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synopsis 

	grief is not linear.  grief does not adhere to a perfect timeline.  grief is mucky, emotional work. 

	what is it like to grieve someone who was simultaneously one's heaven and one's hell?
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a lumpy mattress,

	a rusty old pot or

	a tattered, worn-out bra:

	some will only love you

	as long as you’re useful.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	drowning between your two sources:

	tenderness and paranoia,

	you never had a fighting chance.

	 

	your treacherous eyes betray

	your innermost secret;

	you don’t dare declare it,

	but your heart desires my death.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	grumbling and mumbling under breath,

	rolled eyes at stopped traffic

	while sirens bemoan the streets:

	 

	I didn’t know my inconveniences

	were others’ catastrophes.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	slinking down the stairs,

	this coiled metal gave way

	to Spite’s inevitable kinetics.

	I couldn’t hold still when

	it was time to slink down again.

	amusing, unrolling at your will.

	your words loosened all meaning

	and gripped my world all at once.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	your words held me at gunpoint:

	how cowardly of me to

	succumb to your whims.

	plucked and parched

	from evergreen branches,

	I was a leaf being blown

	by your torrential wind:

	 

	that to a dandelion is a hurricane,

	to a redwood is a breeze.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	you no longer get to

	lessen my pain

	nor demonize my character.

	you no longer get to

	cradle me to peace and

	slash my soul in two.

	you no longer get to

	end my suffering and

	be the cause of it too.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I am not a walking tragedy.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	why did you have to go

	embarrass me like that.

	 

	why did you have to go

	destroy me like that.

	 

	how do you make blood boil

	without a pot or stove.

	 

	how do you put out the flames

	without a fire hose.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	the worst thing I ever let myself do

	was let you steal my voice.

	 

	no, wait.

	no more half-truths.

	 

	I handed it to you,

	even wrapped it neatly

	in perfectly taped gold paper,

	hoping I can appease the dictator

	with a gift of diplomacy.

	 

	it’s not even like you ever used it.

	you shelved it up top.

	away. unreachable.

	threateningly sitting there.

	mocking me in self-made muteness.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I dreamed I yelled at you.

	 

	I dreamed I let you have it.

	 

	I awoke and didn’t regret it.

	 

	–– for the record.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	God can’t be replicated;

	you were perfect in imperfection,

	you had to believe it for yourself.

	 

	self-doubt robbed you of peace:

	gifted me a pestilence of insecurity.

	 

	there was nothing I could say or do

	to clear that foggy, stained, and scratched

	glass door of perception you saw through.

	 

	glimmering, glittery –

	but to what use?

	shards are sharp too.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	who else could know

	the remnants of war

	left behind in a person.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I can’t blame myself

	for protecting my heart.

	 

	so why do I pace back and forth,

	reprimanding myself for

	not doing less, or for not doing more

	or for not doing anything.

	 

	I did what I could.

	that’s got to be enough.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	in another time,

	I’d look the other way,

	pretending I didn’t just

	hear or see what you did

	to preserve my heart.

	 

	composure was key to survival.

	 

	that was then,

	but the past became the present.

	and don’t you even dare

	tell me I’m being too much –

	I’ve just begun to be.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	suddenly you didn’t need that fix

	to stay awake and alive and aware.

	suddenly you awoke one morning

	and the mourning was over.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I feared this day would arrive,

	to frantically knock and

	snatch you away from me. 

	you spent too long inside

	sipping on my grief-ridden tea.

	now it’s time for you to rest,

	unrestrained, to bask in eternal glee. 

	 

	forgive me for holding you hostage,

	I needed to reconcile to be free.

	~v.e.h.

	
Veronica is a poet and theatre worker in southern California. At 14, she picked up poetry to help focus her feelings into concise thoughts. Her poetry is featured on her Instagram account, @verifiedeccentric. Veronica lives with her husband, Paul, and is a proud conservator of her autistic brothers, Michael and David. She loves milk tea, reads a book a week, and listens to podcasts to continuously learn. Updates on her work in theatre are on her website, aboutveronicaholley.com.
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