
  
    [image: ]
  

  


  
    This poetry collection is a work of creative expression. Unless explicitly stated, all characters, events, and scenarios are fictional and are not intended to reference real individuals, events, or places. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 


    Reader discretion is advised, as some content may include themes that are sensitive or triggering to certain audiences. Please refer to “Dear Reader” for a list of potential triggers.


    Copyright © 2026 by Enna L. Foxwood


    Hush Hush was written fully by a human.


    All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


    No AI Training: No portion of this publication may be used to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies. 


    E-book edition June 2026


    Cover by Mihaela Joe.


    Edited by Robyn Rae Brundage at Simpatico Editing.


    Interior formatting by Fakel Barros Studios.


    

  


  Index


  
    	Credits


    	Dear Reader


    	Introduction - a poem


    	1. Hush Hush


    	2. If I Lie


    	3. cosmos house


    	4. Without the other? – a thought


    	5. Failed


    	6. Only Enough for Myself


    	7. Susceptible to Erosion


    	8. The Convict


    	9. Ominous Birth


    	10. Belong


    	11. Servants of Rain


    	12. When the Whalers Returned


    	13. Fire Soldier


    	14. A Knight’s Wife


    	15. The Curse in the Forest


    	16. Reap and Red


    	17. Soulless


    	18. Drowned World, Selfish Choices


    	19. The land of corpse


    	20. Last Humanity


    	21. Turadh


    	22. Firelights


    	Afterword e Acknowledgments


    	Find the author

  


  Pontos de referência


  
    	Cover

  


  
    Dear Reader,


    Thank you for picking up this poetry collection. Here is a list of trigger warnings: 


    • Death (including a little gore)


    • Murder


    • Abuse (animal abuse, implied child abuse)


    • Suicide


    • Addiction


    • Eating disorder (implied)


    • Body dysmorphia (implied)


    • Deportation


    • War (fictional war)


    • Failure


    • Loneliness


    • Depression (implied)


    Through a thought piece or a work of fiction, these poems bring to light the stories we don’t like to hear. We don’t want to acknowledge our flaws, do we? We don’t want to look at the ugly parts of society. Especially not with all the bad news around us.


    But we have to if we want to change. We have to know how to improve by looking at where we fall short. I’m hoping these poems will spark discussion, or make you think about what we can do.

  


  
    


    Introduction – a poem


    Since we tend to keep silent,


    let’s use the written word instead


    to bring light into the stories


    hidden and generally avoided.


    To what extent do we save or forgive?


    How much do we as individuals sacrifice?


    Who have we failed? (Have we failed ourselves?) 


    Who must be punished? Will humanity prevail?


    Stories that have been hushed


    whisper their secrets to us from the shadows


    to inspire discussions that matter


    to anyone everywhere, whoever you are.


    

  


  
    1. Hush Hush


    I lay myself vulnerable and bare,


    only to you, my truths I share.


    But then your mouth goes off talking


    and then the world starts its mocking.


    And now I must stitch your lips closed forever.


    Do you regret it, yet?


    All you’ve said?


    Hush, hush, do not speak.


    Your late apologies, with lies they reek.


    I chance you again to pour out my soul


    and confess dark stories with emotional control.


    But then your fingers start to write,


    and then the world begins to bite!


    And now I must bind your hands together forever.


    You’ll hate yourself


    for all the love you’ve gained.


    Hush, hush, no, not a word.


    At my expense you were adored.


    


    As one last chance, I tell you a secret,


    and you cross your heart and say you’ll keep it.


    But then your eyelids went blinking,


    and then the world started winking.


    And now I must glue your eyes closed forever.


    You can rot in hell!


    You traitor! You liar!


    Hush, hush, do not speak.


    You’re toxic, evil, pathetic, and weak.
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    3. cosmos house


    Covered in dirt,


    I’m sweating,


    burying your legs.


    I tie you up


    to straighten you out.


    I give you energy,


    and hope you’ll thrive.


    I protect you from predators.


    Encountering a flaw,


    I pluck it out,


    ignoring how you bleed.


    Don’t ruin the aesthetics.


    Be perfect.


    I took you in;


    The least you could do is be perfect.


    Every day I nourish you,


    but you don’t even try.


    You wither away.


    It’s a lost cause.


