...But That Boy
Copyright © 2020 Piravina Ragunathan
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced,
distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including
photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods,
without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the
case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other
noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests,
write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permission To Republish,” at
the address below.
ISBN: 978-967-15130-1-9 (Paperback)
Layout and design by Fee Yusof.
Printed by Meraki Press in Selangor, Malaysia.
First printing edition 2020.
Published by Young&Nambiar
437, Puncak Nusa Kelana
Ara Damansara, 47301
Selangor Darul Ehsan, Malaysia
www.youngandnambiar.com

...But That Boy

Prologue
To you who is just as broken inside.
You may never have said it out loud, but I can hear you confide, even on the
most silent of nights.
For I was once in the same place,
Until I decided to put my thoughts in this space,
To let you know you’re never alone…
We’ve all been there, we’ve all done that.
We’re all just one loud confession away from setting ourselves free,
and feeling more love spread through our bodies.
And if at any point, reading this book makes you feel like you can relate,
Know that I’m right here,
Sending love your way,
Reminding you to step out and speak,
Because honey, it’s never too late.

Gratitude
Appa, Amma, Vino and Sujee. My pillars of eternal strength.
We don’t always see eye to eye, and sometimes in the darkness,
We’ve cut each other with our words and our minds.
But with the four of you my heart is at home.
You will always be my first true loves,
more than the next person who I’d want to write of.
To the love of my life at one point in time
You helped me find my way with words.
Though there are still so very, many questions left unanswered,
And what lies ahead for us is yet to be seen,
Crossing paths with you has given life to a brand new side of my every being.
And I hope that just as you have moved me,
You find comfort in these words to just be.
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CHAPTER ONE

A space for your thoughts
Isn’t it strange that the heart knows who to tickle for?

8

Tick-tock
December 2017
Midnight meant infinite scrolling,
and an explosion of love across my timelines and feeds. Oh well.
Akon’s ‘Lonely’ serenaded me, but little comfort did it bring.
My mind does a little flashback of all the years I had spent waiting for ‘him’
to feel exactly what I was feeling.
Five years of hoping, waiting, and one-sided expectations.
Time was not waiting, and age was catching up.
I wasn’t ready to die single. I didn’t want to.
I tossed and turned, like the princess who had under her bed, a pea.
The clock now read three.
In the blink of an eye, it was now five,
and all I could do was ponder upon life.
My mind did some mental math.
And as they always do, the numbers sent me into a slumber.
At exactly the time it was supposed to, my alarm startles me out of sleep.
And that deep-piercing feeling settles in once more,
He isn’t mine to keep.
‘Confess or move on!’, my best friend once advised.
All those five years played before my eyes.
I knew what I had to do, enough of waiting, of lies.
I reached for my phone, and searched for his name.
Block Contact.
This wasn’t about winning.
It was about playing the game.
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She is what she is
“She’s a tamer. That smile of hers could calm the wildest creatures.”
“She’s a mix of all things beautiful! Butterflies, rainbows, sunflowers and breezy shore.”
“Oh yes she is - a social butterfly, making homes in everyone’s insecurities.”
I’ve heard these lines. They spread like wildfire.
I would always deny them, call them lies.
“I’m not one of those girls”
My heart was covered in scars,
My flaws embellished my being.
How did that go unnoticed?
Was I that good of a con artist?
Maybe I hid them so well.
I’ve been to hell and back but I realised it’s a story I never usually tell.
I’ve lived with myself more years than anyone has,
And I deprived myself of the kindness I would shower on the rest.
Probably that’s why the world didn’t see my pain too.
For even on the brightest days, I saw life through grey hues.
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Ain’t dying a virgin.
19 December 2017
You know when you suddenly realise sleeping alone has become a routine, but you
never want to die a virgin?
Ridiculous, right?
I tried to ignore the temptation and its futile attempts at seducing me.
But desperation drives you to crave adoration.
The kind that feels warm against your skin.
The kind from a powerful love and a fierce lovemaking.
So I caved and went on a swiping spree.
Against my principles and beliefs,
But too consumed by the ‘what ifs’.

This girl is on ‘FIRE’!
21 December 2017
It was something new to look at.
A fire symbol hinting at a flaming romance sparked through my phone,
Thirty-four matches,
Not bad.
Though one stood out from the pack.
“Hey, I’m bad at starting conversations, you wanna try?”
I replied, but
All I had in mind was,
Did I REALLY just swipe him right?
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Swipe first, think later
Ever thought of what a random ‘swipe right’ could do?
I wonder if he thinks about it too…
It was how it all began,
And I wouldn’t think twice to do it all again,
For if I wasn’t a curious girl then,
I wouldn’t be writing now,
Glorifying him in every word I pen.

Average was the new hot
He was average,
A very average looking guy.
Dishevelled hair, two tired eyes that constantly stare.
Always seen on a bike, decked in a tee, jeans and kicks
Oozing the boy next door vibe.
One would never think that a boy so ‘basic’ could keep you up at night,
But he had his way of tickling my funny bones,
And I found myself smiling, at every simple reply and response.
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Chit-chats
Oh darling,
Isn’t that how things work?
First you text, then you talk and later drop hints to see if it’s okay to go for a walk?
A boy who’s good with his words,
A damsel in distress, asking to be set as free as the birds.
But it was otherwise here,
I was good with my words, he was so good with his mystery
That my vision was blurred,
And I didn’t realise then,
That he was all along the caged bird.

Search it where you lost it
Day after day, the chats went on.
I soon learnt he had left his heart in someone’s hand,
And was looking for a cure in a faraway land.
Oh, poor boy.
How do I tell him that it doesn’t work that way,
That the only place he could find what he lost
Was at the same place he gave it away?
That was the problem with me,
Always making someone’s issues mine…
And I thought this was just another heart that needs to be healed before it could shine.
And so it began.
I listened to his stories just as he listened to mine,
Wanting to keep him company until his broken wings were fine.
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Midnight musing
19 January 2018
Phone conversations now a routine.
But on one particular night,
My phone sat silent.
For hours, I sat curious
“Why wasn’t it ringing?”
“Is it a good idea to call her now?”
My phone lit up a little after midnight.
Panic set in.
Why? I can’t recall it right.
I convinced him to not do things that he’ll regret the next day,
And then there was no reply...
I panicked, I really did and I called him thrice.
But all I got was unanswered silence.

Toss and turn
16 February 2018
I remember the night perfectly.
I spent it tossing and turning, wondering if meeting him was the best thing.
I knew his wounds were fresh, and on some nights, while we spoke,
I could hear them bleed.
He needed a distraction, and some attention too.
I decided it would do no harm to go, give him a little pep talk,
make him a little stronger.
Tell him he still mattered.
So off I went, leaving my thoughts behind.
I went,
we met,
and the tables turned.
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He had me at an ‘oi’
17 February 2018
So I went searching for this boy,
There he was, nesting in his comfort zone;
At a café inspired by his favourite toys.
I tapped his shoulder from behind, just as a ploy,
He turned around, and greeted me with an ‘oi!’
Such a simple word, but it gave me butterflies.
Such a simple word, that broke down my walls, leaving me nowhere to hide.
He looked at me, while chomping down his meal.
Sauce sticking between his fingers, a little at the sides of his lips.
I sat down, for the first time not worried about sucking my folds in,
Or adjusting my hair, or clipping and unclipping my tiny hairpin.
It was the first time our eyes met then,
I really don’t know how to describe the spark I felt at that very moment,
But I swear it tingled through my veins,
And those eyes, would forever be fresh in my mind time and time, again.

