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PROLOGUEL

we’re all just brok_en body parts,
ﬂoatfng around in an endless sea of misery.
every mz/(_fng MOrning and every dying m;g}:t,
our tears are tried by the Sun God,
and our feczrs are devoured Zgy the Sea Goddess.
to be brol@n (S unc:zccepmb[e,
every cmckin our shell is deemed to be weczk,
and we are torn apart to fmd what we see/(:,
even z'f it’s }mppz'ness at the dczrkest hour,
even z'f it’s endfng up [z'ke a bloodstained ﬂower.



[ have no [z’fe [eft to live,
they ve m/@n eve;jytl)fng away from wme,
t/:vgy told me that 1 would beal,
and become better,
but all they’ve downe is destrcgy e
with every becmtifu[ [ie,
all they’ve done is cast
darkness and chaos into my sky,
and dzg deeper into my b[eedfng wound.
[ cannot escape,
every part of me is bound to this wretched Place,
| cannot s[eep without seeing bis /mzmtfng fczce,
that subterranean mass of wic/@dness and greed,

that possessive stare that wlvispers ‘you be[ong to me’.



tbgy’re approacbing and 1 feczr that m) time (S near,
and so 1 begin to write that letter of warning ...
if you’re reading this,
run and don’t look back.
I laope that you're stronger than me,
and won’t be tempted Zgy their sweet lullabies,
and their false sense of be[ongfng,
they’ll tell you that they’re going to belp you beal,
but they’re mere_[y wearing you down to earn your trust,
all to make you blind
and z'nﬁ[tmte your state of mind.
a sacrt fz’ce is made every summer,
and they need a Perfect vessel,

but don’t let them tdkﬂ_ﬂ’  you,

don’t let thewm amzk_en what [urks beneath






Jeeartorealr Feotel

what was the silver [z'm'ng for this love?
was it the staircase we built to the stars above?
the prospect of a brigbter flame?
or the way you w/aispered my names
only to tell me that 1 needed to be a better man,
bear the weig/ot of)ou,
and run t/oroug/o quicksand,
all to prove my worth.
at the start of this bruisedfai:ym[e,
I on[) wanted to /@ssyou in the dar[b
in the kopes tbat)ou wouldn't notice my scars,
but a:fter countless m’gbts in the underpass,
you grew tmpatient,
and cracked apart my bandaged kourglass,
and wa[ked rigbt into my insecurities,
the most glarfng form of immaturity.
that should ve been the c{q,y I [eft on my own,
but | stqyed because | refused to be alone,

andfor the months that Passed,
every d@z fe[t [z’/@ the last.



our private [ove was a c?ying breed,
but | P[cmted and watered a cautionary seed,
a tale of broken promises,
and a [ongfng for a Perfect [ove,
because you had said ’forever’
but left at 'enough’,
[ bad said that word
when being wit/ojou was too much,
and it was on[) then t/mt):ou
lit the chamber in m) beart,
and told me that you
fore'ver wanted to be in my arms,
but it was fczr too late
for you to dust off this frame,
[ had served my wounds justice,

all b) erasing your nawe.



now 'm at the loeartbreakbote[,
but 1 still remember fmgments,
[ines of our m’gbt at the bigbwqy motel,
were for a second,
[ookz'ng into your starlit eyes,
[ was kapgy,
and tbz’nkz’ng of how we could try,
but t})en))ou sp[aslﬂed)our
true colors all over our potrait,
ran me over [z'/(_e a violet d@)dream,
and [eft me gaping for atr.
[ gave you everytking
and you gave me not/az'ng
but a permanent scar,
[ told _you wy story but you Pczc/@d it away
and threw it in the back ofjour car,
[ regret every moment of it.

