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​Introduction
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23 years have passed since I wrote my first poem, scribbled on loose-leaf paper, stuffed into the front of my plastic binder. I reveled at the revelation of using words as art. Words became my paint, the medium through which I could make my inner world tangible in ways that surpassed my stagnant beliefs. 11-year-old me would not believe how far we’ve come and how far we have yet to go. After much deliberation and finally overcoming the hurdle that is my AuDHD tendencies, I present you with my first collection of poems.

I will not waste your time telling you the reasons why I wrote what I wrote, only that it mattered when I wrote it, and that the yearning to share them overwhelmed my desire for secrecy. I have guarded these poems ferociously for the past 6 years, not really taking myself too seriously (it’s really not that serious). Yet, here we are, and here you are (maybe), diving into the weird world that is my heart, my mind, and my soul.

I humbly lay before you my heart exsanguinated on these pages. I hope you see that to swim in the waters of your shadow brings you to shores beyond imagination, illuminating a path to the gates of your heart. We can swim there together.

Nexalune: A deep intangible longing to connect with another soul on a level beyond physical attraction or words. 

​

​Cherry Blossom

The brisk winter air pierces

my lungs like a blade

My heart pulls me like a puppet

Amidst the noise, you

come to me

You

wrap  

yourself

around

me

Time slows

All the mundane is magic

A moth flutters to me from the darkness

It is you

​

​Adrift

From the sunken place in my chest

I regurgitate ineffable love

Black lacquered wounds weep from me

They are fountains divinity thirsts for

My flesh disintegrates like rotten fruit

Revealing circuits of joy and pleasure

but they know not of pain and woe

Only of fingertips gently tracing circles and swirls

A flurry of puckered skin and sudden gasps

A moaning for more and more

​Fields of Rye

There is a river in me

it finds its way to you like the swallow returns to its nest

the unspoken sits in my chest, heavy

it staggers its way to my throat, rests on my lips

I run through fields of rye

hoping to chase away the thought of you

but this river, it always finds its way back to you

I have no choice but to let it overflow
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Absolved

In stillness we move

With silence we speak

I in you and you in me

Two in one complete

A circle boundless

Dissolved in mystery

Within this space I resolve

You can feel my unspoken thoughts

and I am just as you are

From this height I feel safe to fall

no desire is too deep

What awaits for me, in you is the start

​

​Deliverance

These chains burn my soul

This body yearns for you

Held in the clutch of time

You tell me, “Seek me in the dark.”

Though I am afraid

The desire to find you is strong

To be with you is all I know

The start and the end of my journey

I’ve nothing else to want

To return to you sits right in my heart

It is like sitting on the beach on a Summer’s close

with the wind on my face and the cold in my pores

​May 16 2020

Heard the news today

the war in my head’s begun

I’m only a silly human

Silly brain, silly thoughts

I peel myself off from bed

Fuck, I’m alive

A circus outside and I’m spent

spread myself too thin again

Haven’t I had enough?

In my hand the switch to turn it off

Tiny dissolving pyramids on my tongue

Hours of delirium in the pits of my thoughts

In the pits of loss

I scream into the voracious void

It spits me out

The sour aftertaste of rejection fills me

I am still here

​

​Bamboo

I’ve been meaning to tell you

It’s a curious thing

Words spill out of my mouth

but stop short

Caught between my mind and my heart

It’s simple, really

Amid a mass of star dust

I see you glow like a quasar

At an astronomical distance, I feel you

You are buried between my layers

Diligently, I water you

Patiently, I watch you grow

There is no need to pocket you

Where I nourish you, love grows

and grows, and grows

​

​Even Darkness Seeks Light

Love sleeping

Love seeping

Kaleidoscope entities peel themselves from my walls

Past lovers and nearly friends hold hands

Earth spins and Death comes to birth her children

Pools of blood stain the ground

So many faces, bodies bound and gagged

Artillery that screams “set me free”

Do we continue to stare and despair

Or do we sing and make art on graves?

Shall we build towers from their bones?

