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They asked me why I never spoke

Why silence sat beside me like an old friend

But they never saw the ink beneath my nails

The nights I bled through paper

Because my throat forgot how to shout

The pen was my only voice

Thin as a whisper

Trembling as I etched grief into the margins of my journal

When joy came

I couldn’t hold it like others did

I folded it into metaphors

Hid it between enjambments

Let it tremble on the tip of similes I barely believed in

I wrote because I had no one to tell

Because no one waited at the door

Because my heart was too shy to ask tor company

And too loud to keep quiet

I gave the paper all my truths

And still, no one turned the page

I begged the pen to make me known

To give shape to my sorrow

To shout on my behalf

But ink is not a scream

And poems are not people

They do not hold you when you break

So I wrote

And wrote

And wrote

Until the silence looked a little like peace

Until the pen stopped shaking in my hand

Until the world stopped asking me why I was so quiet

Until the people enjoy my writings

The pen was my voice

Even if they never heard my voice

But God did

He read every line

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Buried in ashes


[image: ]


We were born in hope

Each word stitched with trembling certainty

Each line a lantern sent into the dark

We were the submitted proposals

We wore titles like crowns

Dressed in fonts of quiet faith

Folded neatly in proposals

That carried more than just content

We carried him

His ache

His reaching

His belief that someone would say yes to his writing

But they didn’t

Not the publishing company

Not the bookstores

And we were buried in ashes

Not with ceremony

But with silence

Trashed inboxes

Unread attachments

Dust gathering on digital skin

Still, we remember his pulse as he pressed send

How his chest rose

Like a wave refusing to drown

We were hope in motion

Now we are buried in ashes

Not in fire of hope

But in forgetfulness

And yet, we whisper beneath the surface

Unseen

Unchosen

But never untrue

We are the remnants of a voice that dared to rise

And we wait

Not for resurrection

But for reckoning

One day, he’ll write again

Then we’ll become the soil that roots his flame

And whether anyone will accept him or not

God will accept everything that he wrote

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The names that shaped the silence


[image: ]


We are the inked breath beside the fold

The whispered names beneath the headline’s bold

Not title

Not glory

Just byline

Quietly italicized

Trailing the story like shadows at dusk

The names that shaped the silence

They never spoke us aloud

Never lingered on our vowels like they did the viral quote

The breaking news

The punchline in paragraph four

But we were there at 2 a.m.

When coffee cooled beside unanswered emails

When drafts were bled

And bled

And bled, for an editor’s maybe

When passion wrestled with rent

When truth mean missing birthdays

Missing sleep

Missing praise

We were not the story

But we bore it

We knew the weight of worlds inside a line-break

The thunder coiled in commas

The faith it takes to keep speaking

When applause is always for the stage

Never for the pen that scripted it

We are the names that shaped the silence

Ghosts in authorial armor

Signing off reports with hands unseen

Scribbling verses that healed strangers

Only to return to those rooms

Where no one knew we wrote at all

Yet we stayed

Not for fame

But for the ache that only paper can cradle

Not for noise

But for the whisper that justice begins in ink

Not for the crowd

But for the craft

The calling

The quiet

And so, we lie here still

Pressed beneath headlines and spines

Unread

Unpraised

But never unwritten
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From the devil’s perspective

Ah, another one

How quaint

Another sermon wrapped in metaphor

Another chorus gasping for air on a blank feed

Did you really thought this one would rise?

Tell me now

How does it feel to bleed brilliance for no applause?

To post a piece only to watch the numbers nap?

Four likes

One pity share at best

And silence thick as spilled ink

You whisper to your screen

“Maybe someone will be blessed”

I chuckle

Blessed?

They’re busy needing dopamine

In reels and rage threads

You call this ministry

I call it a graveyard

Poems that no one waited for

Where your writing come to die with no mourners

You think it’s “planted seed”

I think it’s rot

Unseen

Unwanted

Unnecessary

Useless

The drafts you won’t post?

Tasted delicious 

Your fear

Your shame

Your quiet scrolling past others more “viral”

More “palatable”

Less you

That rejection email?

I kissed the comma

And I call them the curators of your collapse

No one asked for your verses

No one waits for your weeping metaphors

Your holy tantrums

Your desperate hymns disguised as poems

So why don’t you stop?

Or better yet, keep going

Let every silence hollow your voice

Until you forget why you ever started

Because if heaven won’t echo it

Surely it was never sacred
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I, your Heavenly Father, see you

My child of quiet thunder

Pen trembling like a prophet’s rod

That never parts the sea quite fast enough

You call it failure

You call it ghost

You name it dead before it ever breathes the air

But I was there

When you scribbled that first sentence

In the dark at 2 a.m.

With breath caught between heartbreak and hope

That draft you never posted?

I read it like scripture

That line you erased ten times?

It still echoes in Heaven

You fear being unread

But I never stopped reading you

I am the first reader of your writing

I see the ink-stained ghost

It hovers by your desk

Made of abandoned metaphors

Verses you deemed too raw

Too vulnerable to live

But I gave you those ghosts

Not to haunt you

But to remind you:

That your silence still speaks

Each unwritten word still kneels before Me

And that aching between your ribs?

That is not regret

That is revelation still in labor

Your stories may vanish into feed

But not from eternity

Your rhymes may go unnoticed by man

But they move angels to tears

So write

Even if no one claps

Even if the ghost returns

Even if your ink runs dry

Because I do not anoint only the viral

I anoint the faithful

And to Me, you are not forgotten

You are my priest of pages

And I am the first reader of every word you bury
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