I [ost ber to you,

and)ou lost me to bim,
you drenched yourse[f (n fz’eiy sin,
pow did it get this way?



tkgy’re te[[ing me that someone is wailing for
me on the Zm[co;gy,
a woman that can bel p me,
aid me as 1 wash away your stain,
she'll be there at ba[fpczst seven,
but can we stay till eleven?
then dance tbrougly midnigbt,

and watch the sun rise,

and swallow the island in a shade ofje[[m:v,
and be Paz’nted in a fee[z‘ng so mellow.

isn't a man [zke e supposed to dream?

or is be supposed to spenc{
bis life in constant agony?

tkz'nkz’ng of lucid t/afncgs that
on[) come to those who win,

strike [uckin the lotto of [z'fe,

and m@:be fz‘nd a token ofa wz'fe,
a sun-/q'ssed seasbell lost after a beacbside

fz‘cglat.

it's time for me Lo [ock our broken [ove away.



We All Fall Down

[ thought about that day under an autumn sky,
where 1 must’ve seen a better [z'fe,
in m) reﬂection in a lonesome pond,
and realised that there could be somewbere b@iond,
a Pamdz'se [ could escape to,
and it was a promising vision
that was a’aringlj sublime,
and not/ving promising is ever worth the goodb)}e.
it was on[) rfgbt to Packm) bags
and leave the mainland,
wave goodb)e to some of ey friends,
but can 1 even call them tbat,
when theyve to call me lmc/@
and 1 can't fve[P but fee[ a sense ofgrief,
cmdfee[ an urge and [ongfng need
to Zamy my past in a sandcgm'ue,
because it took all 1 ever gave,
and 1've been repaid in the worst Possz’b[e way

m’tlv a Permcznent scar

and a briefcase fu[[ of tears.



movz’ng on is easier said than a’one,
and when their faces and their fee[ings occupy the
footnotes of your [z'fe,
the bardest part has on[) just begun,
and )ou’[[ soon become engaged to an eternal strz'fe.

C'VEr)07E tO[d me o /76’(1[ b%t

tlvoy didn't tell me how,
and 1've fozmo{ myse[f in the midst of the sea and
under storm clouds,
oaknow[edging that we all fa[[ down,
and droP our jewe[ed crown,
but we can build our own mz’[ing to lean on,
fz’nd an uncharted piece of bomeland where 1 could
balng.
[ wish 1 could trace my fingers over m) b)[fne,
and write a better fdte to my [z’fe,
free myse[ f from an dmb{guous endincg,
where my Sorrow weigbed me down and 1 would
eventua[b drown,
but ) /mrtfng vessel is never found and tbe cries
for peace are the on[) sound,

the on[) words that anyone will ever bear again.



YOU ARE THE REASON
THE SPRING OF MY SEASON

you were the dcgy[igbt in my darkenec:[ s/g,y,
you were there for me,
more than words could justi fj},
_you were there to sketc/v over my pain,
and)iou were the gasolfne to my wild ﬂame.
ever) road we ever drove,
to take us to a forgotten grove, f
reminded me bow [uck) [ was /
to /m'vejou as my) frz'end,
as you broug/vt ever) fee[fng

of sorrow to a sudden end.
and then we were Pdckz’ng your
bags on a Suwmmer d@,
preparing for you to move away,
write the next page in the story of))our [z'fe.
it was difficult for me to accept that you’d be gone,
butjou put your hand on ey shoulder,
and told wme that this brotherbood would live on,

even { f we were worlds apart.



you were the reason, the spring of m)y seasom,
the glue that beld my final
strand of /mppz'ness toget/oer,
the water that ran stmfg/vt
to my mind that would often wither,
and 1 continued because of you.
as the air of reﬂection covers this windswept island,
[ can do notking but remain sz'[ent,
[isten to the better sounds of my past.
[ miss you,
but when [ get better,

[ promise we’ll meet again.



CRYSTAL CLEAR

on the sunrise of the third a’@z,

m) bod) and mind bad decided to stay,
batbe in the e'ver[astfng glow of recounting my
[ullabies to anyone who would listen,
and fee[incg the serentty that came with te[[incg them
that 1 would eventually g[eam andg[fsten.