A hint right there!
He asked the question: “Are you on that app looking for a relationship?”
Wait, a minute?
I don’t know how well I hid it, but I worked hard to hold a very calm front.
“Nah, just curious to see how it works,” I answered.
“Well, if you are looking for one, let me tell you it’s not the right place,” he said.
I was naive, inexperienced.
Too innocent to notice a hint in plain sight.
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Sunshine / heavy clouds
You know how the right amount of sunlight and water can make a flower bloom in its
most beautiful way?
That’s how I felt, blooming a little with every word spoken, sitting across him, looking
into his eyes as I sipped my drink.
But a flower slowly wilts when it’s not watered.
I probed about his ex, just to keep posted on their progress… or perhaps their doom.
And just like that, I began to wither every time he spoke of her.

Broken but beautiful
The four hours spent seemed so short,
But in my memory, it’s the longest dream I’ve lived with him.
My days have never been the same ever since,
He’s left me trapped in a maze,
I keep trying to find a way out of it,
But over and over again, I end up at exactly the same place.
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A letter to the one who may slip through the cracks.
Dear ___________,

							

Love,
____________
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CHAPTER TWO

10

I never knew I could seek solace around a mess until I
was around you.
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Darling, you can only lead a horse to water…
but you can’t make it drink.
On that very same night, a voice began murmuring inside my head.
I heard the things it said...
“You don’t have to fix him.”
But I believed I could pull him out of hell,
And make him realise how he deserved to be loved well.

The demons within
Like a broken record, the voices didn’t cease to speak.
Where were they coming from? Why were they here?
Again, I was warned about the monsters out there.
I wondered, how do you not care when you see someone gasping for air?
The demons stood in silence.
So I said oh well,
Even monsters at times, need their hands held.
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...But that boy.
We didn’t talk daily,
But that boy?
He was art. Not the kind that’s confined in the gallery for everyone to see…
But the kind that caught everyone’s eyes while he?
He just roamed free.
Too free to notice my existence,
Too free to stop and realise I was even there.

Strange, isn’t it?
Isn’t it strange?
That the heart knows who to tickle for?
We meet so many people in our journey,
But it’s that one person it longs for,
...Forevermore.
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Dear universe…
Does the universe really listen?
I’ve heard many saying it does,
So I tried speaking to it.
Every night before I slept,
I asked for signs, no matter how small.
Signs if there was any chance for us to have our hands intertwined at all.
I told it as well, it was okay to say no,
All I wanted was to be sure.

Yes or No
You know how you only know what you truly want when a tossed coin is freefalling
through the air?
One answer could put a smile on your face,
And the other, could bring you despair.
You remember being confused about what you wanted,
And how wrong you were about being undecided.
Because now, all you want is for the coin to land on a specific side,
Or just stay still in the air.
Your heart screams for the side it wants it to land,
But it’s not loud enough for the coin to hear and amend.
All you can do is surrender,
And hope the universe responds to your inner blunder.
I asked what I asked,
And requested for a simple yes or no,
But every time it tried to talk to me,
I hoped it would be the former all the more.

14

Trick – or – treat!
Probably that’s what the universe did,
It listened to me and tricked me into it,
Every sign I asked for, it revealed right in front of my eyes,
And that’s how I was so confident that this was going to turn out real nice.
“If we’ll work out, he’ll call me tonight” I whispered.
And the universe took charge,
For it’s now just my slave, granting my wishes… not wanting to barge.
The phone suddenly rang again that night, after a week of deafening silence.
I asked him why…
“Why not?” He replied.
I looked up, and just smiled.
The universe just wanted to see me happy,
unaware of the disaster it was causing its child.

Universe – the call centre
The call centre, the customer care line,
That’s how I saw it.
A workplace, with its employees,
Divisions for grief, utter joy, solace, and dissatisfaction,
Complaints, depression, and anger management.
I wondered which division would be unfortunate to deal with my issues,
Perhaps the division of unrequited love and emotional misuse?
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The longest 48 hours...
It had been days since we spoke.
And I wasn’t sure what went wrong.
Slowly the negativity began to abound...
Was I just a rebound?
I needed answers fast and right away.
So I put it out into the universe:
“He’ll call me in 48 hours if he thought of me at least once in the last few days.”
I stayed awake until two in the morning,
and only realised I had fallen asleep when he rang at five.

Intoxicated
25 February 2018
Just from his hello I knew why he had called me that early.
When you’re high and feeling low, that’s what you do apparently.
But to know I was the first person who came to his mind
Made me feel more special than I’ve ever felt in my lifetime.
I looked up, smiled and waited for sunrise.
Silly,
Is what I now feel I was being.
But it’s funny how all the rational thinking comes to a halt when our hormones
begin raging.
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Isn’t it ironic?
It’s like having a boyfriend who has the same birthday as your best friend,
It’s like a short story that really has no end,
It’s like Romeo killing himself thinking Juliet was dead when in fact she was just drugged.
It’s like praying for someone who’s dying before pulling the plug
A teacher failing a test,
A doctor not knowing what could treat his own illness the best
A tailor’s children having no clothes,
A psychologist indulging in self-loathe.
When you think of it, isn’t it strange, weird, just ironic?
Well, life has its own interesting way of creeping on you, but breathe… don’t panic.
But panic a little, I did.
Because of a phone call from someone special.
In truth, I was mistaken for his ex,
And the truth was brutal.

Forgive, dear self
“I’m really, really sorry. I thought I called her. Didn’t mean to disturb you at that hour.”
I accepted his apology because when you’re in love, you don’t see it any other way.
I checked on him every now and then,
On his past? Also as and when.
But he’d just frown and ask me not to remind him of the things he wished to forget.
And there I was, thinking I was this close to confessing my feelings,
Not realising that I was in fact, just building my own casket.
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‘Me time’
He sounded down.
Lower than usual.
You know when you love someone, you care more about how their day was than your own?
It was typical for me to worry a lot.
About him? I worried even more.
I asked him what’s wrong,
And all he said was that he needed some time to be alone.
I respected his thoughts and prayed for him,
And for another sign.
If he replied me in two days,
I’d tell him what was on my mind.
Exactly two days later, my phone buzzed to his name,
And I remember jumping high and low, like the first day all the same.

