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Through the years (part 1)

| remember vinyl floors

beneath shaky feet

and | was fourteen

back then

when loneliness

descended

and without hesitation

| grasped onto it
because it made me feel
less alone.

| did the most (horrible) beautiful thing
when | was sixteen

and it led me

to an ever growing darkness

that | let sweep me up

| remember when | told you,
thoughts never seemed so right
That bones had never felt so good,
never looked so beautiful,

asthey did that time
when they appeared
beneath my fingertips.

| saw mass disappear before my eyes
and | let liesrun amok

while | stood fiercely grounded

on someone else's shaky feet

| was 17
when | thought

I'd run out of life

| was always



five steps behind you in life

yet you kept your eyes constant
on my gnarly back

until they felt like tiny pebbles
thrashing against my battered soul
and to be honest

the bruises
are still trying to heal

Perhapsit was life's cruel lesson
that 1'd never felt more in control
then that time when | had none
and by then | was 18

wondering how I'd made it that far

How | ever made it that far
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