[zke the face ofcz po[is]ved crysm[,
efuerjt})ing (s becomz’ng clear,

[ can bear the faz’nt screams in the distance mixed
with a brutal wave of ocean wind,
but 1've yet to question the
z'mperfectfons of this bjpnotfc [ocale,
and as the pieces of my future
becgin to fcz[[ into P[czce,

[ can't l)e[P but [ookonto my past with a rqya[cga:(e,
as 1 will be the one to dictate 7 fate,
but the sun and the sun will /oe[P me :z[ong the way,

to turn my weeping wounds into battle scars.

but a touch of uncerainty [z'ngers in the air ...



SLEEPHG BY THE SEA

t/yz's dagger in me continues to

seek deeper by the bour,
ever) wound is [i/@ water to
the foundatfan of m) weakened tower,
and as | [ay on the b[dnkets of the sea,
[ question whether one would
term this moment as infidelity?
does the man in the mirror
not wish for me to turn this stone?
does be desire for me to [@, numb in the forest
and cold to the bone?
[ can never tell.
at one stage of this Pboto album,
there was no batt[effe[d,
and ) corridors were as pure as Pldtfnum.
there were no torn curtains to cover my windows,

but now every part of me is bidden

in a mass of shadows.



[ remember the very first nigkt,
the bours that | spent on the bathroom f[oor,
staring at m) reﬂection in the
fmgments of a broken mirror,
[ badn't fe[t that wa) before before,
the end bad never fe[t nearer.
[ had written a note to m)zse[ffrom myse[f;
writing that 1 could emerge,
be free from this se[f—z’nﬂfcted bell,
and see a new [igbt,
and | lived and breatbed those words
until 1 became the centerfo[d of sorrow,
and now 1 question z'f this becmtifu[ sea will engu[f

me or 1'll [ive to see tomorrow.

as I lay s[eepz’ng by the sea,
[ can fee[ every torment of the wretched mainland
sm’mmz’ng towards me,
but then 1 beard the sweet sound
of the Peop[e ca[[fncg to me,
t/ogy were going to /76[P
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t/:vgy told me that a shroom could be my muse,
a subtle comp[iment to the island view,
a Pa[ette for ) coastal canvas,

an embodiment of disenchantment,

the sword to m) bro[@n s/vfe[d,
a forbidden fee[z’ng that 1 could )fe[d,

to create a fdcade that 1 was alive,
be carried awa) Zgy the cfying tide.
tkgy had w/ot'spered in my ear,
What you see,
you cannot fear’
the shroom was wors/afpped [fke a golden z'do[,
the colors g[fstened and it was [f/@ a brid[e,
a force that /@Pt them in an z'ndz;go sPe[[,
Spinning end[essb on an emotional carousel.
t/ogy brougbt it to me on a cgo[den P[atter,
told me that it would remove the emotions,
and the memories that didn’t matter,
seal the wounds from my faded past,
and l@! me down on a dz’fferent Patb.



is it wrong that 1 wanted to try?
or is it because 1 was about to be foz;gfo?
soaring away with the summer slg.
remember when you said 1 was lost,
[z"ving [i fe without a cause,

I tbaugbt you were delusional to even judge,
when you're stuckfn the bust[z'ng city,
without a touch of sel f—[o've.
but z'f you as/(_eo{,

[ could tell you what tbgy told e,
before 1 reluctantly gave in,

to what fe[t [f/@ a sweet and savoury Stm.

- '.'\-

‘you could get fvzgk with the summer s/g,
fee[ the bliss trick[e down your [eft tloz;glo,

bear the sun recite a tainted [a[[algy,

d%d dance tl?i’O%cglﬁ tlae f[%OVESCE’?Zt m;glat’



Pon
it started off slow,
[ could fee[ the blood against my bowes,
and that’s when 1 fe[t ber band around 7)) nec/Q
pinning me down on the silver sand.
without besitation or even dz’stress,
she P[anged ber fz’st into my chest,
and rfpped ) heart out.
as she beld it up in the [z;gbt,
the blood driPPed down from the scars of )y [ffe,
s/vowfng wme the constant Pd:’n [ had been doused in,
just waiting for the match to strz'/@.
before [ could begin to even contemp[ate,
allow this experfence to resonate,
she dug ber claws into )y eyes,
and 1 could bear the bolt of [Qg})tm'ng erupt in the s/g,
causing ber to release ber grip,
and that’s when 1 fe[t my conscience s[fP.
[ could feel no pain,

cm!y my bands d{gging into the soft and wet terrain.