One last sign, please.
1 April 2018
Days passed, but I couldn’t seem to stop thinking about him.
Sometimes, I do wish we came with an ‘undo’ button, just like machines.
Why all these feelings? Why all these manipulations?
I asked the universe, a stranger who now knows my whole story,
For one last sign before I opened my heart.
“If we have a chance to be together, let us meet one more time.”
Deep inside, I knew this wasn’t possible as we were so many miles apart.
But three days later, he asked if I’d be free for a quick meet.
Was I overthinking?
Was I dreaming of this meeting?
I didn’t think so.
But why, though…

18

Oh we meet again!
7 April 2018
We met,
And it was rather awkward.
But those eyes,
I could drown in them again and again, and come out alive.
I wanted to tell him what I was feeling, but I couldn’t bring myself to.
I looked up for an answer.
I’ve never seen its features nor its face,
But that day I saw the sky nod with such grace.

An equation with no answer?
One week had passed since we caught up.
Still, no signs of him and yet I was calm, not fed up.
I wondered what went wrong this time.
Yet again, I asked for another sign.
I waited a week for a call,
But there was none at all.
What do 4 yeses and 1 no mean?
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Confessions of the heart…
It was a long night indeed.
I couldn’t sleep, and I wasn’t sure how well he did.
Thinking about my old self, who’d just pray and wait.
But this time I took a deep breath and told myself I’m going all out,
No matter what it takes.
I waited that day for him to call,
To only know that he wouldn’t at all.
My conscience told me to get rid of all the stress,
And so, I confessed.
Never knowing it would bring about this mess.
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Love me, sweetheart!
16 April 2018
For a hopeless romantic like me,
It wasn’t how I pictured my story to begin.
I wanted to write letters,
Be showered with rose petals,
Hug him tight,
And hold his hands.
But I couldn’t do much.
Our distance made it such.
I picked up the phone,
And heard the first ring from the other end of the line.
In my hands was a letter, laden with words I hoped would make him mine.
My hands trembled,
“Hello…”
My stomach felt as if I drank some curdled milk the night before.
I read the letter,
My heart beating a little faster.
I knew he was going to say yes,
I was hoping he would.
But silence stopped me in my tracks.
It was so loud, I almost lost my cochlear balance.
“I’m done. Umm, are you okay?” I asked.
“I’m sorry,” was all he replied.
There was my answer.
I looked up once more,
But this time to hold back my tears.
The paper in my hands, now so still as a corpse.
A few words appeared magnified from the tear drops.
“My ex and I… we’re trying to work things out.”
Good for you, boy.
But, oh my heart.
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Musings…

							

Date
____________
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CHAPTER 3
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There will be some days where you will be
exhausted. On those days, just breathe… and exist.
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He could have
He could have lied,
He could have tried,
But he did neither of those,
Because he’s honest to his bones.
And lying was never an option he chose.
All he gave me was a ‘sorry’
And that he couldn’t forget her,
The one I thought wasn’t a cause for worry,
Because it was he who said she was only a few chapters in his story.

That smile though…
But that smile of his?
I could look at it until hell froze over.
What’s so nice about it? He asked, I remember.
And to be honest, I would often wonder.
Maybe it’s the way his already small eyes would shrink.
The way they drew lines in the corners.
The way his nose crinkled.
Perhaps it’s all of these little things.
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A drowning woman will clutch at a straw
The days began to grow pretty rough.
I was buried in guilt, but conflicted by my conscience.
Two separate voices, whispering two separate views.
One said there was no harm in speaking the truth,
And the other constantly telling me I had made it harder for him to wear his shoe.
Which do I believe?
Who do I listen to?
“Let’s be friends,” he said.
But day by day, heavier, did his silence weigh.
And like how a drowning man will clutch at a straw,
I waited, hoped, caged my feelings that just wanted to come out and roar.

What’s better than a superlative?
Sometimes, I recall the conversation.
That phone call I’ll never forget.
“Why me? You’re better off with another.”
“There are so many more good looking guys out there.”
I felt cheap.
That remark offended me.
Did I look like someone who would fall for good looks alone?
“But they don’t make me feel the way you do,”
For the first time I heard his insecurities,
Screaming out loud from the questions he posed.
But all I saw was the best in him...
And I wondered if there could be anything better than a superlative.
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Does the universe REALLY listen?
I laid down and released my intentions.
‘Hey you, up there… Are you really listening?’
In retrospect, I realised how selfish I had been.
What if he was questioning the universe too?
‘If it’s true that the universe listens, I’ll be with him one day’, I said.
‘I know the universe listens, I only want her back in my life’, was the probable request
he made.
Universe, the poor child, what would it do?
With everyone throwing in their shit, it has no one to go to.
But that day, I was just too consumed with my own thoughts and questioned it again
and again.
I apologise, dear stranger who’s now my best friend.

Imagine if birds could talk…
Imagination is power, it is indeed.
But what if imagination slowly morphs into hallucination?
What happens then?
Would you still be considered a creative person?
Or a depressed soul whose condition had worsened?
I imagined a lot.
I imagined if birds could talk.
They’d tell us stories of places they’d been to.
They’d tell us about that human who tried to break their wings.
And how they survived another day.
They’d actually sing not only tunes, but the lyrics too.
But that’s mere imagination.
Because in reality, they’d never be able to talk,
No matter how much we wished they could.
No matter how much I wished I could, to him.
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You, you & you.
The truth is, I think about him all the time.
When I’m drunk or when I’m sober,
When I know it’s all over.
When I’m out having fun
Or when I’m so totally done.
When I sit and cry,
It’s him who rescues me with his smile.
“Why can’t you just move on?”
My best friend asked.
Easier said than done,
When every bar of chocolate, every cup of tea, every superhero poster made me feel he
was the one.
Every cap, pair of jeans, sneakers and every person who never sees the need to preen
Why is it the same person I see in all of these things?
I’ll never go out on a limb but I hope one day,
I’ll no longer run to the phone thinking it’s him when it rings.

Never me, never will be…
Whatsapp statuses, don’t they just exist as conversation triggers?
I saw the blue ring, circling his picture.
Interest, intrigue, all egging me on to tap and see.
“Oh wow”, I thought as I read a rather sad quote.
Hmm, what happened now?
I replied, of course I did.
“You sound disturbed. Is everything okay?”
“Sorry, it’s not you. It’s me.”
And that’s exactly what pierced,
Knowing that it will never be.
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Expectations, the road to disappointment
A month since our last chat had flown by,
And I still wasn’t able to focus on my days,
Or my nights.
Every failed attempt to reach him,
Turned my night dim.
Things had gone from
“It’s been such a busy day but we can talk, 10 minutes won’t hurt”
To “It’s been such a busy week, sorry I couldn’t call you back”.
Priorities changed, but hopes remained.
I knew he was hurting too,
But I couldn’t stop wondering if he had any clue about the pain I was going through.
Did he want me to feel the same pain so he could convince himself he wasn’t alone?
I’ll never know but boy, people who live in glass houses shouldn’t throw stones at others.
I realised my glass house was slowly cracking, so I just stayed away to make sure it doesn’t
completely shatter.
At least for that brief moment, I told myself it didn’t matter.
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Jigsaw puzzle, half complete
May 2018
His birthday drew closer.
And because birthdays meant so much to me,
His really mattered.
I wanted to be a part of his special day,
Although I know there are now boundaries that needed to be kept.
I sent him a gift,
And it sparked us talking again.
I missed his voice,
I loved his noise.
Cautious, I threaded carefully,
To not cross my limits.
Before I hung up, I asked him what he was up to.
‘Just dropped her home and got back’ he said,
His honesty though,
Made my insides shiver,
Unleashed the voices once again in my head.
‘Why did I even send the gift?’
My heart now a jigsaw puzzle, only half complete.

