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  Trigger Warning



This collection of poetry contains themes that may be distressing to some readers, including depictions of depression, self-harm, and suicide. Please take care while reading and prioritise your mental well-being. If you are struggling, know that you are not alone, and there are resources and people who care and want to help.






I

Letters to a Love Never Lived







  
  
  Prologue

  
  




A poem / by Lord / before word / who spoke light / into waiting dark / and called it good / supreme and / holy whole-being / inked in fire / written on wind / etched in cobblestones / and soft flesh / a psalm / walking among us / bleeding commas / for our silence / A poem / by Lord / whose voice / split seas / and stitched stars / into night / who rhymed / law with love / judgment with grace / and ended the verse / on a cross / so the meaning / could live / A poem / by Lord / not written / but incarnate / the Word / made pulse / made wound / made bread / read aloud / in a borrowed tomb / where death / lost its grammar.








  
  
  Letter One

  
  




You kissed her lips like 

the way I kissed my dreams, 

You caressed her cheeks like

the way I caressed your heart,

And I stood there,

a ghost between your breaths,

watching my forever

become your fleeting art.




Your laughter found a home

in arms that weren’t mine,

while mine still ache with echoes

of a love I can’t resign.




I memorised your silences,

the language of your sighs,

but you only read me halfway,

a page you left behind.








  
  
  Letter Two

  
  




Loving you was like gambling,

every bet was losing you,

and still I stayed at the table,

palms open, asking fate for mercy.




The cards were always marked

with your silence,

your absence dealt itself

into every hand I held.




I learned the language of almost,

of nearly, of not quite,

your name resting on my lips

like something I was never meant to keep.




I called it hope at first,

then patience,

then something quieter,

something that felt like surrender.




Because loving you was never a win,

only a slow undoing,

a game I knew the rules of,

and lost anyway.






II

Maxima Dalee

Martyr of the Unrequited Love







  
  
  Prologue

  
  




O’ thou, Maxima Dalee, 

thou lily of the vale,

Whose soul was white as moonlit snow upon the mountain pale,

No warrior’s steel did strike thee down, nor pestilence, nor sea,

But Love became thy Golgotha, thy cross, thy agony.




When first the evening’s purple veil was cast upon the land,

Thou gavest all thy tender heart into another’s hand;

And like a votive lamp that burns before a holy shrine,

Thy spirit wasted silently before its own design.




The blackbird sang among the yews; the bells were faint and far;

The heavens bloom’d with silver clouds around the western star;

Yet underneath that tranquil sky a martyr’s wound was borne,

For every hope became a thorn, and every rose a thorn.




Thou wert a pilgrim of the heart through solitary years,

Baptized not in Jordan’s stream, but in thine own bright tears;

And oft beneath the chapel’s shade, when twilight’s shadows fell,

Thy prayers arose like incense from a consecrated cell.




The saints in painted windows gazed through crimson, gold, and blue;

The Virgin’s patient countenance seem’d almost known to you;

For there was something in thy grief so sacred and so mild,

As though celestial sorrow claimed thee for its child.




Alas! the world knew not the fire consuming thee within,

That secret immolation hid beneath thy gentle skin.

The roses on thy cheek grew pale; thy voice became a sigh;

The earth retain’d thy mortal form, thy soul already nigh




Unto those crystal shores beyond the darkness and the foam,

Where weary hearts, long exiled here, at last are gather’d home.

And when the final evening came, no trumpet shook the sky;

Only a hush among the trees, a dove’s departing cry.




Then softly as a candle’s flame that trembles into air,

Thy spirit pass’d beyond the veil of mortal grief and care.

No crown of earthly happiness was ever placed on thee,

Yet Heaven set upon thy brow Love’s sad eternity.




Now where thy quiet grave reposes, lilies bend and pray,

And pale anemones awake with every dawn of May;

The stars keep vigil through the night above thy sacred clay,

O blessèd maid, O martyr’d heart, sweet Maxima Dalee.




For Death itself could never claim the treasure that was thine:

A love made pure by suffering, and therefore made divine.

And still through every midnight wind and every silver sea,

There breathes the holy memory of Maxima Dalee.








  
  
  Requiem

  
  




The bells are mute for thou,

Their ancient tongues of bronze, that once

Pour’d solemn rivers through the evening air,

Hang now in stillness, like forgotten stars

Suspended in the vaults of desolate heaven.

The wind alone remembers.




It wanders through the cypress avenues,

Gathering fragments of departed songs,

And strewing them upon the dust

As one might cast dead roses on a tomb

Whose name hath long been worn away by rain.




Where art thou now?

Not in the churchyard, where the moss ascends

The patient stone;

Not in the lilies bowing to the dew;

Not in the cold earth’s dark fidelity.

For dust is but the garment of the dead.

And thou wast never dust.




Thou wert a sorrow given shape,

A fleeting beam imprison’d in a mortal frame,

A sacred wound conceal’d beneath a human breast,

A pilgrim soul that mistook exile for a home.

The stars look down as they have always done,

With that serene indifference

Which neither blesseth nor condemneth.




Empires perish beneath them;

Kings descend into silence;

The proud become a handful of forgotten clay.




And still the stars endure.

What cruel lesson lies therein?

That all our grief is smaller than the heavens?




