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a poetic memoir — 
 

a spoken word poetry  
and prose collection 

 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 

for those who lost themselves 
and never came back the same.  

 
— 

 

I hope you find this 
as a sense of 
c o m f o r t 

and  
p e a c e. 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

this is for 
 

Y O U.  



a young soul 
but I'm an old soul.  
I am free-spirited 
a ball of sunshine  
radiance of positivity and love.  
shining an inexplicable light wherever I go. 
  
but even the sun must endure storms. 
my star-light may have been dimmed — 
but never gone. 
 
the story of a young woman  
attempting to hold her own 
but life consumes her mind  
and breaks her down  
 
p i e c e 
 
by  
 
p i e c e.  
 
the story of a young woman  
who seems to be stuck  
in a never-ending  
whirlwind  
of  
emotions.  



 
losing herself.  
hitting rock bottom.  
finding herself.  
yet 
rebirthed.  
              a continuous cycle. 
 
embedding transparency.  
searching for clarity.  
finding freedom.  
 
paving the way for her to bloom.  
 
e n d l e s s l y 
 
and 
 
u n a p o l o g e t i c a l l y.  



 
people underestimate the power of pain. 

the power of heartache. 
the power of enduring 
each obstacle silently. 

 
this is a unique kind of pain. 

the kind of pain that changes you. 
when it hits you, 

it hits you 
as if you are sucked into a black hole and cannot escape 

until you take it upon yourself 
breathe the fire and control it. 

 
for those who have experienced this kind of pain 

I commend you. 
for those who have yet to — 

I encourage you to embrace it. 
after all, we are warriors 

we can face anything. 
 

do yourself a favor, 
never underestimate pain. 

for sometimes it breaks you 
and you can no longer come back whole. 

and other times it makes you 
exactly who you are supposed to be. 

  



  



 
 

PART I: 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WITHERED  
 

D E A T H.  
  



 
 

  



 
there comes a time where you surpass your 

limit. 
you cannot comfort yourself. 
you cannot silence yourself.  

and worse —  
the people that surround you cannot rescue you 

either. 
because they are the very reason for your state.  

 
intentional or unintentional? 

does it really matter? 
 

no —  
             I whisper to myself.  

          how can you climb 
         out of the rut when  

     you are deep in? 
                                                                       how can you escape? 

                              how?  
 

 
you can’t.  

you can be patient with time. 
perhaps - create a facade.  
smile and laugh it away. 
this is my problem right? 



fighting between revealing the truth and 
covering the lie.  

 
But remember — 

there comes a time even the strongest of them 
all, 

cannot hold on any longer.  
  



 
 

peace of advice — 
 
 
how people see you, treat you, speak of you has 
absolutely nothing to do with you. 
a person who has only ever endured pain and 
disappointments may only see the world in that 
lens.  
they can have the most caring partner/ friend 
by their side and still point out flaws.  
these people are incapable to render love or to 
receive unless they become aware and shift 
their perspective.  
 
it is not your job to show them the light — 
understand them. 
love them. 
wish them well. 
but always take care of yourself first. 
  



An Ode To My Past Lovers 
 
it is no secret you weren’t meant for me, 
I guess I kinda sorta expected too much. 
see, 
 I’ve lived in fantasy lands all my life – 
an alternate universe  
of some kind  
that only absorbs pure harmony and love. 
I saw something in you that resembled that so 
I dove head first,  
and came with some scraps and scars. 
other times I was the root cause.  
 
forgive me, 
for I’ve been searching all my life  
for the love I so deserved 
 in boys that didn’t know my worth. 
how could you, when I never did? 
 
see my mother always taught me to respect myself, 
but never once did she tell me to check myself from 
within. 

            until it was too late. 
 
 



but how can you expect to heal  
a daughter’s heart while shooting darts at her 
wounds?  
targeting my pain so I may learn – 
but I guess I never got the message.  
maybe it was my father that left us for what seemed 
like an eternity  
         blurred vision. 
and never really let him in since – 
concealed daddy issues,  
looking for a savior  
who’s not God, 
who’s not Me. 
cause its tiring  
to always save myself from drowning  
in these rivers of fears.  
 
maybe I’ve been searching 
for the very love I’ve been afraid of receiving  
in empty souls whom just seem to be  
breathing fire. 
 
human beings masked as intact. 
I wanted to be that fresh breath of air that you 
desperately needed. 
co-dependency —  



the feeling of me not needing you, 
but damn well knowing you need me.  
but I know I am not sanctified to absorb this kind of 
energy,  
yet I choose to baptize myself in pretty words and 
faces.  
makes it easier to give myself to someone who 
romanticizes my ears. 
makes it easier to forget I am simply being 
complacent. 
 
there is more to me.  
there is more to you. 
the pieces were never meant to fit  
in our puzzled bodies.  
clouded minds; 
I’ve mistaken your warmth for love… 
when it was Me all along.  
forgive me as I’ve forgiven you,  
for we never  
had a clue how to love. 
 