[ had laid there [zke a wasbed—up bottle with a note,

a message about this supposed antidote,
was all that a dream or a g[fmmer of kope?
or anotber wound of this tiresome island trope.
[ could never be a bealer of the eternal g[oom,
or a dealer of the coastal shroom,

’m just a boy with a dream,

of true /mppz‘ness and love meant for me.



FOO I PRIN IS IN
1HE SAND

she was ) ffr-st f[ame and we burned so brigbt,
we P[@zed a sensua[game
and 1 fe[[for her on that first niglat.
every moment in each otbers’ eyes,
our sparkwould shine brig/oter
 than a summer swarm offiref[ies.
there was a time and P[ace for us to thrive,
cmd between Us bot/v,
 we bad never fe[‘t- more d[z"ve.‘
swimmz’ng through the streams of [ove,
I you filled me up witbjourcgolc{en touch,
and showered my world
- with stardust fromyour wzngs

Ife[t [zke tbe nzg/vt I be[d)ou in tlve rain - .
. was t/oe beg:nnzng of beamtzfu[ tl:mcgs

our connection wasn '’ clandestme Sae

d%d we S}JOWGC{ it d[[
' d%d TD/?B?Z t/76 unwerse was crumb[mg dO'IJW’Z .

- we bot!o tooktbe fa[[



but then one day,
the vines of our. forested beart
Pcwed s different Pdtks
w})ere to grow,
. we needed to be alone.
_you must ve followed through,
because 1 felt no pain until my beart
was captured by the woman of the night,
- and the rest is fafstory. '
but bow could 1 forget you?
 bhow could 1 forget the way . .
e left no footprints in the sand?

all because our love was light



Pbandoned / gfapﬁiness

my presence could be deemed as outlandish,
[fke mz’xedpa[ettes sp[as/ved on a coastline canvas,
it was strong and mf{gb;y,
but doubt still clouded m) fragf[e ngcfve.
[ was delusional to t/ofnk_l could run from what
was,
burn those loeartfe[t pages without a Proba,b[e cause,
m@/be [ was frfg/atened by the poetry that lived
inside me,
a fmctured memor)y of no one standing beside me.
si[ent[)z weeping on an empry shore,
[’ve come to unearth a sense of rapport,
a connection between my past and my present,
a realisation of the unavoidable malcontent,
towards m)se[f and m) boundaries,

towards m)y beart and my memories.




[’ve tried to cry but no tears will fall,
so I douse my scars with alcobol,
to fee[ an emorion of any /Q'm:[,
to remind me that there is somet/ving b) ) side,
the fee[ing ofpain.

[ let out a scream because no one’s about,
taste a sting with an ocean bree{e,
and suffer a comfort droug/ot.

[ see the footprz'nts ['ve [eft in the sand,
and realise I’'m miles away
from my Peczcefu[ woodland,
where | s[eep with the stars in a dream[and,
and tell myself 1 will and 1 can’.

[ sit in the middle ofa torn canvas,
and drench myse[f in a bout of sadness,
recz[fsfng that 1 abandoned myse[f,
when 1 needed myse[f the most.




every time 1’ve cried to myself,

[’ve tried to picture what bappiness meant to we.
and as 1 sat around these Peop[e on this
warm island m;gfyt,

I tbougbt about what bad lmppened
to me as | was big/o,

[ lost Contro[,
but maybe that’s what 1 needed,
mcgyée I had made all the Wrong decisions
b bud plazded
for sometking to come a[ong my way,

and defog my dczrkest 6{@1.
but will this make me /mp[y?