Or that the heavens themselves are but

An endless monument to loss?

For every star is born from darkness,

And every dawn emerges from a tomb of night.




Thus was thy life.

A brief illumination

Between two immensities of shadow.

Thou lovedst.




And in that single act

Consumed the measure of thy years.

Others have perish’d by sword and flame,

By famine, plague, and storm;

Yet these are merciful destructions,

For they wound only the flesh.

Love descendeth deeper.




It entereth the sanctuary of the soul,

And there erecteth its altar.

It demandeth no blood,

Yet leaveth the heart perpetually bleeding.

O mystery most terrible!




That man should hunger after that

Which ruineth him;

That the moth should adore the flame;

That the wave should yearn forever

Toward a shore it cannot keep.




Perhaps all love is but remembrance.

Perhaps before our birth

We knew some perfect beauty,

Some lost and uncreated light,

And spend our earthly days

Seeking its scattered reflections

In mortal eyes.




And finding them,

We weep.

For no earthly vessel can contain eternity.

The rose withers.

The cathedral crumbles.




The sea forgets its footprints.

Even memory itself,

That faithful mourner,

Grows weary and lies down beside the dead.

What then remains?




Not joy.

Joy is the companion of an hour.

Not hope.

Hope is but sorrow

Looking toward the future.

Not even love,

For love too changeth its raiment

And passeth through many forms.




Only longing remains.

That ancient angel of the abyss,

Whose wings overshadow every cradle and grave.




Longing—

The invisible kingdom

In which all souls are citizens.

And thus I think of thee.

Not as one lost,

Nor as one found,

But as a distant hymn

Heard faintly across the waters of existence;

A melody broken by the wind,

Yet beautiful because it cannot be recover’d.

The night deepens.




The last bird hath folded its wings.

The moon moves among the clouds

Like a widow clad in silver.

Soon I too shall pass

Into that vast and silent country

Whose frontiers no traveller recounteth.

Then perhaps I shall learn

Whether sorrow is the shadow of love,

Or love the shadow of sorrow.




Until that hour,

Let the cypresses keep their watch.

Let the stars continue their cold vigil.

Let the earth hold gently

What once was call’d Maxima Dalee.

And let this be her requiem:

That she loved beyond measure,

And therefore suffer’d beyond measure;

That she suffer’d beyond measure,

And therefore became beautiful;

And that beauty,

Like grief,

Was never meant to remain.








  
  
  Ascension

  
  




And after sorrow came the silence.

Not the silence of the grave,

Where dust returneth unto dust,

Nor that deep stillness which inhabiteth

The forgotten chambers of the earth;

But a greater silence—

Ancient as the first morning,

And gentle as the breath of God

Moving upon the waters before Creation.

For grief had done its sacred work.




Every tear had become a pearl.

Every wound had become a window.

Every earthly longing had been burnished

Into a thing of light.




Thus Maxima Dalee arose.

Not with the clamour of trumpets,

Nor amidst the astonishment of nations,

But as the dawn ascendeth from the horizon,

Unperceived save by the faithful stars.

The world below grew distant.




Its crowns and quarrels,

Its fleeting pleasures and brief despairs,

Lay beneath her like scattered leaves

Upon an autumn road.




And she beheld the ladder of eternity,

Whose foot rested in suffering

And whose summit vanished in glory.

Upon each rung were written

The names of those holy afflictions

By which the soul is purified:

Longing.

Loss.

Patience.

Mercy.

Sacrifice.

Love.

And ascending through them,

She understood at last

That no sorrow had been wasted.

For every grief had secretly prepared

A place within her

For the infinite.




Then the heavens opened.

Not as a gate of gold,

Nor as the imaginings of painters,

But as a boundless sea of living light

Before which every earthly beauty

Appeared as a fading candle.




And there, amid that everlasting brightness,

Stood the Lamb once slain.

The wounds remained.

Yet they shone.

The pierced hands,

The wounded side,

The brow once crowned with thorns—

Not marks of defeat,

But everlasting emblems of love triumphant.




And Christ looked upon her.

Not as a judge regardeth the accused,

Nor as a king beholdeth a servant,

But as one wounded heart knoweth another.

For He too had loved unto suffering.

He too had wept.




He too had stretched forth His hands

Toward a world unwilling to remain.

And in His gaze

All earthly loneliness departed.

The questions that had haunted her

Fell away like autumn leaves.

Why must beauty perish?

Why must love wound?

Why are the purest affections

So often companions of grief?

No voice answered.

Yet she understood.

For standing before Eternal Love,

All lesser sorrows found their meaning.

Then Christ placed upon her brow

No crown of jewels,

No diadem of earthly glory,

But a simple wreath of white lilies,

Fashioned from every sacrifice

She had borne in silence.




And the saints sang.

Not of victory over others,

But of victory over despair.

Not of power,

But of compassion.

Not of conquest,

But of love that endureth even death.

The stars became as choirs.

The galaxies revolved like censers

Swinging before the throne of God.




And all Creation seemed but one vast hymn,

Forever ascending,

Forever returning,

Forever praising the mystery

From which it came.

Then Maxima Dalee looked once more

Toward the world she had departed.




She saw its mourners,

Its lovers,

Its lonely wanderers beneath the moon.