                           
                          for we never had a clue how to love. 
  



  



 
 

PART  II: 
 
 
 
 
 

METAMORPHOSIS 
  



 
 

  



 
what do you do when their words spill over your 

soul like poison, 
but their actions caress you like the sun rising 

on a bright morning… 
 

what should you believe then? 
 

their words deplete  
but their actions restore the belief in us… 

in love. 
 

but how many times will I have to endure the 
bullets of your lettering - 

one by one 
the shells fall 

if you decide to pull the trigger after all 
aim it  

at my head 
 

so I can no longer  
think, breathe, dream  

the idea of you. 
 



in a utopian world 
there are no ifs, ands or buts 

there is just us 
finding our way through life  

 together. 
 

but unfortunately  
I must depart this fantasy  

because you decided 
 I wasn't enough. 

 
I finally gathered the courage 

 to liberate myself 
 from the bricks barricading me – 

to stand up and vow 
I was  
and 

 will always be 
 
 

ENOUGH. 
  



 
 

scrambled thoughts — 
 
 
I’ve put all my weight on you.  
you were the precursor of it all;  
the precursor to my world  
being shifted into multiple juxtapositions.  
but I’ve been wrong all along.  
 
this isn’t about you.  
this isn’t about me.  
this isn’t about what I am shedding all around.  
 
this is about becoming.  
 
this is about being.  
  



 
 
 
 
fall in love with your life 
before you fall in love  
because how else will you enjoy yourself  
when they’re gone?  
 
 
              –a lesson from my grandmother. 
  



Unleveled 
 
and some days  
I cannot seem to escape my inner demons  
they chase me down until I am numb 
 
and other days 
I possess a godly power  
that I can and will overcome anything 
 
and some days 
I am lifeless 
I am isolated  
my subconscious luring me into a crisis 
 
but other days 
I am the best version of myself 
radiating energy in every direction 
soaking in the vibrations  
exposing my blooming dimension 
 
I rise  
I fall 
but through it all  
I find me.  



 
I dig deeper 
I maneuver my way  
through the losses 
uphold my righteousness  
and continue to believe. 
 
I rise 
I fall  
consecutively  
 
but I will never lose myself in its entirety  
where I cannot find my way back freely. 
  



 
thought you were my forever 

I wrote you letters in permanent ink 
 so even if we died 

the words will still live to be. 
 

I wilted  
I replenished  

my petals stained with grief  
my petals attempting to reconvene. 

 
through it all, 

 a flower bloomed 
reclaiming me,  

I am new  
golden soul, 
 bronzed skin 

 
a godly woman –  

she knew,  
she always had it within. 

  



 
 

peace of advice — 
 
 
healing is not for the light. 
healing is all around destructive.  
there's a difference between healing and masking 
your emotions. 
 
do not fool yourself into happiness when you know 
you choose to be surrounded by distractions that 
do not serve your well-being in the long run.  
 
so are you taking the time to dig deep and isolate 
the core of your sadness, frustration & anger? 
 

or do you find yourself constantly filling the voids 
only to feel empty afterwards? 

  



  



 
 

PART III: 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A FLOWER BLOOMED. 
  



 
  



there comes a time and place 
where nothing feels the same. 

you become oblivious 
to the words they used to say 

and the actions they displayed.  
you center in on yourself  
and elevate your ways – 

because that is what matters  
at the end of the day. 

 
you see, 

 nowadays 
 I do not let anyone dictate  
who I am supposed to be  

or the approach I should believe, 
 

WHY? 
 

because  
you are you  

and I am me. 
I am free — 

from this life, 
 we may call a beautiful tragedy.  

 



don't you see I am on the road 
 to my own spiritual awakening; 

I believe no two humans beings were made 
for the same exact journey, 

 purpose or destiny.  
 

one thing I will say is I will not be broken down: 
mentally. 

spiritually. 
or emotionally.  

 
because I am at a point in my life  

where God has found me 
and is using me deliberately.  

where I've found balance between  
giving and receiving. 

 
I am floating on a cloud of positivity 

s e l f l e s s l y – s e l f i s h 
and there's no room for negativity.  

 
I am not naive or ignorant  

to the turbulence of the outsides 
I am just one soul carrying a message to share  

to rebirth the insides  



of those who plead for  
something bigger than meets the eye. 

 
and 

all I will ever show is love — 
even from a distance. 

  



 
 
 
 
 

peace of advice — 
 
do not be afraid of vulnerability – 
for there lies beauty  
behind the risk of being a naked soul. 
  



