
Kore

By

Shanaya Stephens

Copyright © 2026 Shanaya Stephens

All rights reserved.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

––––––––
[image: ]

Oh, how I love being in love with you
As if life's joy couldn't be any more true

In my monochrome, you bask in 

The glory of all hues,

As long as there's you,

The world I hold close is

Rid of all woes

And forever is yet too small

For all that I hope to have with you,

Yet in vain, if I must say it again,

Baby, I love you 
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Sole crushed butterflies

And their seven days of flight 

Kiss the Earth anew,

With no worries of tomorrow 

Thousand and many nights

With peace trickling it's way down

Hubris, corpses, gleeful demise,

No human, happy in sight

Untouched yet some beauty will return

Yet again to the heaven the dead seeks,

And maligned will rest all truths

Man runs away from

What greater worries, than the loss of one's heart,

What woes holds us captive 

Than calling 

All that's dead, art.
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Wait for a poem or two,

Linger by my bedroom door

Hold my gaze longer

And let me watch you smile

Let me trace the soft beads of sweat

That crane your neck,

Your eyes, turning into finesse of crow's feet

For once, I would not think

Of your trembling hands,

My quivering lips, the lies

We tell ourselves as we sit 

Waiting, for something to carry us home

And when the time comes

I want no one to whisper 

Farewell, just hold on

Not everything that kills us

Has to be perfect, but the shape of who we are

Fits the glove, like a casket 

And we will burn, forever

An ache no one can let go of

In pretense of a sudden joy,

I will try to forget you tomorrow 

But, for now,

Stay a little while longer

For another poem,

Linger, in my thoughts

Till I am done with another,

And another, 

Yet another.
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Nothing can keep a heart from beating

Except death, 

You knew the facts when you

First pulled me in 

Kissed

Left

Nothing can keep a heart from beating,

Except death 

You saw it in my eyes, held me,

Said I wanted it bad,

And then, 

Left

Nothing can keep a heart from beating,

Except death

You felt it in my touch, when

I leaned over your shoulder,

Begged, slipped, denied,

So you,

Left

Nothing can keep a heart from beating,

Except death

You heard it when I said your name,

Played with the way it rolled off on my lips,

Curved, twisted, sensual,

I hated it, 

And you, 

Left

Nothing can keep a heart from beating,

Except death 

So you told me it was all a dream,

Washed out my face, 

Filled the gaps just enough

To shake my hand,

And then you,

Left.
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For a heart that knows giving up
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Every time I am a little empty

I think about every good thing out there 

But, how do you tell

An ailing heart that 

The world is for its taking?

Do you lull it into a state of accomplishment

By praising it for its good for nothing toil?

For the foolish jests on self, 

Mocking of the sad,

How long does it pretend

And to what end?

Do you tell it that it has

Few more years to be

Everything it has hoped

And push it further

Into a loop of no good hope,

A timeless crashout of

What and what not?

Perhaps, you furnish for it

A bureau of pretty lies

One to feed on, each

For the many many lives,

Though, sad and broken

How time goes, and goes,

Why pay heed to what's left

To all the temporary woes?

And yet, everytime I feel empty

I worry, not for myself 

I think of all the halves I 

Tried to carve out from

Endless darkness.
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And the game of fools

Is played quite well,

We have just begun,

So, please, 

Grab your chair

And we will cook 

From our hearts,

Salvage every good bit

Till it tastes like home,

A recipe for the keeps

I will pour you a ladle,

Then, watch you grow famished 

You poor soul, for you

There'd be so much to garnish

Ready, when you are,

I will look into your eyes,

My love, my love, my love

It's all for you,

But with a little price

And surprised you shall be

For you won't touch the fork,

When love festers, 

The delectable turns into mould,

All plates, pretty, untouched and unkind

Within your reach but nothing 

To suit your appetite

The game of fools, 

Is quite easy to play

The longer you sit on the table

Most of it decays,

And yet, there would be no quitters

For such is the price,

Where everything is beautiful 

And nothing is nice.
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I'd never say

I have loved you,

Or, that we were meant to be,

But I know if they

Write your name

Over the soil

Where I am buried,

I will be restless in death 

Untouched by Earth,

Nothing would turn me

To peace, but God

And all your thoughts gone

For all I have known in your way,

My love, is yearning,

The kind that keeps

Heaven, seem like an act of mercy,

And a man, beautiful.
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