Same boat
My days after that were going pretty fine,
Off and on we spoke, but nothing really memorable that I could write down on my shrine.
I was hoping against hope that he wouldn’t bring her up in a flow,
I really just didn’t want to lose my temporary glow.
I asked him how his birthday went,
“I spent it with her”
Oh my heart, I felt the dent.
After all, we’re both on the same boat,
Just rowing with different oars.
Him, with the existence of her;
I, with the idea of him.
The question now was:
How would we get to shore?
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Invitation to hell
31 July 2018
It was not long before I began blending in with the silence.
But just as I got used to it,
A sudden noise shocked me,
And forced me to glance.
I was excited yet so curious.
Such a beautiful card it was,
Inviting me to celebrate his nephew’s birth.
Questions sent me into a swell.
Why? What if she was going to be there as well?

A stranger in the house
4 August 2018
I arrived.
His eyes were the first mine met,
Though I was desperately looking for another pair even more.
I looked around,
I did my homework pretty well.
I knew everyone in his family,
Thanks to what he obliged from his social diary.
But my nemesis? Where was she?
The closer I walked to the house from where I parked,
My heart beat a little harder, stronger.
I was happy to see him again!
But my heart was anxious.
There I stood among the crowd,
Certain he saw me too, there’s no doubt.
I walked up to him, he invited me in.
But as I entered the house,
I realised he wasn’t anywhere to be seen.
How do I approach these strangers that surrounded me?
I knew them from social media, but they? They didn’t know me!
There was no turning back then.
So in I went and spoke to each of them.
In the end, we became friends.
31

Dignity, now nowhere
Rape.
It doesn’t always have to be physical.
That night, I came back home, my face calmer than usual, but I could feel the pain inside.
My body, now merely an object to myself, I started searching.
I looked at myself in the mirror, nothing registered. My face looked to me as if it was
someone else’s, and not mine.
I searched inside, my self respect, my dignity, my pride.
Rape.
It doesn’t always have to take away your virginity.
It can take away a lot more.
I peeped inside, hollow.
Void. That was all. I could hear myself echo.
What did I do to deserve this? I questioned.
Yet, humans.
I lost myself, and my self esteem.

Sleeplessness, now a friend
16 October 2018
Six months since I confessed.
And sleeplessness, was now a friend.
When was the last time I had a clear mind?
It’s been a while.
My days were just a background buzz.
And my nights? Were almost always a fuzz.
What should I do to provide my brain the rest it needs?
My eyes, now half the size they used to be.
I walked all day looking for a remedy.
A little drink, maybe that’ll do the trick.
Random and impulsive, is how your brain reacts when it’s messed up so bad.
Seven cans for a first timer. Not too bad.
All in the hope of getting a good night’s sleep,
A luxury I could no longer afford every day.
Oh dear sleep, come to me and bring me far far away.
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Wait, WHAT?!
I took the phone to call my mother,
I jumped out of bed, screaming, cursing, regretting instead.
‘Was it NOT a dream?’
I asked myself repeatedly, looking at his name in my call history.
45 minutes it lasted, but what did I say?
It got the better of me.
I then looked at the empty cans lying on the floor.
I swore I would never ever touch them anymore.
All I wanted was a good night’s sleep
Was that too much to wish for?

You can’t unscramble a scrambled egg
Every single thing overwhelmed me now.
From petty things like a broken nail,
To more ‘important’ things like his opinions.
Why worry about things I have no control over?
Some of us heal from hurt like its second nature.
But the process and the period, they differ from one another.
My nights were getting more and more unbearable.
I close my eyes for as long as I could but when I open them,
Only 10 lousy minutes would have passed.
And that made me feel even more terrible.
I remember going crazy, stumbling upon silent feeds of his,
I regretted telling him how I felt.
But honey, you can’t unscramble a scrambled egg.
I cried until my insides ached,
What would this poor child do, dear universe.
She could only hate the nights,
And hold herself together so she doesn’t further break.
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Unfair
My body was in dire of need of attention and pleasure.
When was the last time I made love to myself? I couldn’t remember.
But that was just one of the many things that bothered me.
I felt the unfairness I’ve been let to face.
Why was love so generous to so many others?
What kind of a game was this?
Questions, piling up.
Answers? Not even one.
The more I thought, the more certain I became.
I was now another player in this unfair game.

Insomniac
What would you do when the nights are no longer comforting,
And turn into a place of dread and darkness instead?
I dreaded the nights.
When the sky turns black,
I shiver inside and watch myself transform into an emotional wreck.
Hallucinations now crept up on me.
I stay in bed trying to find its source,
I only fail each time, ever so miserably.
I clench my fists and then let them go.
Clench again until they’re so sore.
It’s almost dawn,
And I’m now blue in the face.
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Diagnosis
I was glad the curiosity in me was still alive. I often wondered if I had a problem.
So my first attempts to self-diagnose led me to Google. I observed myself in every way
possible. I tried my best, woke up and noted down my first thoughts each morning,
watched what I ate, how I felt, and what went on when things were bad.
Once an expressive being, now mostly just numb. But it didn’t feel right to be in this body,
living the ‘ordinary’ life, with less laughter and more stress, less surprise and with so much
distress. I found solace in loneliness and I was often asked why. To be very honest, I really
didn’t know. But I had guilt written all over me.
I needed to be rescued.
Intervention, that’s all I could do.

Mothers know best!
Have you ever looked back and thought about how amazing mothers are?
How do they instantly know when your inner peace is marred?
I remember just sitting, scrolling through my phone,
She came and asked me why I was alone.
You know how even a tiny hole can empty a whole sack of sand?
I had holes all over, it was impossible to count.
But they were nicely taped,
I struggled to let my emotions flow,
So I took extra care to make sure they never showed.
But they were bandaged only with tapes.
Just how much pressure could they take?
“Are you okay?”
I swear that phrase is a killer when you’re hurting deep down.
The tapes wore off, came off all at once, and in my own tears, I drowned.
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Loud cries, curious hearts
No words.
The room was filled with my wails.
And there was my mother, wondering just where she failed.
But she asked me no questions and let me weep.
Although I knew her heart pounded a hundred times faster indeed.
Memories of me advising others to not burden our parents came and went,
But this rock I was carrying in me, it’s been long enough, now it just needed to land.

