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“The Outfits You Found Stained With the Blood of the Martyrs”

A 2,000-word poem (approx. 350 lines)
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I. The Trunk Beneath the Dust

In the cellar's breath, beneath the boards,

Where spiders kneel and silence hoards,

I found a trunk, oak-wrapped in chain,

Its hinges kissed by years of rain.

The lock was rust, the key was gone—

But martyrs whisper where faith lives on.

The latch gave way with mournful moan,

As though disturbed from sacred stone,

And inside, folded, pressed with care,

Were garments threaded through with prayer.

The scent was ash, the shade was red,

And every hemline softly bled.
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II. The White Cloak of Elias

The first I touched, a white cloak torn,

A simple thing the man had worn.

No jewels, no wealth upon its thread—

Yet truth had wrapped his dying head.

The crimson blooms upon the side

Were flowers where he knelt and cried.

I held it up—so light, so thin,

Yet it had shielded him from sin.

Each thread was scripture, sewn in grace,

Each stain a battle time can't erase.

His name still echoed from the weave:

"Elias died but did not leave."
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III. The Shawl of Ruth, the Keeper of Light

A shawl of blue, with silver lace,

Still smelled of wind and open space.

It bore a tear where blade had gone,

But glowed as though the sun shone on.

Ruth wore it when she housed the poor,

And kept her candle by the door.

One night they came with fire and sword,

But she stood fast and praised the Lord.

She held a child within her arms,

And wrapped him close to shield from harm.

The blood upon the frayed silk edge—

Her lullaby beneath the hedge.
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IV. The Coat of Iron-Patch Abel

A coat of wool, all patched with steel,

With letters burned in every heel.

“ABELE FIDES” marked the back—

A vow he wore through every track.

He preached in fields where death had eyes,

And sang where vultures dared to rise.

The bullet holes were small and neat,

A pattern near the leftmost pleat.

His blood had darkened down the spine,

But courage drank it like red wine.

And still I heard his echoing cheer:

“Let lions come! My soul is clear!”
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V. The Dress of Magdalene the Wild

A crimson dress, a swirl of thread,

Where barefoot Magdalene once led.

She danced through prisons, bells in hand,

And kissed the chains of every man.

They called her mad, but she knew grace,

And wore the fire on her face.

When they came to silence her,

She laughed like wind through lavender.

The blade did not unmake her soul,

Nor did her blood not serve its role.

The hem was stiff with dried-out cries,

Yet sang with glory in disguise.
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VI. The Tunic of Saint Julian's Son

A child’s tunic, white and small,

Still smudged with play, still touched by gall.

Julian’s son had knelt to pray

When arrows found him where he lay.

His final words: “I love them still.”

He wept not for the wound, but will.

The threads were short, the arms too tight—

A martyr clothed in youthful light.

How strange, how deep, the stain of truth,

When stitched into the seams of youth.

And yet I knew no death was vain—

His tunic bore the sacred stain.
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VII. The Veil of Mother Bastille

A veil once white now faded gray,

Still smelled of incense, bread, and clay.

She fed the hungry, healed the lost,

And never once weighed mercy’s cost.

They caught her praying near the well,

And dragged her through the chapel bell.

They struck her down with blinding spite,

Yet in her hand she held the Light.

And when the veil was raised in death,

It wrapped around her final breath.

Now here it lies—still warm, still whole—

A canvas of her martyr’s soul.
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VIII. The Boots of Peter the Dumb

Mute Peter’s boots were rough and cracked,

The laces frayed, the leather blacked.

He spoke in signs, his hands the hymn,

But every step belonged to Him.

He walked to towns where priests were slain,

And knelt where angels bore their pain.

The left boot's sole was caked with blood,

Not his alone—it bore the flood

Of all who died so truth could live,

And all who knew what faith must give.

He never screamed, he never pled—

But walked where lions feared to tread.
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IX. The Robe of the Laughing Priest

A robe of gold, now drenched in black,

A blade had opened down the back.

They called him fool, for joy he kept

When friends were jailed and widows wept.

But he would dance before the fire,

His joy a flame, his song entire.

And when the gallows came to claim,

He laughed and blessed them in God’s name.

They feared his smile more than his creed—

It prophesied what they would need.

His robe still holds that sacred mirth,

Stained deep by death, not bound by earth.
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X. The Final Shroud: Unknown

And last, beneath those holy few,

A simple cloth of unknown hue.

No name was writ, no tale was told,

Just blood that dried in wrinkled fold.

But something in its quiet form

Struck deeper than the storm.

