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Dedicated to My younger self: you are not perfect. You are not your traumas. You are not your mistakes. You are flawed. You are damaged. You can be healed. You can be loved
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The Beginning 
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I wrote a book called After This Comes Peace but it was prematurely written 

Masking my pain and ignoring my addictions 

But after listening to Kendrick’s new album I know peace will soon find me

First things first I must put everything in my past behind me 

Sexually abused at the age of 4 I blocked it out but I remember now

White sheets, bed spread, placed on top of my grandma’s child 

Maybe that’s what activated my dark desires 

Cable tv and lime wire porn only multiplied it

Elisha under the bed kissing and touching unknowingly 

It wasn’t me it was the storm cloud hovering over me

My step dad friend’s daughter we laid horizontally doing things we saw acted out

They open the door yelling and screaming until they dragged me out

Only 5, traumatized, didn’t think I was doing nothing wrong

It’s on the screen, it’s on the songs that we all sing along 

My cousin I forget her name but I could seen the scene vividly 

She touched me under my underwear soon after she started kissing me

In my room I grabbed on her breast and kissed her places, I had no idea 

Only 9 years old, no adult in the house, it should’ve stopped right there

14, play touching with a family friend

Again no one around to say don’t do it “Autorian”

Took it further she let me put it in my first experience 

How long I lasted? The stuff that can be roasted by comedians

You see me then?

Only a portion of what I’ve been through 

Just wait it gets deeper this is just the intro 
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Things We Tell Ourselves 
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I’m ok 

I’m fine 

It will get better

They’ll do better

They love me

I love them

They’re my friends 

I’m ok

I can’t change 

I am who I am

Accept me for me

It can wait

I’LL LIVE FOREVER 

I’m ok

One more time

It was one time 

I forgive them 

I forgive me 

I’m healed 

I’m o..........k

Maybe I’m not

But I’m not depressed 

I just get sad 

Then I get mad

Because I’m sad

It’s a vicious cycle 

All I know is I DO NOT NEED HELP

Just some of the things we tell ourselves 
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HPX2
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Hurt people hurt people

And damaged people can spot damaged in another’s eyes 

There’s no surprise 

My soul’s alive and ready for another day

But my heart’s bled and ready to give it all away

I always hope someone would come save me as a child

Maybe that’s why I haven’t been happy in a while

Cause everyone I tried to save refused my helping hand 

Trying to love the pain out of someone else is not a good plan 

You lend your energy to them in hopes it lifts theirs

Unaware it depletes the reserves you never had saved up

It weighs much on me being a simp in a world that’s not simple 

Permanent frown in replacement of old dimples 

So do the best to protect your inner child from a world that’s so lethal

I learned at an early age that hurt people hurt people 
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What Happened to Yesterday?
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I spent last Saturday with a bottle of wine and Julie blue playing in the background 

Phone on DND but checking it to see if you reached out

Laid on the hardwood floor thinking about what happened to yesterday and will there be a tomorrow?

It’s easier to give up but is it more foolish to stay?

2 days ago we made plans

Yesterday you canceled 

Which in a small sample size irrelevant

But I never feel like your first choice

You’re too afraid to feel anything 

To feel vulnerable again

Be so in love you have no control over your actions or emotions

Not sure what tomorrow holds 

If what happened yesterday was the end 

Today my damage psyche took a hit

I need another bottle of wine 
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Store Run
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Running to the store with a $1 as a kid you were rich

Crybabies, warheads and Swedish fish

Nickel and 10 cent candies galore 

It was a paradise for a kid to enter the corner store

25 cents for chips and the colorful drinks they claimed cause cancer

Quarter waters and butter rolls for breakfast 

Showing off for your friends stuff some merchandise in your pocket and run

Just kids without a care having fun 

Who knew those days would mean everything as an adult

Fleeting memories of the good parts of my childhood 

Take me back please 
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Court of Public Perception 
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I remember like yesterday Briana called sounding somber on the other end

Ask me if I was sitting down I knew the storm was coming in

15 minutes later I was floored like I’ve never been

22 years old dealing with news of a rape allegation 

You know the type you usually see on ESPN breaking news or lifetime 

Scared for my life and I didn’t have a lifeline 

See I was innocent but black man white girl you know connotation 

People picking sides and destroyed more than a few relations

The ship sinking and it was me and just a few band members still playing on

The ones I called friends, I called and wouldn’t pick up the phone

That shit hurt and what was worse the girl acted like nothing ever happened 

Ask me to hang out like her words weren’t overlapping 

But here’s the truth

She came to my apartment to hang out

She poured the drinks and after every drop her heart she poured out

Telling me things 

That I never thought about

Kissed me first

So we had sex in my living room

Consensual 

She ignites all the physical 

It’s typical

When the truth came back around it was too late

My reputation, my lively hood and my possessions had been cremated 

So when you tell me you’ve seen things, I understand cause I’ve seen things 

That’s just a part of what happened in 2015

To be continued...
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Picture Frame
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I’ll never be the groom in your picture frame

Or the sad song playing to your window pain

But I can be your meanwhile love

The stutter in your speech 

Speed bump on your road to forever 

The food in your teeth

Your untied shoelace 

The strand of hair that won’t stay out of your face 

I can be that for you

It’s easy to see you’re cynical 

Glass half full or completely void depending on the day 

Saying I’m not the same isn’t the same as not being the same 

It’s ok 

Leave the picture frame empty

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





