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Crying Over Spilled Suns
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I wept like a wailing womb-thing,

swaddled in silence, suckling on sorrow —

your name, a soft syllable I could never swallow.
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The stars were my nightlight,

but someone unplugged the sky.

Down the drain. Down the drain.

Now I’m cradled by ceilings,

caged in cribs of questions.
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You were my sonogram of safety —

a heartbeat I never held,

just smudged static on the screen of memory,

sweet and slippery like syruped breath. 
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I dropped you.

Like a toy truck tossed too high,

like a music box with missing teeth,

like a dummy spat onto tarmac.
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the taste of tar and tantrums on my tongue.
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Every sun I tried to catch

cracked like yolks in my palms —

golden, glorious, gone.

Still, I scream, still I smear

the sky with sticky fingers,

trying to press the pieces back.

––––––––
[image: ]


I am the boy behind the buggy.

I am the baby with the broken rattle.

I am the silence after the scream.

I am the empty in the echo.
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And you —

you were my orbit.

My solar lullaby.

Now I rock alone in a room

where the mobiles don’t move.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Brave, Brave Child
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You run through the nights of your own making,

the stories of your own, the pictures of your own design,

heart a lantern swinging on unseen strings,

each laugh a fire, each tear a droplet of rain

that makes the wildflowers grow.
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This tale of youth grows legs and arms,

you grow wings and soar from my side,

but do not weep, my songbird, my silence,

my sweet, brave, brave child.

Every tree climbs taller than houses,

dives into rivers that laugh and bite,
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and learns to spread wings before it knows

how to fully fly.
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You are the hero here, brave, brave child,

carrying the spark of every fleeting moment,

the taste of first wonders,

the ache of first longing,

the magic that keeps spinning
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even when the stars rest their heads

against their pillows, and say goodnight.
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I Am The Duck
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When will she realise the duck’s endless flapping?

When will she realise it’s not chaos,

but a call — a plea for something gentle,

something soft as her hand feeding me?
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When will she see, beneath the calm,

the quack, quack, quack — there’s a quiver,

and the paddling never stops?

The surface, serene and still,

a matte mask for the storm that rages below.
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It would take only feed from her hand —

sweet lord, sweet friend,

to eat from her palm is to taste

the bittersweet emptiness of a kiss.

The night grows cold, and yet I am warmed,

under the shade of her hand,

the shadowed curve of her smile,

her watchful eye.
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It would take only feed from her hand —

a gentle touch, a soft word, to still

the frantic wings, to turn fear into trust,

to turn longing into love,

forgiveness folded quietly

into the curve of her palm.
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When will she realise —

I am the duck.
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When Can I See Doves Again?

Dedicated To: 

Phoenix M. Berry 
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I keep asking myself: why wasn’t I there? 

Why didn’t I see the cracks, read between the lines, 

hear the tremor behind your laughter? 
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I am sorry. 

Not for what I did, but for who I am — 

for the way I exist in a world that judges too quickly, 

for the noise I carry, the mess I leave behind, 

for you to clean. 

I still apologise silently, nightly, 

for the moments I didn’t know how to reach you. 
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For the moments I didn’t know whether you 

would make it to the next day, but dared not ask, 

“Are you okay?” 

I am sorry for the silence I knew wasn’t enough, 

for the times I laughed 

when I could hear your heart scream, 

screech, shatter — 

for letting the world’s cruelty 

shape the space between us, 

for not shielding you 

from shadows I could not control. 
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I remember the slurs, the whispers, 

how your friendship drew their hatred. 

And I wonder — 

if I had been braver, 

for you, sharper, kinder, 

would the pain have eased? 

Would the world have bent, 

just slightly, toward mercy? 
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And for each moment that you inhale, 

for each moment that you don’t cry 

tears of violence against your skin, 

I am grateful. 
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I am here now — 

words trembling like wings over fragile glass. 

I am here, 

even when helplessness hums 

like an old machine, 

even when grief presses heavy in my chest. 
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When can I see doves again? 

When can I walk beneath wings that don’t 

crush the air, that don’t leave shards 

of laughter behind, 

that don’t leave my heart aching for you? 
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I fold my apology into the wind, 

into every syllable of your name, 

every quiet I’ve held too long. 
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When can I see doves again? 

When can the sky 

be soft enough 

to let us breathe, 

to let us exist 

without blame, 

to let us touch 

what is human — 

and still feel safe?
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When Feathers Were Light
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I watched her slip from the nest,

wings trembling,

feathers catching air that would not hold her.
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Falling, falling — the sky cruel in its distance,

her small cries swallowed by the force of wind.
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I reached — hands shaking,

fingers brushing the soft curve of her wing,

holding, handling, caressing,

just for a moment,

the fragile weight of her.
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But the current pulled her, pulling, pushing,

and she slipped from my arms.

I could only watch my friend,

her wings beat against gravity, her call a dove in cry,

that would not forgive, that would not wait.
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When feathers were light, we soared together.

Now I trace the memory in scarlet tears

that sprawl across my arms — warm as her touch,

as her flight, as her eyes,

that I could not save.
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Had I Have Known
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Had I have known the rivers that tore

through your cheeks, through your eyes.

As the lock clicked into place, unbroken,

my heart waited for you to come home,

yet all that came was a broken heart.

––––––––
[image: ]


The silence pressed me between walls,

the air too still and troublesome to breathe.

Your perfume — too far, too poisonous

to inhale. I whispered your name into the dark,

as if the sound could pick the lock,

as if my love could turn the key.
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And there we sat — there we sit — on either side of the door,

your shadow against mine, divided by wood and warning.

I spoke to the silence; you answered in tears,

two hearts close enough to hear each other crack.
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