The rescue
Where are you?
The voice came back alive, and bugged me for an answer.
Who are you?!
I retaliated and it showed me in an instant.
I wasn’t the ‘me’ I used to be.
The sunshine, pretty days,
The smiles and silly plays.
Scary, where was the old me for this just feels like hell.
It was time to gather myself and start my journey, seeking help.
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The ruler in my own realm
The voice, the bad one, returned.
It’s now the ruler in my own realm,
Telling me things that only birthed more qualms.
It had control over every part of my body,
And my mind was the headquarters for it to test out every sheer folly.
‘Aren’t you embarrassed to tell people that you’re sick in the head?’
‘You don’t serve your purpose anymore, why don’t you rather be dead?’
The few that I remember now.
But at that point, it just pounded me from dusk till dawn.
My body wanted to give in.
But I was glad that my soul knew I shouldn’t let it win.
I locked myself in the room for many days,
Triggered each time by the things it said.
I was a slave in my own kingdom.
I tried to escape without its knowledge.
But I only wished someone would help me win this rescue for salvage.
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Escape plan
November 2018
I took the first step,
And that usually begins with making peace with the fact that we need help.
I didn’t want the demons inside me to know I was going to destroy them.
I was afraid they’d make their own plans.
The drive to the place was peaceful and calm,
And then I saw her.
A warm smile lit up her face,
Her arms greeted me with a warm embrace.
I sighed out loud to alert the demons that they’re now caught red-handed,
The chaos within would soon end,
All my broken pieces she would help me mend.
But there was this powerful coping mechanism she shed light on on that day,
And I wondered why it didn’t dawn on me earlier anyway.
“What calms you down when you’re upset?” she asked.
“Writing,” I replied.
“Then write. Whatever is in your mind. Write it all down.”
And that was how this #LateNightPoet was born.
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To the voice in you,...
Here is a space to pen your truths.

							Date
______________
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CHAPTER 4

40

I learnt to love, one heartbreak at a time.
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He smelled of love …
He smelled of love and utter loyalty,
Because even when he was broken,
He still loved with all the broken pieces,
And even when I came to mend what’s broken,
He didn’t budge from the fact that, his heart,
Although shattered, it was only hers to mend.
… And I found myself falling for him, all over again…

I want to be naked.
But with him I want to be naked,
Not in the way that shows my skin, but in a way that shows my soul, completely
exposed, raw and yearning to be passionately dragged into the blanket of his sins.
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No place I’d rather be
He’s the one I want to have to hold and to lead,
To treasure and to keep,
To wake up to and sleep with,
To laugh and to weep,
In his eyes, the whole world I see,
And there’s really no place I’d rather be.

Anything at all
What does it take to see that messy, curly hair;
Those lips smiling at me even after the nightmares?
What does it take? What should I do, how and when? I’ll do anything at all, to see
them again.
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Intangible
With each passing day I watched him slowly diffuse into the universe;
Intangible and away from me…

There’s always enough love to give…
Love someone enough to let them go
Love someone enough to watch them grow,
Love someone enough to see them happy with or without you,
Love someone enough to wish for their dreams to come true,
Even when all hope is lost and you feel your world has shattered,
Love someone enough to tell them they’d still always matter.
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Love wins
You don’t have to unlove someone just because you can’t make them your kin,
Sometimes, we lose, but darling….
REMEMBER
Love, should always WIN.

The missing piece of the puzzle
If seeing him whole would leave me incomplete, I’d rather be
Because his happiness matters the most to me…
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Who’s who?
‘Let them know me through my poems’, I said.
Instead, the more I wrote, the more they knew him…
For he lived on each page as my poetry more than I did as a poet.

Habits die hard
It’s now become a habit of mine,
To look out the window every night and talk to the stars as if they were him.
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Spring and autumn, mere perspectives.
Two years and a lot has changed.
Where there was once green leaves, now remain their carcasses,
Where there were once spoken words, now between the pages they stay as corpuses .
Shorter hair, thicker thighs,
A little less visible jawline but a lot more smiles.
Two years and nothing has changed.
The same hopeful girl with the same enthusiasm about life.
With a heart full of love and whose sunshine spreads rife.

Thoughts of you...
Sleeping with the thoughts of you,
Wishing that you know it too,
But I know that you don’t have a clue,
And that’s why my nights are a little too blue.
Sometimes, I feel like a rainbow without its hue,
And other days I just let the thoughts slide through,
Because I know there’s nothing much I can do,
So tonight, let me just sleep with thoughts of you.

Kissing your wounds
But wait, let me just kiss your wounds tonight, and heal them by hugging you tight,
In the dark or under the street light,
With you,
Anywhere is quite right,
Let go for once of all your pride,
Please don’t go, let me just kiss your wounds tonight…
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It wants what it wants
Your name’s music to my ears,
Your voice, medicine to my wounds,
But YOU were poison to my soul,
I still smile at the mention of your name after all these years,
Still search for your voice among the crowd, in the nights or noon,
But I’ve stopped wishing you were here, although the heart still says, it’s with you it wants
to grow old.

Too much to brain.
It’s the same story once again, of how I struggle to hide the pain,
The nights are still difficult,
Sometimes insane,
I try my best to keep you off my mind, but it’s too much for the heart to brain.
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Where’s MY joy?
I once saw a boy with a dark and gloomy front,
I tried to destroy the façade, but he always shunned,
I eventually spread some joy by giving mine one by one,
Then his hands were full, for he held both the gloom and fun
Conveniently switching to the latter, whenever with the former he’s done
I then looked at my hands, and realized I now had none,
And there I stood feeling empty, knowing there’s nowhere I could run.

Yin or yang?
Is it a good thing or bad?
To remember every single incident
The good and the bad, the happy and the sad
Is it a good thing or bad?
To live the past in your head,
The days and the nights,
The shared laughter and the painful fights…
They ask me and I say,
I don’t know if it’s a good thing or bad,
But they’re what keep me alive for now,
So I shall reminisce, let them judge, but I will not bow.
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Guessing game
My every night is a guessing game,
If the phone would light up to his name
No matter how much I try to extinguish the flame,
It just burns more and more each day, not wanting to tame
I’m moving on, in the days I claim
But when the nights approach, my thoughts are just never the same.

Lullabies
I wonder if you’re okay there,
Although you say you’re away from the nightmares
The heart wants to keep checking on you every now and then
But the mind keeps saying not now, and I doubt if it would ever know when
Every night I look out the window and ask the stars
And they’d somehow tell me how you are
But on some days I look up and there’d not be a star in sight,
And my heart would pound wondering if you’re doing alright
Then I’d slowly breathe my lullabies in the air,
Just hoping they would reach you, and you’d be okay there.
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Dancing with a stranger
Slow dancing to a romantic tune, It was the first time with you, but I felt like I was
already immuned.
Two feet forward and then one backward,
Then a twirl, which didn’t really land well but with you it wasn’t at all awkward.
A sudden masculine grip around my waist,
Bringing me closer into your personal space.
My bosoms against your chest,
Your heavy breathing and heartbeat causing between us, a colossal mess.
We almost kissed our little distance away,
I looked into your eyes and my mind just went astray,
For those eyes were not the ones I recognise.
I came back to my senses and one by one I realised,
The nose, the mouth, the face, the hands,
Were all suddenly foreign to me, even your stance,
Until he asked me what’s wrong?
Then I learnt that I couldn’t kiss anyone else because all I try finding is you in them and
how is it not selfish to keep speaking MY language to someone who’s dumb?
I detached myself from the stranger in front of me.
As I ran away from reality,
Searching for you in every pair of eyes I see.