And she wept.

Not from sorrow,

But from tenderness.

For she knew now

That every broken heart

Was moving, however blindly,

Toward the same eternal harbour.




Thus she vanished into glory.

Not lost.

Not forgotten.

But fulfilled.

And if, in the watches of the night,

A soul should feel an inexplicable peace

Descend upon its grief,

Perhaps it is only this:

That somewhere beyond the veil,

Where Christ reigneth among the everlasting hills,

The spirit of Maxima Dalee remembereth still—

And prayeth.








  
  
  Resurrection

  
  




The stone was not removed.

It had never been there.

For what sepulchre can imprison

That which was fashioned for eternity?

What grave can hold the breath

Once touched by the breath of God?




The earth had kept her faithfully,

As a mother keepeth the garments

Of a child long departed;

Yet she herself had passed beyond

The dominion of corruption.

The winter endured.

The branches stood naked beneath the frost.




The rivers moved beneath their chains of ice.

The fields remembered summer

Only as the old remember youth.

And still the world believed

That death was the final word.

But death hath no final word.

It is only an echo

Mistaken for a voice.




It is only a shadow

Mistaken for a form.

For beneath the sleeping roots,

Life laboreth in secret;

And beneath the silence of the tomb,

God continueth His work.




Then came the appointed morning.

Not marked upon any earthly calendar,

Nor heralded by prince or prophet,

But known from the foundation of the world

To Him who calleth every star by name.

The horizon kindled.




A pale radiance gathered

Along the edges of creation,

As though the first dawn of Eden

Had returned to visit the ruined garden.

And a voice was heard.

Not through the ears,

But through the substance of being itself.

The same Voice

That summoned light from darkness,

That called Lazarus from the grave,

That cried, “It is finished,”

And thereby began all things anew.




The Voice spoke her name.

Maxima.

And all that had been broken

Remembered its wholeness.

All that had been scattered

Remembered its unity.

All that had suffered

Remembered its purpose.

Then she arose.

Not as a ghost from memory,

Nor as a dream recalled at waking,

But as the rose returneth in spring

After its long concealment in the earth.

The wounds remained.

Yet they no longer pained.

The grief remained.

Yet it had become wisdom.

The love remained.

Yet it burned now

With a brightness no sorrow could diminish.

For nothing true had perished.

The tears were not lost.

The prayers were not forgotten.




The lonely vigils beneath the moon,

The unanswered yearnings,

The sacrifices known only to God—

All endured.

Transfigured.

As iron passeth through the furnace

And returneth as a shining thing.

Then she beheld the Risen Christ.

And the light of His countenance

Was as morning upon ten thousand seas.

The scars upon His hands

Shone brighter than crowns.

The wound within His side

Outshone the sun.

For love itself had become visible.

And Christ said unto her:

“Behold,

I make all things new.”

Not some things.

Not the fortunate things.

Not only the beautiful things.

All things.

The broken and the whole.

The remembered and the forgotten.

The tears and the laughter.

The living and the dead.

All things.




Then she understood

What no mortal grief can comprehend:

That resurrection is not the undoing of sorrow,

But its fulfilment.

The seed doth not cease to be a seed

By becoming a flower.

The night is not denied

By the coming of dawn.

And suffering is not erased

By glory.

Rather, glory is suffering

Seen from the other shore.

Then the heavens and the earth

Appeared as one great temple,

And every created thing

Sang with a voice not its own.

The cedars sang.

The seas sang.

The stars, wheeling through the abyss,

Sang.

And among them stood Maxima Dalee,

No longer a martyr of longing,

Nor a pilgrim of loss,

But a daughter of resurrection.

The ancient grief had passed through fire.

The ancient love had passed through death.

And both emerged immortal.

Therefore let no mourner despair.

Let no lover believe

That devotion is wasted.

Let no sorrowing heart imagine

That its tears descend unnoticed.

For beyond every Good Friday

Waiteth an Easter morning.

Beyond every crucifixion,

A resurrection.

Beyond every farewell,

A meeting.

And beyond death itself,

The voice of Christ still calleth

Each beloved soul by name.

Thus was Maxima Dalee raised.

And thus shall all true love be raised:

Not diminished.

Not forgotten.

But made eternal.








  
  
  Farewell

  
  




Now all is said.

The bells have ceased their trembling in the air;

The candles have consumed themselves to ash;

The mourners have departed one by one,

Leaving the night alone with its remembrance.

What remaineth?

A name.

A handful of faded flowers.

A little dust.

And yet, how strange it is

That an entire universe of tenderness

Can linger within a single name.

Maxima Dalee.

I speak it softly,

As one might utter a prayer

Long after faith hath become sight.

For there are farewells

That signify an ending,

And there are farewells

That are merely the last earthly form of love.

This is the latter.

I shall not seek thee in the churchyard,

Among the leaning stones and solemn yews.

Thou art not there.

Nor shall I seek thee in the wind,

Though often it resembleth thy voice;

Nor in the stars,

Though they borrow somewhat of thine ancient radiance.

For thou hast passed beyond all symbols.

Beyond the rose.

Beyond the dove.

Beyond the cross-shadow at eventide.

Beyond every metaphor

By which grief endeavoureth

To make itself understood.

And I remain.