o Sl acany PUNEME S N A o P



PALM TREE

as 1 laid si[ent[) under the shade of the Pcz[m tree,
[ wondered what godforsaken
[egagy was waiting for me,
if I was to be swept awa) b)} the brutal tide,
what would 1 leave besides the
fractured beart that lives inside?
[ bave my writings,
but they're too Pczfnfu[ to be observed,
tbgy’d on[y remind me of
the basic /mppiness that 1 deserved.
[ never would czsk for much,
[ only longedfor the t/oz'ncgs [ couldn't touch,
so that 1 couldn't taint them with ) scarred bands,
even tlmug/v ['ve tried to wash
the blood away in the waters of man) lands,
what else will it take?
[ used to etch my name in ever)y tree | brus})edpdst,

just so 1 could be /mp[gy that sometbing beld we.



SERENITY

he was [evitating over an open f[ame,

a sz;glot that one would call an ’un/yob shame'.
there was a certain texture of dread in the m’gbt s/g,
and 1 could now bear the chants coming from nearby,

and it was being spokez«z in anotber tongue.
there was the sound of rust[ing leaves and a distinct
scream,

and it was all beginning to fee[ [zke a dream,

mixed with a visceral nicg;ytmczre.
as | [c_zy b)} the window [oolg'ncg out at the shore,
the moon bad shone on the brochure 1 bad Pinned to
the front door,
it readfyou’[[find serenizjy,you’[[cget better'.
as | continued to remain sf[net,
the sounds lessened,

but m) tkougbts grew violent.



[ became unsure whether 1 was
rea[[y going to get better,
and whether this sense of z'mpendz’ng doow
Was mere[y an aftertkoug/ot.
I fe[t [ike the prey to a bunter and that somebow
comforted me,

I fe[ t wanted,

and that may have broug/vt me brief moments of

serenit).



SAGITTARIUS SUNSHINE

the common sigbt of m) own blood would remind me
that 1 was ::z[z"ve,
and not a [oneb shard of someone who was completed
and bad a will to survive.

[ remember that twel ft/o month and bow the summer
sun would expose my scars to those who /mdcgczt/?ered
around me,

[f/@ spectators in a jester’s court.
it was suPPosed to be m) Lime to run among the
raging waves and fee[ the water
nourish my many graves,
the clonded cemetary that breathed inside of me
and beld all my worries and woes,
those smbbz’ng memories [i/@ the thorns ofa rose.
everytbing about those moments cut deeper than the
blade 1 used to carve awa) the pain,
those moments in the sunshine

were suPPosed Lo be ) C]?d%Ce L0 sLarl a C[Gd?l S[élte.



[ bhad all these Peop[e around me,
but bare[j one could care whether 1 remained
on the soil of this earth or not.
but now the sunshine seems to fu[fz[[ m) roots,
it's Zaecomi’ng a rush ratber than a ruin,
and as 1 stood by the shoreline,
[ noticed the buman remains that are [fglatb buried
in the b[ack sand,
but 1 wish to get better so I turn a blind eye,

and stare az’m[essb at the b[eeding s/g.



DEEP BLUE

"the c{eep blue sea could swallow me and 1 would t/mnkft,
the salt that trfck[es tloroug/o the
oceanic Partic[es could pierce my wounds,
but 1 would refuse to ever quit”
IP[cm to say these words one day,
[ don't P[.::m to always stay this way,
bobbz’ng in the grasp of the sea as m) emotional weigbt
wefg/as me down and the Po[[ution that c[ings to my bczck
continues to eat away at my essence.
I could scream and no one could bear me,
this is the wa) it's supposed to be,
not screaming for bel P and z:gnorec[,
even when tlagy wander foo[z'sbb a[ongside me.
the [ungs of the deep blue sea cou[dfi[[ me with a fee[ing
that no t})empy could Pro*vz'de.
[ want notbing more than to become one with this vicious
tfde,
and command the ocean to wash away the stains [ find
di fffcu[t to remove,

as tbgy’re attached to a memory | fmd c{fffz'cu[t to erase.