What went wrong?
Sometimes, I sit and wonder just where I went wrong…
As I’ve been told that I was doing it right all along
But these uncertainties that throng
Keep leaving my life with blank spaces, like an unfinished song.
What should I do, where do I actually belong?
It’s just so tiring to keep staying strong.
One day, these doubts will have voices no more
They would have drowned deep in the sea and I’d be watching them go from the shore
But right now, it’s unfair to feel so sore
Why can’t we learn these lessons, probably from a lore?
One day, these doubts will have voices no more
But every time I look back, I’d still wish I knew just where I went wrong.
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Somewhere, somehow…
I picture happiness, years from now,
Right after exchanging vows.
Having fun, living life until time allows,
And make the ones that doubted go wow!
It will happen years from now,
But I hope it happens with you, somewhere, somehow.

Forevermore…
I don’t wish to kiss you in the dark,
Don’t wish to look into your eyes under the moonlight
All I wish is for is to be by your side,
Together braving every storm and tide
And together seeing every form of light
If that’s too much to ask for
Too much I shall be, forevermore.
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X and Y
People think that the crazy would get the crazy
The bookworms would get the bookworms, and the gamers the gamers;
But that’s just not the way it works. Love attracts the opposite.
The calm would get the wild;
The sober would get the all-smiles,
The X would get the Y,
And hopefully the You would get an I.

If our stars don’t shine together…
Whoever that ends up by your side,
I hope she loves you right,
Nothing less than how amazing I’ve described you to be,
Nothing more than the universe in its entirety.
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CHAPTER 5
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Break down if you must, and then you go from there.
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Start of me
At the end of you,
Was the start of us;
At the start of me,
Was the end of you.

Done, done & done!
16 April 2019
I was happy, after what felt like an eternity.
And I felt rich.
Happiness had become equivalent to wealth, somewhere in between my life.
All of the random poetry I wrote during those long nights.
“...It’s you, with all your scars, I wanted to make mine.”
All of the random poetry that was filling my gallery.
“Is it a good thing or bad?
To remember every single incident
The good and the bad, the happy and the sad…”
All of the random poetry I decided to compile.
“2 years and nothing changed.
The same hopeful girl with the same enthusiasm about life.
With a heart full of love and whose sunshine spreads rife.”
All of the random poetry that set my clouded mind free.
I was happy. After a long time, I didn’t precisely know why.
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Kill him NOT with kindness
I dreamt about a book.
I touched the cover, it was just a paper, but I knew it carried not JUST any story.
My hands trembled as I flipped through the pages, I saw my own poems inside.
I read it, kept on reading…
A flash blurred my vision… Perspectives stood before me as tapestries.
What if the author lived what she wrote? Did she live it? Did she love it? What if she
lived it, loved it and wrote about it but someone else disapproved? What if the one
who disapproved was the one she was in love with?
...Imagine this,
What if someone watched every step of yours without you even knowing? And what
if that person puts them into words and gifts it to you to read it?
I wrapped it real nice.
I handed it to him.
He opened it, read it, and cried.
I went close to him… my hands so close to snatching the book away
And I woke up!
What in the world was that?! I panted, gulped my own saliva and went back to bed,
tossed and turned.
Why did my mind keep saying that that was the only right thing to do?
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All these words, who do they belong to?
I really have no idea who this person is to date.
I also know they’re just my own thoughts and there’s no one else living inside of me,
But when unanticipated queries flood my thoughts, especially when I don’t think of
them,
It’s just weird, weird to accept the fact that my body isn’t home for a few other
individuals… and that leaves me overwhelmed.
“What are you going to do with all of these?” The voice asked.
“Probably just leave them there? Show them to my therapist? I don’t know really, let me
sleep.” I tried to brush it off.
It bugged me for an answer again, and I decided to calm it down as well.
Two sleeping pills to put a temporary stop to the anxiety,
And one whole night of dream that just seemed like reality.
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Closure, set me free
May 2019
It’s funny how a year changes so many things,
now it’s no more random ‘Hi’s or emojis that wink.
There was no sight or sound in the days that passed,
But I…
Still couldn’t move on.
Oh, faint heart.
The problem was indeed with me.
Faint heart, it wanted what it wanted.
And closure is what it kept close.
Closure would set me free.
The voice, now a prisoner in my kingdom, still tells me things I don’t want to hear.
But this time, I am not overcome with fear.
“He doesn’t want you”
It said, and weirdly enough, this time, I agreed.
Faint heart.
I’ve been taught to always finish what I begin.
So I wanted to see him, look him in the eyes and ask for an answer.
I wanted to know if this too would end up in vain.
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Ready to board
28 May 2019 - 8.30 p.m.
I looked at the flight ticket as I sat cross-legged,
What on Earth gave me the courage to even do this,
I wondered as I searched for my phone in my baguette.
In my mind, I knew there were only two possibilities;
He would come, or he would not.
And this time, I was prepared for both.
I looked up at the familiar stranger,
Mr or Ms Universe, who now feels bad for the times they had wronged me,
I remembered the highs, the excitement, the confusion, the pain, and the grief we both
shared.
When I would drag them into my hell,
And when they stood by my side.
I was embarrassed,
Though to think that after all the exchanged favours, hopes and dreams,
I never knew if it was a him or her.
Nor did I know its yeses, nos or maybes.
Probably all it did was look at me ever so proud,
For now I am a woman, more matured and unbowed.
The book from my dream, on that day, in my hands,
It beamed.
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Sugar, spice and a whole lotta surprise
The flight had landed.
There I was, stranded.
“You never know how strong you are until being strong is the only choice you have.”
That, I’ve heard people say one too many times before.
Same perspective, different idea.
There was nothing left to fear,
But even tigers have silent roars.
Without a flinch, I booked a flight,
But now that I stood there, battling with myself to delete his number,
All I could feel was plight,
Creeping up in wonder.
My courage now shook,
Like a building with an unstable basement, almost collapsing.
I was on his turf.
This was his space, and I had invaded it.
I felt insecure.
If things took a turn for the worse,
There was no place for me to seek refuge.
I could relate to this feeling, though.
Like a deja vu.
I’ve felt it before.
Oh, when into his home I wandered the previous year,
Except this time, no invitation led me here.
That one call was the answer to all my uncertainties.
I took a deep breath.
Surprise us, universe.
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Hello?
There I was contemplating if I should call him or let sleeping dogs lie.
It felt surreal, but do or do not,
There is no try.
“Hello?”
My throat twisted into a knot.
That voice, his voice.
I missed it so.
“Hello?”
I cleared my throat and fought hard to let the words flow.
“Hello, are you home?”
“Yes I am.”
“Oh great. Well, I’m... here... at the airport.”
“Why are you here?”
With a deep breath, I let out:
“Because I wanted to see you. I really do need to see you. Look, I’m sorry I came unannounced
but I also know that you wouldn’t have wanted me to come had I told you earlier. Could I please
see you for a bit? I promise it won’t take long. I can wait if you need some time to think.”
My fingers crossed, hoping against hope, I would get a “yes”.
The universe though…
It likely just face-palmed at the fact that I still had ‘hope’.
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WHO ARE YOU?!
I knew it could be a yes or no,
But I wasn’t expecting an outburst of emotion.
He just yelled,
Accusing me of being jobless.
Priorities > joblessness,
my mind auto-corrected his words.
I looked at the bag I held,
A list of things to be done at the crack of dawn,
Peeped out and in an instant,
Was gone.
My body shook, from shock, and anger.
Who was he to think he could frighten me into a corner?
I could have given him a piece of my mind,
But I chose to be the bigger person.
Fist clenched, I cut him short,
“My question only needs an answer, nothing else. Can you come or can you not?”
“I can’t.”
And that was the end.
The book, now in bad form from my clench.
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Stray.
Hope.
Hope is a mischievous little thing.
My heart felt heavy, my purse however, was light.
I took it out, and peeped into it.
It was empty, just like my mind.
Reality.
I looked at myself in the washroom mirror.
How am I going to survive the days ahead?
All that money spent for nothing, and now I had to find a place to stay?
What am I going to do?
I looked at my purse.
Scraped what little money I had,
booked a hotel nearby and got myself a cab.
Astray.
Not knowing where to head to, I sat at the airport for about half an hour or so.
Papers everywhere.
I swear I came prepared for both, but remember what I told you about the coin toss earlier
on?
As I got in the cab, the return ticket slipped out of my purse,
And I heard it groan.
I looked at it…
Thirty-two hours until the next flight home.
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Wants: 1, Values: 0
Was I really that desperate?
Were my principles and values worth way less than my ‘wants’?
I felt a little melancholic.
We do a lot of things for closure’s sake.
We go the distance to validate feelings,
When all they do is slash them into unidentifiable pieces.
Darling, your values, dignity and self respect are worth more than any of the closure
you seek,
They’re worth more than the boys or girls who make you weak.
Throw stones at me, all you want.
Ask me what rights I have to tell you this way.
The only answer you’ll get from me is this:
Sometimes, wisdom only finds you after the fact,
May my lessons also become yours,
And if you too are seeking closure,
Find it in you to be still, and keep your head above water.
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4 walls, my buttress
The room was nice and cozy,
It tucked me in, buttressed me as I collapsed on it, feeling dizzy.
I don’t remember moving an inch after that.
32 lonely hours.
I laid there, with no energy left to lift a finger, let alone shower.
Clutter.
My brain was cluttered as the clock kept ticking, realising there were still no words uttered.
Cold.
That’s what I thought the world was, but I knew it wasn’t fair to make this judgement
based on one broken soul.
The hours, they had reached the final one,
I walked to the door, turned to look if someone would be there to send me off, but
there was none.
I got my answer then,
But still couldn’t accept the fact that I wasn’t even worth a minute in his 24-hour span.
I gathered myself and left,
And surprisingly there wasn’t a single tear shed.
32 lonely hours wasted by asking myself why,
Never will I get the time back but I’m so proud that I at least tried.
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Homebound
It was the longest 40-minute flight I’ve ever had in my life.
What 32 hours ago was a journey full of hope,
Now became one of remorse.
But I didn’t cry.
And let me tell you, this scared me.
Because this wasn’t like me at all.
Not a single tear shed,
Not a physical sign of regret.
And when feelings are left to fester and linger,
The actions that follow could turn into a nightmare.
Just as I closed my eyes I heard my phone chime,
“I don’t want to explain why I did what I did but if you think that was wrong, I’m sorry.
Have a safe flight back.”
Rage.
I wanted to scream!
I became restless, unfastened my seatbelt, and looked around.
A baby. Sleeping so soundly. I was surrounded by people who didn’t know me.
I looked out the window.
My feet above the land now,
Yet, I was not calm.
I was exploding inside,
Yet I kept silent so no one would know.
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Blue ticks, red flags
This rage, it needed to get out of me.
On my phone, a red flag,
“Great, I’m low on battery.”
but it did not deter me.
And on a new note, all my feelings I drafted.
Like an hourglass that had just been turned upside down,
The words flowed like sand through my fingers.
Cowards like him die many times before their final breath.
And knowing this made me realistic about what to expect.
It’s easier to be angry than to show vulnerability, I learnt that day.
All the love I’ve yearned, I saw that day flowing as one huge volcano eruption.
I typed until my fingers were numb,
I hit ‘send’ and looked around,
“Two blue ticks.”
And just as my phone did, I died, a little inside.

