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Dedication


for anyone terrified

that it won’t get better.

these pages

are proof that it will.
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Author’s Note


this book was not easy to write. as a result, it may not be easy to read, either. poetry started out as a diary for me. so, at the beginning of the writing process for this book, I made a pact to myself that I would be completely honest. that means nothing is censored out. I talk about mental illness, self-harm, suicide, recovery, sexual assault, abusive relationships, violence, and other issues that may not be the easiest to swallow. you may relate to pieces near the beginning. you may relate to pieces near the end. or you may not relate to any pieces at all. whatever the case, know that it’s completely normal to be overwhelmed by some of these topics. I know I was at first. I still am sometimes. take care of yourself if you need to. put down the book if you need to. reach out to me if you need to. your safety is always important. so, do whatever you need to do. asking for help is not weak, I promise.

it’s human.



there is nothing

more powerful

than a girl

with a pen

who is brave enough

to use it.




The Darkness Falls
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some people have nightmares

of being naked in public,

of having every inch of skin

on display

for the world to see.

that used to be my nightmare too.

but still

here I am.

flip these pages.

take a look.


lost:

happiness.

chapped lips,

little crooked teeth,

always smiling.

last seen eating ice cream,

dancing to background music,

chocolate dripping down her chin.

if found:

please tell her

I miss her.

I don’t dance

anymore.


[image: image]

I can point to the very first time

I felt alone in a crowd.

I was eleven.

it was summertime and

my thoughts tasted sour,

and I remember being confused

because before then

they had always been sweet.

it was like dipping my toe

into a pool of sadness,

oblivious to the fact

that I would soon be submerged.
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I don’t know who I am.

I’m trying to look at myself

in the bathroom mirror,

but the shower’s running

and the glass is all foggy.

I’ve spent so much time

trying to become who I should be

that I lost myself along the way.


I cannot tell you who I loved,

or where, or when, or why;

I don’t remember first encounters,

only each goodbye.

I push away a feeling passed

once I know it’s gone.

it’s far too painful, once at dusk,

to think back on the dawn.


I am crowded

in an empty room.

I guess it’s the silence,

the emptiness,

the nothingness.

it pushes on me.

it tells me you take up too much

space.

I reply,

I know.


in my dreams

I feel his hands on me.

when I wake up,

I check for new bruises

shaped like his fingertips.

whenever I walk by him

I instinctively drag down my sleeves,

pull my hoodie tighter.

the body he stained

is always on display.

I scrub my skin

a little too hard

in the shower,

trying to get him off me,

trying to shed any cell on my body

he might have touched.

sometimes I scratch.

sometimes I peel.

sometimes I bleed.

this is the poem

I never wanted to write.

because writing makes it real,

concrete,

immortal.

and I don’t want this memory

on paper.

I only want it erased.


I have come to the conclusion that

I am a walking paradox,

a mismatched mix of innocence and experience,

a bottle of oil and water

constantly being shaken.

I overthink the details.

I miss the big picture.

I am a perfectionist.

I am a procrastinator.

I have strong opinions.

I am indecisive.

I am stubborn.

I apologize too much.

it’s not physically possible

to be like this.

there is a reason oil and water separate

no matter how many times

you shake them back together.

I am black and white dots

in a body shaded gray,

and I don’t know which part

of myself is the truth anymore.
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“A young poet dips into the ink
of her experience and writes
her own light into existence.”
—LAURIE HALSE ANDERSON,
author of Speak