A BRELZL

soa;['\_fncg wet amd still ree[ing from t}?at
‘ beczutiﬁ;[ venture into t/oe.c:zrms of the sea,
v il co[[czpsed onto the f[oor ofmj room
and tbouglat back to that night up in the oczk_ tree,
where it was just me and the moon,
t*a[/tincg about bow 1 would be [ezwfng soon.
" she must ve gzven me }Jer b[essmg
as Ife[t a quaint bree{e brusb across my cl)eek_
and the stars wbzspered for me to co[[ect what 1 seek;,
and return bere on a fami[iczr nigbt to share my prige
_witf:v the ympboafzy of the s@. -
I wished to tell /;eij of my time on the i:s[and,i
and so | made m) w@ over to the window az';;d opened iz,
but "n:czs wmet With a pfo[ent bree{e,
one that s[az:sbea{ into m) sk_fn.
after b‘rief moments of strucgg[e, ' N
I looked to the sky through teary eyes
but was. metf wit/v an empty a!gyss- P
neither t/oe moon or the stars were
there to wave at me t/arougb a conste[[aztzon.

somet/amg Was very wrong.



TOPAZ / MYSTICAL

you gavve me a topaz four weeks after we met,
I'd wear it around my neckcmd close to my chest,
so that everytime my beart would s/tip a beat,
I'd be reminded that you were the one

lao[ding the rope under m) fee't,.

she.




[ wish 1 could describe this fee[z'ng.
I would run out of words.
I would become silent and distant sz was forced to
describe the beazmjy that lurked

in the corners of my earth,

e e e
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ENCHANTEID

their medicine is magic,

a si[/g [z'qm'd that runs down my) spine,
Purz'f)ing my story that is so e'ventfu[fy tragic,
and enchants this world of mine.
t})gy blew stardust into m) eyes,
and told me to Lgnore the visual [z'es’,
of the ritual and the remains 1 bad seen.

I can feel my beartache subside
and a mystic energy z'nfi[tmte the fortress inside,
f[oodfng every room with a violet g[ow,
fo[[owed b) the stro[@ng of m) s/(_fn lgy fz’ngertips that
were as cold as snow.

[ can see notbing but bliss and fee[ notlaing but warmth.

[ awn enckcmted,

[ike a fmctured fdb[e made whole,
[fke an old vessel gifted a new soul,
but why does this feel temporarys
why does this feel [fk'e February?

where for one d@r we put our demons aside,
and drove off into the b[indfng s/g,
on[) to crash and burn d@)s [ater.



[ am enchanted for now,
but what will bdppen when my sanily gives out,
and 1 succumb to the treachorous bell
that continues to grow,
and become antagonised égy their rotting faces,

b[czming me for sendi’ng them to wick_edplczces.



MY MIND

fmfve)ou ever been lost in the maze of)our mind?
have you ever fe[t your sanity
s[ippz’ng tkrougb the sands of time?
m)y mind is a delicate relic that cannot be contained,
m)y mind is a suPernatum[ cascade
that cannot be exp[ained.
it is a fragment that bas aided and
abetted M) UPriSINGS and m)y downfa[[s,
it is a dcmgerous construct that
bas tmpped me within white wa[[s,
and tormented me with a fcmtagy
that beckons to be fu[ff[[ed.
the mind can be a [fcglat that is so dz'vz'ne,
and turn the darkest corridors into evergreen halls,
50 wh ) does mine continue to deface my internal shrine?
no one bas entered my mind and made it out alive,
tl)gy become overwhelmed with depressz‘on

and [oose t/oe 'wf[[ Lo survive.



have you ever [ost consciousness and
awoken in a broken world?
have you ever realised that you will
always be the shell to a s/aim'ng Pearls"
this mind of mine IS a poison that won't seep tkrougb,

this mind of mine is a notebooktbat cannot erase )ou.