A recipe for disaster
It was enough closure for me, I realised.
We would have been a glass full,
I know it now.
Him; half full of doubts and I; half empty from wanting his love.
We would really have been a glass full together…
But how is a glass full of disaster better than one that’s half full of ONLY love?
I know it now,
Halves, that’s what we’re better off as;
I, half full of confettis and He, always half empty from wishing he had them.
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To hell… again?
4 July 2019
Work was crazy.
Too many timelines to be met.
I turned the volume up and started typing an article I had to submit in an hour, then I
was distracted by a ping!
A new number on my Whatsapp? Who could this be? I wondered.
“Hi! We’d love to have you over at our place to celebrate our darling son’s first birthday!
Please do join us.”
I tapped on the photo. My mouth opened wide.
It was his sister, the one I became friends with a year ago, remember?
I sent his nephew a card for his birthday, the memories I recollected. Was that how she
got my number?
I wanted to look for the ‘poslaju’ tracking code, but I knew I would have thrown it long
ago.
My article still waiting to be completed,
My heart swung to the left and to the right,
Like a pendulum, in a house of fright.
Should I go, or should I not?
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The debate
You should 1. His family are now your friends, too.
2. It’s time for revenge, perhaps?
3. Chances like this don’t come often
You should not 1. HE IS GOING TO BE THERE! ARE YOU F’ING CRAZY?