A little while.

Only a little while.

A traveller delayed upon the road,

Watching the sunset linger

Upon the hills where another hath already gone.

Yet even now I begin to perceive

That love was never ours to possess.

We are but stewards of its flame.

For a season it is placed within our hands;

Then Heaven reclaimeth its fire,

Leaving us illuminated

And bereft.

Thus every beloved thing

Is both gift and prophecy.

A gift,

Because it is given.

A prophecy,

Because it cannot remain.

Perhaps this is why beauty wounds us.

Not because it dies,

But because it revealeth

That we ourselves are passing.

The flower falleth.

The star descendeth.

The beloved departeth.

And through these losses

The soul learneth

Its own mortality.

Yet there is mercy even in this.

For if nothing faded,

We should never lift our eyes toward eternity.

If no farewell existed,

No heart would ever learn to hope.

Therefore I release thee.

Not from memory—

For memory itself would rebel.

Not from love—

For love acknowledgeth no grave.

But from sorrow.

From the heavy garments of lamentation.

From the long shadows cast by absence.

From the silent chambers where grief

Hath knelt so many years.

Go where the saints sing.

Go where Christ reigneth

Beyond the reach of death.

Go where every tear

Is gathered into joy.

And if, upon some distant and unimagined morning,

When time itself hath folded like a worn-out scroll,

I should behold thee once again,

Let there be no speeches.

No explanations.

No accounting of tears.

Only recognition.

Only peace.

Only that sacred astonishment

By which the soul discovereth

That nothing truly loved

Was ever lost.

The night deepens.

The final star awakens.

The world grows quiet around me.

And now, beloved,

I give thee my last earthly word—

Not in despair.

Not in doubt.

But in hope.

Farewell.

Until the Kingdom.

Farewell.

Until the Morning.

Farewell, Maxima Dalee.

Farewell.






III

Metamorphosis







  
  
  Serenity Grove Mental Hospital

  
  




Can you hear your daughter’s

silent cries, maman?

I can no longer hear

your prayers that protect me.




Do you hate me, maman,

because I’m as delicate as a dove?

I’ve lost my way in my own mind

and I have no light to find my path.




Do you remember, maman,

how I danced in the garden,

barefoot in the dirt,

dreaming of a world

that did not ache?

Now the earth is cold,

and the flowers have turned

their faces away.




Your hands once stitched my wounds

with lullabies,

but your silence now weaves shadows.

I can’t tell if it’s love or loss

that echoes in your absence.




Maman, I have fallen

from the sky I once soared.

Delicate wings are broken,

and I wonder,

did you know they would fail me?




If you still pray,

whisper to the stars for me,

for I am a trembling flame,

and the night is closing in.








  
  
  Trapped in My Own Maze

  
  




I’m trapped in my own maze

when the light and shadows dance,

When day mingles with night,

when they dissolve into each other.




I stumble through the twilight, maman,

my breath heavy with unshed tears.

I search for the edges of this endless dusk,

but every path turns in on itself.




Did I inherit this maze from you?

A legacy of wounds

we could never name.

I wonder if you, too,

were once lost in a place

where dreams fray.




The stars refuse to guide me,

as if they’ve forgotten their promises.

Yet I still lift my gaze,

a prayer buried in the hollow of my chest.




Maman,

if I find the exit,

will you be waiting for me—

or will I meet only my own shadow?








  
  
  Eternal Madness Eats My Mind

  
  




I stand at the edge of forgotten dreams,

Where shadows murmur in tongues of grief.

The moon, pale and hollow, watches—

A voyeur to my crumbling mind.




Once, I wore joy like a thin veil,

But sorrow’s claws tore it apart.

Now madness is my only heirloom,

Passed from one broken dawn to the next.




The walls of my soul are etched

With memories that should not breathe.

Faces that fled, voices that screamed,

Echoes sharp as glass on skin.




I’ve wept oceans no one will drink,

Drowned beneath tides of my own despair.

Yet still, the current drags me further—

Deeper into a darkness that knows my name.




There’s no balm for this haunted mind,

No rest from the weight of the past.

Every hour is an unmarked grave,

And I dig, hoping to bury myself.




Yet I live—if this can be called living—

A specter in a house of bones.

Madness, my lover and jailer both,

Consumes what hope still clings to me.




But even as my mind dissolves,

I am bound to a fragile thread:

Not hope, not peace, but a faint heartbeat—

A testament to pain that breathes.




If madness must eat me whole,

Let it take my sorrow with it, too.

Yet the sorrow stays—loyal and cruel,

A ghost that will never let me go.








  
  
  Lord of Madness

  
  




Mesmerise me, Lord of Madness—

Your hollow eyes burn through my bones.

Whisper poison into my veins,

Make despair my sacred throne.




I wore hope like a fragile crown,

But you shattered it with your fists.

Now shadows bloom beneath my skin,

And every joy I knew resists.




Lead me to your kingdom, dark—

The ruin where no light remains.

You promised peace through suffering,

Yet left me bleeding in my chains.




My screams are your cruel symphony,

My anguish your exalted feast.

You watch me fall, again, again—

Each wound a gift to your dark priest.




I cursed you once, in softer days,

When the storm was just a gale.

Now I walk your endless path,

Each step another bitter nail.