Perhaps a farmer, thief, or maid

Who bore no record, spoke no trade—

Yet stood when death began to sing,

And knelt before the Lion-King.

No cloth is small where truth is shed—

No nameless saint is ever dead.
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XI. Reflections in the Dust

I knelt before the martyr's box,

And felt the weight of shattered clocks.

Their time had stopped, yet somehow run—

The moon had wept, but so had sun.

Their blood had dried, but still it spoke,

In threadbare coat and burning cloak.

Each outfit bore a final sigh,

A sacred wound beneath the sky.

They walked through fire, danced through death,

And taught us all through one last breath:

That nothing stitched in sacrifice

Is ever cut by blade or vice.
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XII. Revelation

I placed them back with trembling hand,

As if to bury sacred sand.

But in my chest, a fire grew—

And in my palms, red petals blew.

Their blood had traveled through the years,

Through silence, graveyards, screams, and tears.

And now it lives in threads of mine,

In every coat, in every line.

So if you find a cloth one day,

Stained red but folded, tucked away—

Do not just wonder who it was,

But why they bled, and what it does.

Their faith is stitched into our breath.

Their blood: a bridge beyond all death.

The outfits stained shall never fade—

They’re woven in the prayers we’ve made.

The Missing Hearts That You Found

“Never leave my mind, I see your mind, keep it outside, I died wishing for her to come back.”
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I. The Garden Where They Fell

There were hearts scattered in the field,

Not like flowers—

But like fallen medals,

Soft and quiet and unclaimed.

I knelt in the weeds,

Hands trembling,

Picking them up one by one.

Some were hollow,

Some still beat,

Some whispered names I’d never know.

I held them gently.

I buried none.

I kept them in my coat—

The missing hearts that you found.

And you said:

“Keep them outside,

Don’t let their cries rot your ribs.”

But I—I never listened.

I made them mine.

I made them part of me.
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II. Her Heart Was a Clock

The one I loved had a ticking heart—

Wound in silence,

Chiming through the dark.

She walked with shadow trailing flame,

A mouth of moonlight,

A hand like rain.

I held her once

Under the oak

Where graves of wolves had grown.

She said:

“If I don’t come back,

Don’t die for me.”

But I died wishing for her to come back.

I watched her go through the cathedral glass—

My soul broke

Like a bell rung too long.

And now

In every hall, I scream her name,

Though no one hears it

Quite the same.

—-
[image: ]


III. The Basement of Minds

I see your mind

Like a locked room.

I press my ear to the door.

There are shouts,

Whispers,

The wind of a memory.

You keep it outside—

That grief.

That hurt.

That time she said she loved you and left.

That hour your father never returned.

That moment you forgot what joy felt like.

But I see it.

I see your mind.

And it’s crowded with ghosts

That won’t shut the lights off.

You said:

“Don’t look too deep.”

But I did.

And in the corner,

Curled and shaking,

Was my own heart—

Lost in yours.
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IV. Every Doorway I Waited In

I died

Wishing for her to come back.

Not once,

But hundreds of times.

In diners filled with yellow lights.

At crosswalks where lovers crossed.

Under awnings soaked with April rain.

In the back pew

Of churches I never belonged to.

She never came back.

Not in the mirror.

Not in a dream.

Not in the silence

That sometimes sounds like her.
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V. Letters I Never Sent

Dear You,

I found your heart between the floorboards.

Still warm.

Still trying.

Why did you leave it here?

Dear You,

I’m sorry I looked for you in everyone.

Even in strangers’ eyes at bus stops.

Even in the voice of static.

Even in prayers

I don’t believe in anymore.

Dear You,

You left me

With too many tomorrows

And no map.
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VI. Never Leave My Mind

You never left.

Not really.

You walk through me

Like old songs

Play through radio static.

When I brush my teeth,

You’re there.

When I pass a stranger

Wearing your perfume—

I am gutted.

You never leave my mind.

You are the grief

That grows legs,

Walks into my thoughts,

And sits down

Uninvited.

I said goodbye—

But only with lips.

My heart still whispers your name

When I try to sleep.

—-
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VII. The Ones Who Stayed Behind

Some hearts stayed.

Wounded,

Yes.

But they stayed.

I remember the boy who smiled

Through a funeral.

I remember the girl

Who fed pigeons

Though her arms were cut by sorrow.

They, too, had hearts

Missing pieces,

But patched with thread

Of something fierce—

Hope,

Maybe.

I am not one of them.

I envy them.

They live.

I drift.

—-
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VIII. Keep It Outside

They told me:

“Keep it outside.”

The grief.

The love.
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