DRINKS

how many drz'nks (s enougb Lo escape m) z'nfected mind?
how man) a’rinks (s enoug}) for me to
cross over to the dczrker side?
the seashells bad spoken of two fractions that lived on
each corner of this tropfca[ haven,
Wit h every worsbippers" beart Painted as b[ackas the
feat/vers Ofﬂ midm’gbt raven,
and yet 1 remained a lonesome wanderer
in the midst of it all.
there was rage inside of me but the bitterness was
sp[asf:»ed away égy a drz'n/(;
and | [ooked closely at the g[ass and pondered,
will this miniscule ﬂood of alcobolic arrows be enoug/a to
faelp me t/:z'n/@
cougb up my Sorrow all over the bathroom sfnk.?
and co[[czpse [zke [ did when | knew 7)) secondﬂame
' could burn out,

" and that 1 could reamin [onely forever.



AT TLE DA NN

as the d@[fgbt retreats into the backdrop
of the z'ndfgo m’g/vt,
my vision and a question s[cm:[y begin to unite,
what kczppens after dawn?

when eve(ytking has gone quiet,

and someone bas 1@[[60{ the island fawn,
do we dance around the mz/@d Flames?

do we feast upon the bloodied remains?
do we spreczd our love and sel f—Proc[afm,
that we will be rescued from this dreadfu[ demise?
ignore the terror that we can see with our own eyess
carve their gymbo[s into our tnnocent s/g'n?
burn our ears so that we ma) listen?
is this a ritual or a chance to be[ong?
is this the time to march a[cmg to their possessive songs

and feel every fibre of my body turn to stone.



{ f this is the Pa.t-b,
]7) does it fe_e[ .[z"/@ fd[[ing?
why does it feel like the unspeakable is calling?

mtm for“ me to wal k' into the crosshai rs, a

ruin me }9 en | leczst expect it.



Clordnst

b[indz’ng lgy stardust is an experience that no other
supp[ement can provide,
the temporary impatrment of vision
as you stare into ber third eye,
m@)be not as damaged as you,
or as ruined as you,
but just as swept away b) the idea of)ou.
you lie on that b[anket as you stare into the eyes of the one
you call ‘howme’,
you stro/@ ber claeekand tell ber that she’s a[[owedjour
fee[ings to roam,
and prance about in b[eeding fnfmstructures,

towers tbat)ou built for ber that are so painfu[{y in love.



you remind ber that she m)stifz'ed)ou
and fixated your gaze,
and tell ber that when the rqya[ pieces of
the Pa[ace fa[[ into place,
)ou’[[ mke ber lgy the band and dance around [z’/@ two
[ovestrucksou[s in tkego[den bhalls,
and promise to not run when the curtain fa[[s,
revea[i’ng that this was notkmg
more than a tragic masterpfece,
destined to fa:z'[ [z'/@ a boat without a sail,
as you both /sze'w that these currents
were too strong for the love to thrive,
and breatbing and wa[kz’ng on
stardust is sometbz’ng dz'ffz'cu[t to describe,
esPecm[[y when someone bas m[@n you into their view,

and sprink[ed their tbougbts and stories all over you.



GELITING DETFTTHE

they’re telling me that U'm getting better,

at (gnoring the t/yings that do not matter,
[fke the memories etched into m)y mainland,

every Pm‘nfa[ scar that was sel f—fnf[icted

or made by otbers.
I fee[ stronger,
and almost able to baunt them for the
state of trauma t})t_ey threw me in,
| /Q«zow 77 expected to forgive,
but bow can 1 do that when 1 can’t exactly forget?
the mass of rage that boils inside needs to be released,

one way or anotber.
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1 how cruel




LET GO

it’s /mrdfor me to let 20 when 1 am the one
watering the seeds that t/agy sow,
feedfng the notion that their words
are [il@ arrows to m) comfort,
b[udgeoning the temp[e that is my body and mind,
potsoning the river stream that runs across my cbeekj
and my tears becgz'n taste [z’l&e the salt of the sea.
it should be time for me to let go
and tear apart that chain with m) teeth,
cutting them off will on[) lead me back to t/vem,
[f/@ the regeneration of a ofyfncg creature,

[i[@ a vicious and damagr’ng gyc[e.



e
HREN
S0NG

ber voice is [zke si[kmzd a dmg to my system,
it’s so easy to sit lgy the shore and listen,
batbe myse[fz’n that sensual me[oc{y,

one t})dt lﬁdS AAYA 66672 sang Y, /96611)672_[)).