Only dust that breathes and dreams

Divine machinery with an ability to feel

We cry and we sing to our Goddess of Light and Prince of Dark

Their multiform sees and laughs at our bent forms

Clay and Ocean that forgot, we are

At the close we are called back to the stars

​

​Monster In Me

I’ve created a black hole in my stomach

It always hungers though I don’t always know

It doesn’t sleep and seeps into my dreams

I can’t eat because it fills me before I’ve had a chance to feed

It grows larger day by day and I’ve learned to call it friend

I know it can make me disappear in large crowds or behind screens

It silences my voice

It permeates my mind

Yet, I’m convinced I’m the one in control

I do not see the void I’ve been swallowed in

Or the devastation that trails behind it
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​Fallen

Simply Divine

Flower reborn

Sprouted from fantasy

You, the calm and the ruin

The fire and the fog

A fugue state corporeal

Spread your wings

Bend down to kiss me

I thirst for your scent

Reclaim me as yours

Pull me from this realm

I am bound to you
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​Gravitational Waves

I am in Heaven 

Alone in the heavy night

The hum of the fan in the corner

Nag Champa burns on my dresser

Rocking in my chair, I listen

The world is quiet here

It is full

Like the Ocean under the moon

The way it rocks her to sleep

I feel a knowing, and I lose myself

In the spaces between my breath

My toes, fingertips and nose are cold

I am overcome with a frenzy to tell you

Of what? I am unsure

Maybe just to tell you I am in Heaven

I see you here with me

The Nag Champa burns out placidly

The clock ticks steady
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You Are

I describe you in song void of language

Every single one requires a stir of feeling to understand

You are a stillness in the mind

A softening of the flesh

A steady beating of the heart

It reminds me of duality

Of Life and of Human

Of the flow of events so complex yet so simple

You are the gentle strum from my guitar

amid the chirp of birds

You are the super full moon

Draped in clouds in the November sky

​

​Earth Realm

It has happened. No one is here.

I am the mirror and the void

An Ocean of all possibility

To get out of the way, I

Disappear into the Backrooms

Hallways full of energy

Effervescing

Transient paths rise as I create them

Dormant like the mountain

Full of fire and sleep

I am somewhere in there

Sending ripples through time

Find me

I am already here
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Aging

The TV stays on to keep me company

Background noise to help me think

Of the sound of my heart and the color of my ache

December breeze grazes my cheek

Burying my body beneath layers and layers of blankets

I desire to sleep through this

The weight of my future days

Worms its way through my head

It rots to the core until I have no choice

But to throw it away

I just want to disappear for a day or a year

I want to not care anymore, or at least

To pretend like I used to

Like when I played barbies alone in my room

Or disappeared into book after book

It was easier then

I wasn’t here yet

​Breaking the Code

I have a friend who writes code. I asked them, “Tell me what you do.”

“It’s basically typing language into a system that’s dumb as fuck. It has to know from your input what it can do, and you have to tell it how to do it.”

It reminds me of humanity.

It reminds me of me –

Of the interface between body and mind.

The body holds all potential but the mind must type the code

Your mind is fed from experience and surrounding

It feeds off perception

The coding has clogged the system

It must be cleared for optimal performance
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Quiet. Subtle. Funny.

Magnetic energy emanates; it pulls me and transforms me from within

The flow rages like a rip tide but there is no fear in me

Only the desire to drown and be consumed

The resonant voice, viscous and alluring

Impossible to turn away

I am reeled to wreck on the shores

An irresistible need to touch and merge – to disintegrate

Something in the eyes, in the gaze that seems to know it all

The smile, I don’t know whether to be afraid or not

All logic fails me

In me, only the desire to be the object of their affection

​Cosmic Secrets

I told the stars about you

I giggled all night about all the ways

I feel when I think of you

They smiled and asked to hear more
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Entity

Cold creeps down the back of my head

Down my spine

Throughout my limbs

I despair

My hollow breath full of panic

I count the arms of the clock, they slow with each tick

I forget my name, only presence exists

My body gently convulses, my eyes roll back

Electric ripples move inside me

The room full of static

My head is a tv on ghost channels

The blinds bang against the window in synchrony with my moans

On the cusp of explosion – it wants more

It pleads me to succumb

I am overcome

I dissolve

​Dinner in America
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​Root Bonds Don’t Disintegrate
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​Premonitions













​Monday Mourning
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​Mexicanly Loved
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​Purgatory











​Worm Holes
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​The Devil Knows My Name
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​Hiroshima, My Love
















































































































































​More Or Less a Radiohead Song
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​Fear
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​First Love































​Moving On
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​6:49PM
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​Terraform


































​Sonnet I
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​Come Home to Me
































​Peculiar Waves of Yearning




































​Solve et Coagula
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​Undying Lands
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​Divine Pain

















​The Gates to the Heart


















​Orphic
































​

​Abwoon, Eli
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