Purgatory
BY Geneva Kelly

I’ve been trying to hold on while the fragments
Slip through my fingers
Those small strands of what’s left

Constantly holding my breath

I’ve been drowning in quicksand
Holding on to “one days” and “maybes”
Holding on to how it should be

This —
Is reality

I can’t erase history

Can’t turn back and be anything
Though I can stop blaming
Myself

I’ve been dreaming of what I wish it was

Still, scars leave tingling
Just around the surface

P’m tired of hiding

Praying for help that ends in silence
At the end of the other line

I wish I had magic to make it different

All I can do is rewrite this moment

Yet I wallow in the pain of not knowing
Hold it as if I should bare its burden
Fight like its curse is stronger than I am

I need to let go now

To forgive history

Relinquish my fantasy of normalcy
Call in the future meant for me

But the only way to do that
Is to be brave and let go

And if quicksand covers me
Maybe
It will be better than purgatory