Il AM YOUR SAVIOUR

some put their trust in the manic ocean wave,
learnt secrets of the sea,
that they’d promise to m/@ to the grave.
some danced about in the b[cz{e of the setting sun,
let their fem's catch fz’re and watch their enemies run.
it was all too strange Lo choose one of the lwo,
it felt too easy when tbgy wbz’spered,
this will beal you’.
those memorable words had been spoken befare,
on{y this time,
I had chosen to exp[ore,

unearth the Possfbf[ity that m) time bad come,

to march into the fie'}y sun,




but among the tempmtfon and constant condemnatfan,
another force was brewing in the storm,
a man with a face that could not be descriked,
be spo/@ in a tongue that could bare[y be transcribed.
but for a second,

I could make out a few words,

T..AM ... YOUR... SAVIOUR




where seductz' on awat ted.
the People of the deep were flooded

with an overwbe[ming thirst for pain,

they enjoyed watching the innocent
Squirm in the bands of the sea again and again,
thrashing about as they were eyed by the oceanic serpents
that lurked from afar.
they would gather by the edge of the beach,
and speakz’n an unrecognisab[e form of speecb,
g neuld offer dhwps of Sload tare she bies

rmd watcb as it became one witb tfae water.
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bloodshed and an air o f destruction.
tbgy craved the idea of burm’ng ﬂesla,

and P.r:a-ctfced the tradition of setting

tkemse[ves a[igbt and SIQPPing alongfsde the samc{,

m[[fng for bim to exalt them,

bless tlaem,
and make them whole.



RAL LVCINATION

it’s becomz‘ng barder to tell what is real and what is not,
every time | close my eyes,
I wake up fee[z'ng di’strau{g/vt.
every step | mke forward,
I m/@ two steps bac/Q
there’s a dreadful beauty to what I'm feeling
and a part of me doesn’t want it to end,
but tbere’s also a majestic horror to the idea
of seeming to get better,

but still rottfng,

and that is dz‘fffcu[t to comprekend.



LEAD M'E ..

1 lay these flowers down at the grave of my old soul,

m) time amongsr t/:)e dar/qzess has taken a Permanent to[[ |

mmted blow to 'w/mt L tbznkabout this 'world

- no longer do I see tbmcgs in screczmmg co[or
| e'ver) shade of t/ae neon foorz{cm continues to grow du[[er
T've become fyjpnotzsed égy the tkoug/vt of corruption,
| 'LI*bitrn‘- every e_motfon?before.z‘t reaches mj faeart,-

- .'amd_ dream aboér destruction.
I'm stepping Okto a rdangerous path,
a cobb[estone stro[[ that /ms m/@n me So far

dﬂd mto tlﬁe moutb Ofﬂ’de%BSS

s tlagy ve offered to lead e,
bold my /%md as 1 trekt/yrougb t/ozs forbzdden land,

PJ"OMZSB Lo CO?ZC&’&I[ me andprotect mwe from myse[f



AURA

[ can't do this.
I can't let myse[f become somet/ving ['me not.
t/pqy’re turning me tnto a creature
I refuse to lookat in the mirror,
a sbamefu[ b)}product of Wy darkest dreawms.
even when 1 was lmrtincg,
I stf[lgawe it my all,
and smiled.
but now,
all 1 want is to deal the same pain that 1've been de.::z[t,
and it's eating me away on the inside.
tbgyffve ruined me and 1've faf[ed to acl(_now[edcge it,
they want to lead me but bow can 1 be led?
[ would ratber be a lone wanderer than a
mindless vessel in a [arcge crowd.
[ can't do this anymore,

what remains of my aura needs to be saved.



