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THE FIRST STEP OFF THE EDGE
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They told me time was gold
but it never shined in my hands.
It slipped—
like water through a cracked knuckle,
like smoke through teeth
that learned how to lie before they learned how to pray.
I stood on the bridge
with the whole world screaming below me—
sirens singing like broken violins,
people pointing,
lights flashing red and blue
like the heartbeat of something already dead.
And behind me—
hands.
Always the hands.

Grabbing.
Begging.
Pulling at the jacket like they owned my breath.
But listen—
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“No more wasted time.”
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That’s the line.
That’s the line that split me open.
Not whispered—
not begged—
but carved into me like a warning
from a future that refused to exist.
Because time isn’t gold.

Time is a blade.

And I’ve been holding it by the wrong end
my whole life.
I wasted mornings
on ghosts that never said my name.
I wasted nights
on love that never stayed past the echo.
I wasted years
trying to be something softer
than the world ever allowed.
But standing there—
above the noise,
above the wreckage,
above the story they were already writing about me—
I realized something simple
and terrible
and clean:
Nobody is coming to save you.

Not the crowd.
Not the sirens.
Not the hands clawing at your ribs like they suddenly care.
So I turned—

not to jump,
not to fall—
but to face them.

All of them.

And I said it again,
louder this time,
so even the sky had to hear me break:
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“No more wasted time.”


THE AIR IN YOUR HAIR
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There’s a moment
right after you choose to live
where everything feels unfamiliar—
like your own name
is something you borrowed
from a stranger who didn’t make it.
I walked away from the edge
with the noise still clawing at my back,
sirens dissolving into distance,
hands turning into memory—
and then—

there it was.

The air.

Cold, reckless, alive.

It ran through my hair
like it had been waiting for me,
like it knew I would come back
if I just stood still long enough
to remember how breathing works.
You ever feel that?

Not the kind of air you ignore—
not the quiet, obedient kind—
but the kind that moves through you,
that shakes loose the dust
of every version of yourself
that almost disappeared.
It said nothing.

But it told me everything.

It told me
I wasn’t meant to be held in place
by fear disguised as caution.
It told me
I wasn’t built for ledges
or endings
or the quiet agreement to give up slowly.
And for the first time—

I let it take me.

Not off the bridge.

But forward.

Into streets that didn’t know my name.
Into hours that hadn’t been ruined yet.
Into a life that still felt like it could
break open
instead of break down.
The air in your hair—

it’s freedom,
but not the kind they sell you.
It’s messy.
It’s loud.
It tangles you up
and dares you to stop fixing it.
Because maybe
you were never meant to look perfect
standing still.
Maybe you were meant
to move—
fast enough
that regret can’t keep up,
wild enough
that fear loses your scent,
real enough
that when the wind hits your face
you don’t flinch anymore.
I kept walking.

And the air kept speaking.

And somewhere between one breath
and the next—
I stopped feeling like I was running away
and started feeling like
I was finally arriving.
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Don’t stand there pretending
you don’t feel it—
that pulse in your throat,
that shaking in your hands
like something inside you
is tired of waiting for permission.
I know that feeling.

It’s the same one
that dragged me off the edge
and threw me into a life
I wasn’t ready to live—
but I lived it anyway.

So listen—

this isn’t a poem you read sitting down.

This is a poem
you run through.
Right now—
your heart is keeping time
like a drummer that’s had enough
of slow songs.
Boom.

Boom.

Boom.

That’s not anxiety.

That’s a starting gun.

And you’ve been crouched
at the line
your whole life.
Waiting for someone to say go.

Waiting for someone to believe in you
loud enough
that it drowns out the doubt.
But nobody’s coming.

So I’ll say it—

Go.

Go even if your legs don’t trust you.
Go even if your past is screaming
from the sidelines
like it still owns your name.
Go because standing still
is the only way you actually lose.
You think fear is the enemy?

No—

Fear is just wind
hitting you in the face
when you finally start moving.
It burns your eyes,
fills your lungs,
makes you question
every step—
but it also proves
you’re not frozen anymore.
So run.

Run past the version of you
that almost gave up.
Run past the nights
that tried to bury you
under the weight of everything
you couldn’t fix.
Run past the voices
that told you
you were too late,
too broken,
too far gone—
and don’t look back
to prove them wrong.
Look forward
to prove yourself right.
Because the truth is—

you were never stuck.

You were just waiting
for a reason
to explode into motion.
And this—

this is it.

Right here.

Right now.

No more counting the seconds.
No more measuring your life
in almosts
and someday
and what if.
You don’t need another sign.

You are the sign.

So either stand there
and let the world keep spinning
without you—
or step into it
like it was always yours
to take.
But whatever you do—

don’t walk.
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“The Fear and the Outside Attackers”
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It starts as a noise you cannot name,
a thin crack in the morning light,
a hesitation in the walls of the world—
as if everything is listening too closely
to something you haven’t said out loud.
Fear does not knock.
It seeps in through the seams of routine,
through the small pauses between footsteps,
through the way your breath forgets its rhythm
when the wind changes tone.
Outside, there are attackers—
not always with faces,
not always with hands—
sometimes they are just movement,
a suggestion of presence,
a shadow that learns your shape before you do.
You check the door twice,
then again,
not because it was unlocked,
but because certainty has started to feel
like something you used to have.
The world becomes a perimeter.
Windows turn into questions.
Every sound is a possible ending
that hasn’t decided how it wants to arrive yet.
And still, you stand there—
in the middle of it all—
holding the fragile truth of your name
like it might be enough
to keep the distance honest.
But fear does not care for names.

It only cares for openings.
For hesitation.
For the moment you look away
and imagine what might be standing there
when you look back.
Outside, the attackers wait
not always to enter—
but to be believed.
And inside, you learn the quietest defense:
not walls, not locks,
but the steady refusal
to let the unknown
become the only story you live in.
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