Yet I won’t kneel, not fully yet—

There’s fury stitched into my grief.

Though madness drags me, cold and sharp,

It won’t erase what I believe.




I’ll rise, I’ll rage, I’ll break your reign.

And if I fall, it won’t be meek.

For even in this ruin of pain,

There’s a spark you cannot seek.




So mesmerise me, Lord of Madness—

I’ll dance your nightmare, fierce and wild.

But know my sorrow carries flame,

And even you will fear the fire.








  
  
  You, Doctor V.

  
  




You, Doctor V., walk

from wisdom to madness. Late February,

snow melting like fragile memories,

the air sharp with the ghosts of regret.

You speak of cures, of salvation—

Yet your eyes betray the cracks.




Did you mean to break me?

Your words, clinical as scalpels,

cut through my fragile heartstrings,

until even hope bled out on the floor.

I was your case, your puzzle—

Not a soul, not a name.




You held a mirror to my ruin,

but never offered healing hands.

Your truths were bitter, metallic—

They left me hollow, without air.

And still you stood, unmoved,

master of my fractured despair.




You, Doctor V., smiled like winter.

Cold, detached, a priest of anguish.

Did you ever feel the weight

of lives crushed beneath your gaze?

Or were we simply echoes

in the dark halls of your broken mind?




Yet I am not your masterpiece.

Not your finest work of ruin.

My sorrow bears fury now,

and I will not fall by your design.

For even from ashes, I will rise—

Wounded, yes. But still alive.




So walk from wisdom to madness,

Doctor V. Someday, you’ll feel

what it is to be undone—

to stand alone in a silent storm,

begging for light that will not come.








  
  
  Sorrow Swims Back to Me

  
  




Sorrow swims back to me,

through the dark rivers of memory—

each wave carrying your name,

your face, etched in shadows and fire.




I gave you my heart,

a trembling bird in your careless hands.

You held it once, briefly,

then let it fall without a glance.




Your silence was a storm,

each unanswered word a thunderclap.

And still, I waited—

believing love could bloom from ruin.




But love was never born in you.

It lived only in my fragile dreams,

while you walked away,

leaving a hollow where hope once burned.




I hate myself for still wanting you,

for tracing the scars you left behind.

But the anger, too, is a bitter fire—

feeding on the ashes of what we could have been.




I scream into the night,

but the stars do not care.

The moon turns away—

even it tires of my aching grief.




Yet sorrow swims back to me,

a relentless tide of all I lost.

And though I rage, I cannot escape it.

I can only drown,

alone in the ocean of you.








  
  
  The Knife on Your Throat

  
  




I put the knife on your throat—

not to hurt, but to show

the edge of my sorrow,

the weight of a love

you never held.




I gave you everything—

skin, bone, breath, soul—

and you took it

as if love were a game,

as if I were a story

you never cared to read.




Your silence—

the sharpest blade of all.

Each moment of absence

carved deeper wounds

than any word

you refused to speak.




I begged to be seen—

a soft light

in your storm-filled sky.

But you chose shadows,

turning from me

without regret.




Now anger pulses

like a scar beneath my skin—

a fire born

from all you left broken.

And still, I love you.




The knife remains,

hovering—

not to end you,

but to remind myself

that survival

is not surrender.




One day, I’ll lay it down—

walk away from your ghost.

But for now, I linger

in the wound you made—

choking on hope,

drowning in rage.








  
  
  Noon Walk in Serenity Grove

  
  




The gates creak behind me—

rusted iron holding in shadows.

Serenity Grove, they call it—

but there is no peace here.

Only the echoes of a thousand

fractured minds.




The gravel path bites my feet,

each step a reminder

of how far I’ve fallen.

Birdsong drifts from the trees,

mocking me with melodies

too bright for the ache I carry.




I walk through hollow air,

past faces stitched with silence.

They see me,

but do not see me—

lost in their own wars,

their own quiet devastations.




Memory stains the earth beneath me.

I can’t outrun it—

the sharp flash of your eyes,

your words that cut deeper

than any blade.

They said love could heal,

but ours only burned.




Here, the walls listen.

They know my grief,

how it drags me down,

drowns me in its endless tide.

Yet the world pretends

that healing is linear—

a straight road I cannot follow.




At noon, the sun breaks the sky,

blinding and indifferent.

I close my eyes against it,

wondering if even the light

can reach this broken heart.




The wind stirs, soft but cold,

as if to say:

You’re still here.

Still breathing.

And though I ache

for the love that shattered me,

there is no turning back now.




I keep walking,

through Serenity Grove’s

lonely trees and whispered ghosts.

My shadow trails behind—

still heavy, still raw—

but not abandoned.

Not yet.








  
  
  Crossing the Galata Bridge

  
  




The sea churns beneath me,

gray and restless,

like the storm in my chest.

I walk the Galata Bridge—

each step a reckoning

with memories I cannot drown.




Istanbul breathes sorrow tonight,

its ancient stones soaked in tears

of lovers, poets, and ghosts.

The city knows loss—

it echoes in the call to prayer,

in the salt-worn breeze

that stings my skin.




I once walked this bridge

with hope beside me,

your hand warm in mine,

our dreams bright as the skyline.

But love, like the sea,

was never meant to be held.




