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not to the shadows | carry,
not to the soil I've scarred just by walking.

No more battles inside my chest.
No more betrayals in the name of becoming.

There’s already too much wreckage in the world—
why should | add my own smoke to it?

| want to sit.
To stay still enough that even the shyest wonders
crawl out of the cracks and speak.

Not to be heroic.
Not to be healed.
Just to be here.

The earth ‘hums beneath bare feet,
a language older than war.
It tells me | am enough, even in pieces.

So | stay,
cup in hand,
watching the steam rise like prayers
I no longer have to speak.

If peace is a rebellion,
then let this be mine.