    I didn’t know what you wanted!


    You won’t even tell me!


    The reason I wake so early,


    before the birds,


    is to wonder, can I take a life?


    Can I take your life?


    Shall I take your life?


    Am I capable of such violence?


    


    I see you there drooping, frazzled,


    wilting, and with legs buried,


    and I wonder where I went wrong.


    Is there such a thing as giving too much?


    But it was all the things I thought you wanted.


    Was it too much love?


    That night I take a weapon,


    and I stand above you.


    You can’t even run.


    I’m stronger and bigger.


    The room is lit red.


    It’s a murder scene.


    I press the scissors against your neck.


    Snip!


    No regrets.


    I’ll forget you.


    I’ll find better ones.


    Days, weeks, months pass,


    at the turn of autumn


    faces appear at the window.


    How can it be? You’re not alone.


    You glare into my life.


    I close the shutters,


    but your silhouette burns my eyes.


    


    Soon, you barge in.


    I can’t escape.


    My legs sink into dirt.


    You tie me up


    to straighten me out.


    I’ve become you.


    You press the scissors against my neck.


    Snip!


    [image: Cosmos]

  


  
    


    4. Without the other? – a thought


    Can light exist without shadow,


    when shadow can’t be without light?


    True strength can’t be without weakness.


    Can weakness be without might?


    The true meaning of love


    exists amidst the hate.


    Does true hatred only exist


    once love is at the gate?


    Peace comes about


    after conflict resolution.


    Can conflict then exist


    without peace as precondition?


    We can’t live without dying,


    but life can pass without a light,


    if we’re denied love and safety


    our souls can lose their fight.


    Are we strong without hope?


    Can we hope without strength?


    Unique souls blossom in crowds


    while carrying a united weight.


    

  


  
    5. Failed


    He reaches out and touches...


    nothing.


    His hand slips into empty gray fog.


    Where are the hidden colors?


    Again, again, over and over,


    he consumes, refills, then consumes again.


    He can’t go on without it.


    Then, he reaches out and touches…


    nothing.


    His hand slips into empty gray fog.


    The colors he needs are gone.


    A python constricts.


    Dizzy, he reaches for his relief.


    Trembling, he can barely—


    it’s hard—


    breathe…


    He walks forward and sinks…


    deeper.


    He falls through layers of dust and grime.


    The python squeezes out his oxygen.


    But he’s too ashamed to ask for help.


    He did this to himself.


    He reaches out and touches…


    nothing.


    The python’s dark eyes show his reflection.


    It taunts him with his silhouette.


    He consumes little, yet feels grotesquely obese.


    


    He rips the python’s eyes out, disgusted by himself.


    Then, his hands briefly graze


    the edge of a shirt.


    Familiar…


    It smells of perfume and bread—it pulls away.


    Anger explodes in him. Doesn’t she care?


    The final string in his heart


    snaps.


    He’s left alone with the python.


    * * *


    She reaches out and touches...


    nothing.


    Her son doesn’t live for anyone anymore.


    The colors are his only companion.


    He’s a living ghost, flailing in the world.


    The python has captured him in its coils.


    But he doesn’t see it. His reality skewed.


    They’re no longer in the same world.


    She reaches out and touches…


    nothing.


    He’s a bully to himself.


    She doesn’t understand why he’s remedying everything


    with the colors. That’s it.


    She’ll take it all away, mother’s duty.


    Removing the colors was a way to help him!


    She scolds his starving shame. “It’s tough love.”


    


    She walks forward and steps into…


    darkness.


    She quickly retreats, afraid,


    and questions rise like bile in her throat.


    She vomits them at night when she’s alone.


    Why doesn’t he stop hurting himself?


    “I must do something.”


    It was all her fault.


    She reaches out and touches…


    nothing.


    His thin silhouette stands on the foggy horizon.


    The python opens its wide mouth. Ready to consume.


    She runs. Calls his name.


    But she’s too late.


    The python has devoured him.


    Wailing, helpless, she’s angry at herself.


    She failed him.
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    Find the Author


    Here are the places you can find me!


    Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/52604296.Enna_L_Foxwood


    Website: https://foxwoodwrites.com/


    Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/foxwoodauthor/


    YouTube: https://www.youtube.com/@Fox_in_Thoughts
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