You slipped away,

a shadow swallowed by the night.

Now only emptiness walks with me—

its weight unbearable,

its voice louder than the waves.




The fishermen cast their lines,

pulling nothing but silence

from the deep.

I watch them,

wondering how to reel myself

back to shore.




The Galata Tower stands,

unmoved by my grief,

its gaze fixed on the horizon—

a sentinel for all the broken hearts

left behind on this bridge.




I pause at the midpoint,

the world split in two:

the past behind me,

the unknown ahead.

But the sea refuses to let me go.




The wind presses hard,

whispering your name.

I close my eyes,

but it is carved into my soul—

each letter a scar,

each memory another stone

in the water below.




Yet I take another step.

Not because I’ve healed—

I haven’t.

But because the bridge is here,

and I must cross it

before the night swallows me whole.








  
  
  Courting with Angels

  
  




I have courted with angels,

their wings brushing my skin—

a touch too soft, too fleeting

to anchor me to light.

They whispered of hope,

but I only knew despair.




I danced in their shadows,

a waltz of fractured hearts,

each step heavy with grief,

each turn haunted by memories

I could not release.

I wanted to rise—

but my feet stayed chained

to the earth of my sorrow.




They told me to let go of you.

But love, once broken,

becomes a wound

you wear forever—

a scar no angel can mend.




I called to you in dreams,

but only silence answered—

the silence of things lost

beyond reach,

where even wings cannot carry.




My tears fell like prayers,

but heaven never opened.

Even angels tire

of the same sad lament.




Yet still, they watched me,

their eyes filled

with something like mercy—

but mercy is not love.

It cannot hold me

the way your memory does.




I am trapped between worlds:

not light, not shadow—

just a ghost courting angels

with an ache too human

to be understood.




And so I remain—

half-fallen, half-risen,

grieving the life we never had,

waiting for the day

when even the angels

will turn away.








  
  
  Death of a Virgin

  
  




In the dim room, time stood still—

the air heavy with silence,

my breath shallow with fear.

You promised tenderness,

but tenderness never came.

Only the weight of expectation

and the shattering of trust.




My innocence did not die gently.

It was taken,

stripped from trembling hands,

left crumpled on the floor

like a dress too worn to mend.

I looked for love in your eyes—

found only shadows.




The girl I was disappeared that night,

her laughter buried beneath shame.

I tried to call her back,

to tell her she was still whole,

but the echoes of her voice

faded into the dark.




They say the first time is sacred—

a myth I believed too long.

But there was no altar,

no divinity in this loss.

Only the ache of being seen,

then discarded.




I carry that night like a scar—

not visible, but always felt.

The world looks on,

unaware of the battle inside—

the war between rage and sorrow,

between the past and my will to heal.




I mourn the girl who trusted love.

I mourn the way she dreamed.

Yet somewhere within me,

a small ember still burns—

faint, but alive.




One day, I will rise

from the ashes of what was stolen.

Not whole,

but unbroken in my survival.

And the world will know—

this death did not end me.








  
  
  Ode to Sertraline

  
  




Oh Sertraline,

you fill the cracks in my chest,

but never quite heal them.

You smooth the sharp edges of my thoughts,

but the jaggedness remains,

hidden just beneath the surface.




I swallow you down each morning,

a bitter pill with no promise of peace.

You numb the weight of the world

but leave me adrift,

floating in an ocean of half-feelings,

half-living,

distant from the life I once knew.




You dull the sharpness of grief,

but don’t erase it.

You freeze my tears

before they can fall,

but leave me frozen inside,

a statue carved from sorrow

and the memory of things lost.




You whisper lies in my ear—

that I am better,

that I am fixed.

But I know you are not the cure—

you are just a mask

that hides the truth

from both the world and me.




How many times have I begged

for relief that never comes?

How many nights have I stared at the ceiling,

wondering when the silence will break

and the flood of emotions will drown me again?




You take away the storm,

but you also take away the sun.

I exist in a muted world,

walking through days

that feel like endless echoes.




And still, I take you—

because without you,

the ache is unbearable.

But with you,

I am neither whole nor broken,

just suspended in a place

that belongs to no one.




So here I stand,

grateful for the calm you bring,

but mourning the pieces of me

that are lost to your shadow.

Oh Sertraline,

you are not the answer,

but you are the only one

I have left.








  
  
  A Poem Written by God

  
  




He was a poem written by God,

each line a testament to beauty—

the curve of his smile,

the depth of his gaze,

all etched with divine precision.

I read him like scripture,

my heart stumbling over every verse.




Yet he walked through the world

untouched by my devotion,

unaware of the prayers I whispered

in the dark corners of my mind.

His laughter echoed,

light as morning rain,

falling everywhere but on me.




I dreamed of reaching him,

of tracing the lines God drew

across his soul—

but dreams dissolve at dawn,

and love without return

is a wound that never closes.




Still, I followed him—

a silent disciple

to a love that was never mine.

My hands remained empty,

my heart an altar of longing

he never saw fit to bless.




He was a poem written by God—

and I, just a footnote,

a forgotten stanza

left behind in the pages

of a story I could not change.




Yet even now,

in the shadows of loss,

I cannot unwrite him.

He is the ink

that stains my soul forever.








