

    
        
          Fragments of Me

        

        
        
          Emery Sage

        

        
          Published by Emery Sage, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      FRAGMENTS OF ME

    

    
      First edition. January 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Emery Sage.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230469292

    

    
    
      Written by Emery Sage.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  

​Table of Contents

AWorldThatWouldn’tHoldMe

Echoes

Mask

TheMissingPiece

WhenLoveWasn’tEnough

DreamingwithMyEyesOpen

TheGlassCage

SummaryandBackgroundforEachPoem

​A World That Wouldn’t Hold Me

I stood apart, a phantom in the light,
Where laughter echoed, warm and bright.
Their words were rivers, smooth and swift,
While mine were stones that never fit.
I learned their steps, their practiced grace,
But always stumbled in the race.
The smiles I forged, a brittle mask,
To blend within—an endless task.
Their world was soft, but mine was hard,
Each open door was double-barred.
I stretched and twisted, bent to mold,
Yet broke beneath the weight of cold.
Alone, I crafted skies of thought,
Where stars of solace could be sought.
A space beyond their fleeting gaze,
A quiet void where I could stay.
Their whispers pierced my tender ear,
Each glance a tethered thread of fear.
I reached to grasp, but shadows fell,
And wove me into my own hell.
Was I the ghost, or were they blind?
A riddle clawed inside my mind.
The truth—unspoken, dark, and bare—
That some belong, and some despair.
Yet, in the stillness, I remain,
A keeper of my sacred pain.
Their world of ease could never hold
A heart so restless, deep, and cold.
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​Echoes

I could think of a thousand words to say,
but as the pen reaches my hand, all those words run away.
I was never trying to make anyone stay—
just one innocent mistake can take everything good away.
Like sand in my hands, disappearing from sight,
people and things—they’re gone, although they did fight.
Who is to say what we're supposed to do,
when it’s us who truly make bad things come true.
Time moves forward, but shadows remain,
etched in the corners of a memory’s stain.
We gather the pieces, though none seem to fit,
lost in the echoes of what we once lit.
Yet even in darkness, a faint light will show,
where hope quietly lingers and roots start to grow.
The weight of the past may whisper and bind,
but strength will awaken, one day at a time.
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​Mask

I learned to smile in the mirror,
Practiced the tilt of my head.
Each laugh rehearsed, a hollow sound,
Each step, a script I read.
I counted beats before I spoke,
Measured pauses, weighed each word.
Every glance, a fragile hope—
“Will I be seen, or just observed?”
The world moves fast; I stumble slow,
Its rhythm foreign to my ears.
A silent plea I’ll never show—
“Will they notice if I disappear?”
The lights too bright, the sounds too sharp,
A storm that no one sees.
I keep it hidden, play my part,
While chaos brings me to my knees.
Each word I say feels out of tune,
Each gesture slightly wrong.
I long for solace, a quiet room,
Where I don’t have to play along.
But still, I wear this heavy mask,
Its weight a constant ache.
A role I never thought to ask,
Yet one I can’t forsake.
And though I yearn to set it down,
To let my true self breathe,
The fear of being lost or drowned
Holds tighter than reprieve.
So here I stand, behind the veil,
A mystery no one solves.
A quiet story, frail and pale,
A world that never evolves.
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            We are made of fragments—broken moments, fleeting joys, and quiet sorrows. Yet, in the mosaic of all we endure, we find the beauty of who we truly are. 
— Emery Sage
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​The Missing Piece

[image: image]


I’ve lived my life in fragments,
A puzzle incomplete.
Each corner sharp, each edge unsure,
A world that felt concrete.
I watched their laughter from afar,
Their ease I couldn’t touch.
I shaped myself to fit their mold,
And still, it wasn’t much.
A silent truth beneath my skin,
A whisper I ignored.
Too faint to hear, too deep to see,
A truth I never explored.
Then you appeared, a quiet light,
And everything was clear.
The piece I sought was never lost—
It simply wasn’t here.
Your laugh unlatched the hidden doors,
Your touch unraveled time.
I met myself within your gaze,
And knew that you were mine.
How strange to find the truest me
In love I hadn’t planned.
A spark that grew into a flame
I couldn’t understand.
But once it came, I held it close,
And never let it go.
The fire lit the parts of me
I’d hidden deep below.
I claimed it loud, I claimed it proud,
No longer bound by fear.
The life I thought I’d never find
Was finally standing here.
I wish I’d known this long ago,
The freedom in my skin.
That love would break the chains I wore
And build a world within.
Now every piece has found its place,
Each crack, a golden seam.
The puzzle wasn’t broken—
It just needed me to dream.
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​When Love Wasn’t Enough

I loved him once,
Back when we were young,
When promises were made in whispers
And hope clung to every word.
I thought he’d grow,
I thought we’d rise—
But the weight of his world
Became the anchor for mine.
He chased his highs in smoke and drink,
Escaping a life he couldn’t face.
And every job he walked away from
Left me to hold the weight.
I was the hands that built our days,
The one who stood while he fell.
But disappointment became my shadow,
A constant I learned to know too well.
I cried in corners he’d never find,
Wiping tears before they fell.
Because sadness wasn’t safe with him—
It was a spark for his anger to swell.
Every scream, every slammed door,
Turned my light into something dim.
His storms filled the air we breathed,
And the darkness swallowed me within.
I begged him to see me,
To hear the woman I’d become.
But his world was built of what he felt,
And I was no one in his kingdom.
It wasn’t about us—it was about him,
His wounds, his fears, his pain.
And I was the canvas he painted on
When his own mind couldn’t contain.
I forgot there was a way out.
I told myself, “This is fate.”
I clung to love like a lifeline,
But the rope was frayed with hate.
I gave up on dreaming of better,
Let the familiar become my chain.
Until one day, I looked at myself,
And all I saw was pain.
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​Dreaming with My Eyes Open
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​The Glass Cage


​Author’s Note
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​Summary and Background for Each Poem
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