Revenge is a dish best served cold
I felt two horns slowly growing on top of my head.
Finally, for once, the universe did me something good.
What he did one year ago to me, I wanted to do to him.
Enough of being the bigger person. I was tired of being the bigger person.
This piece of advice is more of a poison now.
I wanted to go and show him that I was doing just fine without him,
I wanted to go and remind him of my existence, just so that he regrets his decision of
looking for flings once upon a time.
I wanted to go and just be there, right in front of him but not look him in the eyes.
It was my turn, to pretend he didn’t exist.
The devil in me, seized the throne.
It looked in the mirror and smiled,
While honing the already sharp horns.
“Girl, he may not want you, but his family does!”
Wasn’t that a good enough achievement? Maybe not for you. But it was every reason
to celebrate for me!
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Tit for tat
“Tit for tat,
I never knew you’d be up for that
What happened to the you that says there’s no revenge as good as forgiveness?
Have you forgotten the things you preach in all of this temporary madness?”
“You silly, she’s just doing what makes her heart feel light,
Why are you stopping her from doing the things that her heart says are right?”
“I don’t know what to say really,
I’m just worried she might hurt herself again, though she will not admit it, clearly.”
All the voices in my head,
I could hear what each of them said
I cleared some space inside me to listen to them debate
But I only found myself disregarding everything because the heart had its mind made.
Tit for tat
I never knew I’d be up for that
But at that very moment
That’s the only thing that my heart wanted so bad.
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Coward.
6 July 2019
I’ve reached.
I breathed a deep one before I entered the hall.
Memories flashed by like a black and white film.
The very time I was humiliated stared me right in the eye.
The best revenge is forgiveness, but that day I failed.
I let the voice win.
It wanted revenge… and convince me that that was okay.
My heart, however, was calm.
It was no more sprinting at the course.
But it saw him first.
Right there, at the door, smiling with force.
I walked right past him, and his eyes fell on me.
I swear. I was too beautiful to be missed.
So many things have changed in just a year.
This time, with confidence I was determined to make my presence known.
Each of his family slowly starting to feel like mine now,
No more question marks on their faces,
No more frowns.
One hour,
And I followed him wherever he went.
But in that hour, not once did our eyes make contact.
The demon’s coronation,
I heard it sing while it walked with pride.
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Bring back what once was mine!
You know that feeling, where you finally feel there’s no use being nice anymore
And you just want to be mean?
Anger got the better of me.
I felt powerful, with this softback weapon in my hands.
I wanted him to read it.
I wanted him to know my journey of hurt,
I wanted him to know that I need him not anymore!
I’m a fighter, I know that.
I want him to know that I wasn’t fighting a losing battle.
I was fighting to get my old self back.
A familiar song played in my head,
“Flowers gleam and glow,
Let your power shine,
Make the clock reverse,
Bring back what once was mine.”
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Take this sadness from me
August 2019
My days got better, because that’s the universal rule.
When your 24 hours are occupied,
You don’t have the luxury of time to think yourself into a bad mood.
A publishing agreement laid before me.
There was a strange, warm and fuzzy feeling that overcame me.
The kind that had become foreign to me.
I signed the documents, I looked up at the universe and whispered,
“If he won’t take this sadness from me, I’ll make YOU do the job.”

All’s well that ends well
The days that followed were all full of healing.
I felt physically empowered, mentally sturdy,
Like a reborn butterfly, I was emerging out of a new cocoon.
I started feeling like my old self a little more again.
My publisher was an amazing lady.
She’d help me dig deep into my feelings and let me write freely,
accompanying me so I wouldn’t feel so lonely.
This made me wonder if they were the same,
Editors and therapists.
Maybe, because they both encourage us to be strong and true about our feelings.
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Better days are on their way
Better days are on the way, I know it now.
It seemed a little too ambitious but I am the queen of my own kingdom.
I started seeing myself being a somebody,
Out there in the world, living, loving and inspiring others.
I practised my speech in front of the mirror, in the middle of a shower,
Even before I laid my eyes to rest.
These new thoughts kept me out of misery.
And it made me excited that my story would no longer be a mystery.
Better days are coming. I am going to be somebody.
What was it going to make him? I didn’t think of that, honestly.
But I felt better, isn’t that great already?
Sometimes, being selfish is the only way to heal, the voice who’s now my friend said.
I feel it, better days are coming and I can’t wait.
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CHAPTER 6
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How long can a man keep himself together?
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Boys don’t cry
Wait a minute
Press the pause button and hold on a second
Now it all dawns upon me
The rainbow the boy scribbled,
Is it what he really sees or is it what he wishes he did?
The clouds he’s scribbling, are they merely clouds or rather a pile of quandary?
Do boys really not cry or are they just told not to set their inner child free?
Now it all dawns upon me
That what we see is not necessarily what it’s like in reality
Sometimes, maybe all it takes is just a slight nudge on their walls,
So that they know it’s okay to be vulnerable at times, and they’ll at least have the
courage to peep through and maybe one day, let you in.
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The path less explored…
I saw him write for the first time that day.
I’ve seen him share the works of others
But that was the first time I saw him share his own, about the unfinished thoughts, the
never ending feud between the mind and heart, not black nor white.. but the gray…
My eyes, half open... I clicked on his name and read his musings
And my eyes just widened. I sat right up on my bed.
Sleep is now once again an alien I used to identify with
I got off my bed, started rummaging in every book I wrote my pillow thoughts, to
see if there were any pages torn without my knowledge. Recalling every incident,
from the sober ones to the ones I had no control of, to remember if there were any
opinions exchanged.
My index finger hitting the mouse real hard now,
Clicking on every single document of poetry I had saved,
To see if anything at all were copied,
As though it was possible to know… but I did it anyway.
At this point I was panting from the sprints my heart went through, and I sat down and
read what he wrote again…
It’s my pain, it’s my journey, my blood and my remnants.
How could he do this?! How could he peep into my mind and steal what I feel and get
himself an award of a poet?
I could feel the pain in the words, each of them.
The stranger living in me reached out to me again,
And whispered into my ears real soft.
I breathed, a deep one.
Then I sat up straight, read it again.. Now for the third time,
But for the first time in HIS voice.
And heard the door to a whole different world, unlatch.
Oh Shit. What have I done?!
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His Musings...
A wordless book
A wordless book, that’s what I’ve become
Bound by a hard cover on the outside, but inside fragile and numb
In the days... I pray, I play, I slay
But as the day slowly crawls, as the stars start to twinkle and the moon smiles away
I still wished people flipped the pages and see if on any page at all, they understand
what I don’t say.
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Title, please!
Clutter, my mind’s a clutter
It’s like going into the library to look for a book knowing only its content
I try and try to recall the title but I just fail each time
I walk in between the shelves hoping at one point the book will call out to me
But I knew the world wasn’t a fantasy where books could talk and mirrors could sing
And then I tried to recall the look and feel of the book, saw a passerby to whom I explained
the details in an attempt to bring it out of the nook
Instead the person says it doesn’t matter. Here, why not read another?
And then I gave up
I stopped searching until the same person came along, genuinely interested to find me
MY book.
She does her research and manages to find it, wraps it real nice and hands it to me as I
took a sip.
I looked at the title so strange yet so familiar,
“Boys don’t cry”
and I realised I’ve been living it all the while I’ve been searching for it.
I ripped open the cover as she watched the content so freely flow, now that my walls have
lost their power.
“It matters” she uttered.
I let my guard down but my mind was still cluttered.
And she reminded me that we’re only human, we can all feel
We never have to hide.
But my dear, a burnt child dreads the fire.
How could I physically be with another girl when mentally, I was living with the
one I desire?
I was scared. I just came out of the frying pan, I wasn’t ready to go dive in the fire, again.
I watched her walk away one more time...
Leaving me in so much pain,
And what if choosing you...
Ends up in vain too?
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* OH SHIT! *
Epilogue
It takes special courage to overcome the demons within, and with the right support, and
some effort, it is completely possible to get past the darkness and come out into the light
stronger, better.
As I open my heart again for the next adventure, I hope you take your time to reach a safe
and secure state of mind too. Whenever you think you’re not loved enough, I want you to
remember that you’re more than enough. You’re worth more than being loved half.
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