakness.
But because
somewhere deep in the marrow,
I still believe
you might be listening.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Day 5 — He Burns
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His passion burned hotter
than the sun’s own spine,
scorching fear into vapor,
alchemizing want
into something sacred.
He fell for her the way rain slides
down old window glass—
slow, relentless,
each drop its own decision.
One look from her
could tilt the planet.
Her smile lit up
every synapse like wildfire,
each nerve a live wire
begging for more.
He would’ve chased her
into thunder,
danced barefoot through lightning
just to hear her laugh
crack the sky.
But joy is a mirage.
And love, a flicker.
It always fades—
especially
when her lips
find someone else.
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