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    For the version of me that had to 
survive 
when no one else was coming.


    



  	
        
            
            I didn't escape the dark.I learned how to walk through it
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These words were not written safely.
They were written during breakdowns,
hospital nights,
locked doors,
and moments where living was negotiable.
Some of them still bleed.

Put away anything sharp.
Put away the lie
that this is just a book.
Because these pages don’t describe rooms
they are the rooms.
And in some of them,
the darkness never left.
It’s been waiting.
Patient.
Quiet.
Certain you’d return.
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Where Memories Bled and were buried.
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The Labyrinth In My Mind doesn’t whisper.
It contains abuse, trauma, self-harm, suicidal grief, and memories that never learned to stay buried.
Some pieces hit hard.
Some cut deep.
Some may drag old ghosts back into the room.
None of it is written to glorify pain.
It’s written because this is what it costs to live with a mind that refuses to stay quiet.
This is survival, not spectacle.
If anything becomes too heavy,
put the book down.
Breathe.
Walk away.
Come back when you’re ready, or not at all.
Your safety matters more than any poem.
You are not alone in this labyrinth.
Every page was written by someone who fought the same dark
and survived long enough to hand you the map.
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For those who grew up in the dark
and had to name the shadows themselves.
For the children who learned danger
before they learned comfort and carried whole graveyards
in the small space between their heartbeat and their fear.
For the ones, whose memories still whisper,
still bite,
still won’t stay buried
no matter how deep they dig.
For every survivor who walks through the fog
and pretends it’s just weather
and not the past calling their name.
You are not forgotten.
You are not invisible.
And you do not wander this labyrinth alone.
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BEFORE THE CRACK SPEAKS

Some poems don’t arrive gently.
They don’t tap your shoulder and wait their turn.
They tear through the mind like sirens,
demanding to be written
because the alternative is choking on them.
“After Looking in the Mirror” is one of those poems.

It wasn’t crafted from calm reflection
or quiet healing
or tidy lessons learned.
It came from the moment I looked at myself
and finally admitted
just how broken I felt 
not poetically,
not metaphorically,
but truthfully.
It’s the kind of poem that forms
when the mask slips,
when the bravado fades,
when the past claws its way up your throat
and you’re too tired to swallow it back down.
This piece isn’t about self-pity.
It isn’t about surrender.
It’s about recognition, the brutal, necessary moment
where you stop pretending, you’re fine
and start telling the truth
about what it
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