  
  
  At the Peaks of Madness

  
  




At the peaks of madness,

the air is thin,

and every breath is a struggle

against shadows that press in too close.

I climbed here without knowing,

each step driven by anguish

and the weight of too many ghosts.




The wind howls my name—

a twisted echo of memories

I cannot escape.

They told me time would heal,

but time has only sharpened

the blade lodged in my chest.




At this height,

the past is an avalanche—

crushing, relentless,

burying every fragile hope

beneath its cold indifference.




I hear the voices again:

those who left,

those I could not save,

those who broke me

without ever looking back.

Their words tear through me

like jagged stone.




There is no sanctuary here—

only the raw ache of survival,

and the bitter taste

of all that’s been lost.

I reached for love,

but love was a mirage,

slipping through my fingers

with cruel ease.




And now, alone at the summit,

I see only a horizon

painted in despair.

No dawn, no rescue—

just the endless descent

into darker valleys.




Yet something still beats within me—

a defiant spark,

small but unyielding.

I don’t know if it’s hope

or just the stubborn refusal

to let madness consume me whole.




At the peaks of madness,

I am broken,

but not gone.

And perhaps that,

in all its sorrow,

is a kind of victory.








  
  
  Find Me, Destroy Me

  
  




Find me, destroy me—

I am already broken.

Your absence is a slow ruin,

a wound that never closes,

a whispered ache

that lingers beneath every breath.




I loved you in silence—

each heartbeat a prayer

you never heard.

You were the sun I reached for,

but your light burned

what little hope I had left.




I tried to let go,

to unthread your name

from the fabric of my soul,

but it is stitched too deep—

each syllable a scar,

each memory another stone

I carry to the grave.




You haunt my dreams—

your eyes, your voice,

the touch I’ll never feel.

Even in sleep,

you find me,

and I wake gasping

for a love that will never be.




Why didn’t you see me?

Why didn’t you stay?

Questions circle like vultures,

their wings black

with my despair.

I gave you everything

and asked for nothing—

yet still, it wasn’t enough.




Find me, destroy me—

I have no walls left to tear down.

All that remains

is the shell of someone

who once believed in love.




And yet,

if you called me now,

I would come—

a fool with open arms,

ready to shatter

one final time.








  
  
  Lullaby of Broken Hearts

  
  




Sing me the lullaby of broken hearts,

soft as the tears that stain my pillow.

Each note a sigh,

each chord a memory of you—

the one I loved too much,

the one who never saw me.




I gave you my tenderness,

fragile as glass,

only to watch it fall

from careless hands.

You smiled through me—

a ghost,

a shadow.

Yet I stayed,

hoping love could bloom

where no seeds were sown.




Nights stretch long in the absence of hope.

I listen for your voice

in the silence—

foolish and unyielding,

as if you would ever return.

But ghosts do not walk backward,

and neither do you.




I cradle the ache

like a child I cannot abandon—

a grief born of longing,

a sorrow that feeds

on the echo of your name.

There is no comfort in sleep,

only dreams that replay

your indifference

in endless loops.




Still, the lullaby hums on,

soft and relentless,

a requiem for the love I carried

alone.

And though my heart beats shattered,

it beats still—

defiant, aching,

a survivor of a war

it never wanted to fight.




So let the lullaby play—

a hymn to loss,

a melody for every broken soul

who loved without being loved.

And let it drift

into the quiet night,

where all our sadness

becomes the stars.








  
  
  No More Nightmares

  
  




I told myself—

no more nightmares,

no more dreams of you

standing at the edge of my mind,

your eyes vacant,

your smile a fading echo

of what never was.




I wake drowning

in memories I didn’t choose—

your laughter, distant and cruel,

your shadow etched on my soul.

You were the sun,

and I, a fragile moth

burning just to be near.




I gave you my heart—

offered it trembling, raw.

You took it in silence,

then turned away,

leaving me to bleed

in the dark corners of love.




I begged sleep to take me,

but sleep betrayed me—

pulling me back

to the place where you stood

unmoved, untouched.

Your absence sharper

than any blade

I could ever hold.




No more nightmares,

I whisper to the stars.

No more haunting me

with what could never be.

Yet even in this prayer,

I feel the weight

of all I still carry—

the ache of unspoken words,

the emptiness of a love

never returned.




One day,

I will rise from this sorrow,

scarred but unbroken.

One day,

your face will fade,

and I will be free.

But tonight,

I lie still beneath the moon,

chained to the memory

of the love

I gave away.








  
  
  Last Dance of My Love

  
  




This is the last dance of my love—

a waltz with shadows,

a farewell whispered

to the echoes of you.

I step across the floor,

slow and trembling,

as if each movement

might finally break me.




I loved you in silence,

in the spaces between your smiles,

in the moments you forgot

I was there.

I memorized the curve of your hands,

the light in your eyes—

every detail a blade

pressed against my fragile heart.




You never saw me,

not truly.

I was the quiet breath

on the edges of your world,

the one who waited,

hoping for love

that never came.




Now the music fades,

and still, I hold you

in my shattered dreams.

But this is the end—

the last step,

the final bow.

No more dancing

with ghosts of what could have been.




The floor is cold beneath my feet,

and the emptiness

is almost merciful.

I release you,

though my heart tears in two.