A Note To Thyself 
 
There is so much pain in the words I decide to 
unleash.  
I have kept it all bottled in.  
Locked inside me.  
I carved out time to say grace in all my scrutiny.  
Through endless journals.  
Exclusive dialogues with God.  
The trees.  
The wind.  
Myself.  
My scars are proof of the demons I speak of 
constantly. My frequent tears are the living 
embodiment of my temple that still needs 
salvation. I have cried more silent tears than not. 
I have a designated place where I hide to let go 
and embrace my emotional turmoil. I was never 
one to let my smile appear crooked. I was never 
one to cry for help. I was the one they cried out 
for.  
How could I be two in one? It wasn’t possible.  
Be the healer and seek a healer.  
I had to choose my path and so I did.  
So I became softer.  



I became a breath of unconditional love.  
I became understanding, giving, pureness.  
I did not dare speak of the troubles I buried 
inside me. 
I knew better.  
There was more need to cater to — outside of me. 
You did not have to speak for I knew you needed 
a partner in life to walk you through a couple of 
your trials. I was the one who reminded you of 
who you were. Of who we are at the essence of 
our core. I was the one who never showed a sign 
of weakness because it was my duty to integrate 
all my strength into bringing light.  
I could not be two in one, so I chose my path.  
I neglected this whole time to build the only 
person that matters — me.  
In that, I become toxicity.  
Twenty one years preoccupied of giving life to 
others while committing slow suicide. To this day 
I ponder what life would be like if I succeeded. 
But I always say, God had something bigger in 
store for me than to just fade away.  My life path 
was no mistake. Everything that has occurred and 
has yet to, is everything I needed.  
I have suffered.  



I have lost almost everything.  
But I also gained insight and assumed the power 
of embracing vulnerability.  
I never knew this is what I needed until it 
happened.  
The chaotic atmosphere that I was birthed into set 
me up for a life I never dared visualized. 
 

nothing is a coincidence. 
 
I was forced to transform into an adult within my 
childhood so I may learn the power of intuition, 
forgiveness, and perseverance.  
I had to witness the mourning of those closest to 
me.  
I had to witness the fears of my loved ones eat 
them alive.  
I had to witness the agony of my dearest friends 
masked as drugs and alcohol as a gateway to 
freedom.  
I had to witness my best friend’s heart break over 
and over and over again.  
I had to witness distance isolate the ones I 
thought would stay by my side.  
I had to witness silent goodbyes.  



Who knew I had this much backbone in me?  
Who knew I had been given me the godly ability 
to withstand all?  
I’d give you everything.  
My wings, my soul, my love.  
Until I had to witness my own tearing, breaking, 
death. I had to witness my own demise from the 
outside. I spent weeks paying my dues to the 
ground. I spent months being glued to corners. I 
spent years making peace with the hauntings of 
exchanged words and faces. 
 
 to this day, I still owe myself a celebration.  
 
I have come so far and I am still going. This was 
all part of the plan. My life has been a sequential 
order of rebirths. How magnificent is it to live and 
tell the tale?  
This is my way of announcing I am no better than 
anyone. We are all one. We do not have to walk 
these treacherous paths alone. We are not our 
circumstances. We are who we decide to be.  
We are the curators of the world.  
We are the creators of our world.  



The universe gives us choices. We either live to 
die or we are alive enough to see ourselves on 
the other side. I chose the latter. I dismantled 
everything I ever believed. I baptized myself in 
the truth — my truth. I surrendered. I sought 
freedom. I dispelled my victim narrative. I 
became whole.  
I see in color again.  
And still remind myself this is a process. The 
black and white film will return but I relinquish 
the idea of struggle. I know better now. I know 
growth awaits me. Unawareness can only hold 
me hostage so I hold myself high because I 
discovered my leverage on my mental capacity.  
I am not my thoughts, my story.  
I am simply a human being, relishing in the 
glorious moments in time.  
Relishing in being alive this time around.  
You have a gift, grasp it.  
I am putting it all on the line, in the name of 
authenticity.  
For there is no greater gift than finding yourself 
and living up to it.   



So To You I Say  
 
a toast to the years of unimaginable visions. 
a toast to the years filled with endless repetitions 
of the same mistakes  
you so hoped you learned from the first take. 
a toast to you for being brave enough to walk 
away from what no longer served you and your 
inner peace 
a toast to you for defeating the dis-ease of the 
unknown. 
you found comfort in mystery 
planted & watered the seeds: 
the result is a reborn image of your 
blood  
sweat  
and tears. 
 
this was the year of metamorphosis. 
you had it all along within – at your finger tips  
the perfect moment approached and you 
witnessed your cocoon cracking; 
outlining the stenciled butterfly of your shadow.  
a revelation. 
a living hurricane sucked the life out of you,  



chewed you only to be replaced with new 
dedication. 
 
a toast to this year and every subsequent 
thereafter  
because restoration has taken its place  
shell softened but hardened  
the petals have fallen and  
awakened the subtle flower. 
 
a final toast  
to the beginning 
of a life revolution. 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

and sometimes endings are just beautiful 
beginnings. 