Even love must die

when it is left unanswered

for too long.




So I walk into the silence,

with only the ache

of unreturned devotion

to guide me.

But somewhere,

the stars still burn,

and perhaps one day,

I will find a new song

to dance to again.








  
  
  Ashes of My Cigarette

  
  




Ashes of my cigarette

fall like the pieces of us—

crumbled, spent,

and scattered by the wind.

Each drag is a breath

I wish I could take back,

each ember a memory

burning too bright

for a love that was never mine.




I watched you

from the corners of my heart,

silent and yearning,

while you wandered elsewhere—

your gaze fixed on horizons

I could never reach.

I built dreams on quicksand,

and now they sink,

leaving only smoke and sorrow.




I told myself lies

to keep the ache at bay—

that maybe you’d turn,

maybe you’d see me

and understand the language

of my broken heart.

But you never did.

You loved the world,

and I was just its shadow.




The cigarette burns down,

its final moments smoldering,

like the love I once cradled

in trembling hands.

I gave it to you whole,

and you left it in ruins,

careless and unknowing.




I let the ashes fall—

to the floor, to the past.

This love has no phoenix,

no rebirth,

only the fading gray

of what could never be.




Yet, as I crush the last ember

beneath my heel,

I wonder if I will ever

stop loving you—

or if I, too,

am destined to burn forever.








  
  
  The Damned Damozel

  
  




The Damned Damozel lean’d out

From the fiery ingot of Hell:

Her brown eyes were deeper much

Than a fire of Hell.

She had a cerberos on a leash,

And sparks were flaming in her hair.


Her red robe, ungirt from clasp to hem,

No embroidered sparks did adorn,

But Lucifer’s gift is a flaming spark.

It was worn neatly round her neck;

And her hair down her back,

Black as ripe brambles.


It seemed to her she scarce had been a day

One of Lucifer’s choristers;

The envy was not yet quite gone

From that still look of hers;

Albeit, to them she left, her day

Had counted as ten years.


(To one it is ten years of years:

…Yet now, here in this place,

Surely she lean’d o’er me,—her hair

Fell all about my face….

Nothing: the Autumn-fall of leaves.

The whole year sets apace.)


It was the terrace of Lucifer’s house

That she was standing on,—

By Lucifer built over the sheer depth

In which Blackhole is begun;

So high, that looking downward thence,

She scarce could see the sun.


It lies from Hell across the flood

Of ether, as a bridge.

Beneath, the tides of day and night

With flame and darkness ridge

The void, as low as where this earth

Spins like a fretful midge.


But in those tracts, with her, it was

The peace of sin

And silence. For no breeze may stir

Along the steady howl

Of Cerberos; no echo there,

Beyond all depth or height.


Heard hardly, some of her new friends,

Playing at holy games,

Spake gentle-mouth’d, among themselves,

Their sinner chaste names;

And the souls, mounting up to Lucifer,

Went by her like thin flames.


And still she bow’d herself, and stoop’d

Into the vast waste chaos;

Till her bosom’s pressure must have made

The bar she lean’d on warm,

And the flames lay as if asleep

Along her bended arm.


From the fixt lull of Hell, she saw

Time, like a pulse, shake fierce

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove,

In that steep gulf, to pierce

The swarm; and then she spoke, as when

The flames sang in their spheres.


‘I wish that he were come to me,

For he will come,’ she said.

‘Have I not sinn’d in solemn Hell?

On earth, has he not sinn’d?

Are not two sins a perfect strength?

And shall I feel afraid?


‘When round his head the crown of thorns clings,

And he is clothed in black,

I’ll take his hand, and go with him

To the deep wells of light,

And we will step down as to a stream

And bathe there in Lucifer’s sight.


‘We two will stand beside that shrine,

Occult, withheld, untrod,

Whose lamps tremble continually

With prayer sent up to Lucifer;

And where each need, reveal’d, expects

Its patient period.


‘We two will lie i’ the shadow of

That living mystic tree

Within whose secret growth the Cerberos

Sometimes is felt to be,

While every leaf that His plumes touch Saith His name audibly.


‘And I myself will teach to him,—

I myself, lying so,—

The songs I sing here; which his mouth

Shall pause in, hush’d and slow,

Finding some knowledge at each pause,

And some new thing to know.’


(Alas! to her wise simple mind

These things were all but known

Before: they trembled on her sense,—

Her voice had caught their tone.

Alas for lonely Hell! Alas

For life wrung out alone!


Alas, and though the end were reach’d?…

Was thy part understood

Or borne in trust? And for her sake

Shall this too be found good?—

May the close lips that knew not prayer

Praise ever, though they would?)


‘He shall fear, haply, and be dumb.

Then I will lay my cheek

To his, and tell about our love,

Not once abash’d or weak:

And the dear Father will approve

My pride, and let me speak.


‘Herself shall bring us, hand in hand,

To Him round whom all souls

Kneel—the unnumber’d solemn heads

Bow’d with their aureoles:

And Demons, meeting us, shall sing

To their citherns and citoles.


There will I ask of Lucifer

Thus much for him and me:—

To have more chaos than on earth

In nowise; but to be

As then we were,—being as then

At peace. Yea, verily.


‘Yea, verily; when he is
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