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Chapter 1
Dominoes


 

Dominoes

 

Ever notice

How the slightest event

Can cause a chain reaction

Dominoes falling

One on top of the other

Piling up

Growing so big

That they can’t be ignored

Can’t be forgotten

But

For some reason

Everyone still tries

 

No one

Ever thought

It would start like this

We all knew it would happen

Someday

But no one

Ever thought

It would start like this

 

Dominoes falling

One on top of the other

Piling up

Growing so big

That they can’t be ignored

Can’t be forgotten

But

For some reason

Everyone still tries

 

No one

Ever thought

It would start like this

With a paper boy

Who stayed home sick

One day

Because he caught a cold

And a father

Who wanted a newspaper

Because the economy

Was in crisis

And people never knew

What the next day would bring






Dominoes falling

One on top of the other

Piling up

Getting so big

That they can’t be ignored

Can’t be forgotten

But

For some reason

Everyone still tries

 

No one ever thought

It would start with a paperboy

Who stayed home sick

And a father

Who wanted a newspaper

Because you never knew

What the next day would bring

 

And a sister

Who was grounded

For staying out too late

And offered to find the paper

Because

She wanted to get back

In her father’s good graces

And maybe

Go to a party

On Saturday night

And a boy

Who left his gate open

Because he wanted to go

For a bike ride

But didn’t want to be locked out

Because his mother wasn’t home

 

Dominoes falling

One on top of the other

Piling up

Growing so big

That they can’t be ignored

Can’t be forgotten

But

For some reason

Everyone still tries

 

No one ever thought

It would start with a paperboy

Who stayed home sick

And a father who wanted a newspaper

Because you never knew

What the next day would bring

And a sister

Who wanted a party

On Saturday night

And a boy

Who left his gate open

Because his mother wasn’t home

 

And a white Persian cat

Who walked out that gate

Because it didn’t know any better

And a sister

Who swerved to avoid it

And hit a tree

Instead

 

Dominoes falling

One on top of the other

Piling up

Growing so big

That they can’t be ignored

Can’t be forgotten

But

For some reason

Everyone still cries










Chapter 2
Miracles


Miracles






Let me just start this by telling you something. This is not a
nice story. Nothing and no one is going to rush in and save it on
the last page. There is no happy ending. There are no miracles.
 Not now, not ever before, at least not for me. So if you like
happy endings, stop reading now. Go find someone somewhere who got
one and leave these pages lying in the dust below you. Have you
left me yet? It’s fine. Go ahead and walk away. Everyone else does.
Turn a blind eye to the pain, to the suffering, to me. Like I said,
everyone else does.

No one wants to see the girl begging beneath them, beneath you.
No one wants to see a kid living without a home. If you can even
call me alive. The people who do see me want to hate me, want to
blame me. Because it must be my fault, right? The universe wouldn’t
do that to some one who didn’t deserve it. If I deserved a home, if
I deserved a family, I’d have one. If I were worth a miracle I’d
get one. Wrong! Miracles don’t happen, at least not here, not now,
not to me.

So let’s get one thing straight. I didn’t choose the life I
have, I don’t even control it.  It chose me. I didn’t ask to
be born to a woman who never wanted a child, who didn’t care for
me. I didn’t ask for a family that  hated me. I didn’t ask to
be beaten senseless every day for twelve years.

When I was a child I still asked for things, I asked for food,
for a family that loved me. I even asked for Christmas presents
some years. But I didn’t get what I asked for. And by the time I
turned 12 I was done asking. When I turned 12 I stopped asking and
I started taking. Taking food, taking money, taking what I
needed.

    At 14 there wasn’t enough to take any more. So I
took what little was left and I took off. Then I was still at least
a little naive, a little innocent. I left my home expecting to find
a new one. Expecting the badness of the world to end at my
doorstep. It didn’t. Then I still asked for happy endings. Now I
know I’ll never have them.

    Now it is 2 painful years later, 2 years of
things I can not even put on this page. Things that even now I am
too frightened to talk about. I went out into the world thinking
I’d seen the worst things it had to offer me, but there was so much
more, and now I am done, finished, spent, stretched to the point of
snapping. And when I break you are going to feel it, all through
this city, this strangling, dragging, choking city, people will
feel me snap. This is it. I’m past my threshold. The world has
crossed a line and stretched me too far, and now it’s going to feel
me break.

    I too have gone past the line I suppose, stepped
over the threshold, opened doors that should have stayed closed,
locked tight and never even glanced at. And maybe I have finally
let go into insanity, drowned in my own mind. Maybe I’ve crossed
into a place of no return. That’s fine. I know I’m going down, I
have been for a while, but I’m taking you with me.

    I’ve had my fair share of bad luck, of coins
lost at the bottom of the well, of prayers gone unanswered. I’ve
had my fair share of blind eyes and deaf ears. Now it’s your
turn.




Get ready to see me. Get ready to
hear me. Get ready to feel me snap.

Because we live in a world with no
miracles

Not for me,

And not for you.

 










Chapter 3
Daisies


Daisies

 

It’s warm today

And there’s grass all around me

There’s sun on my face

And it smells like daisies

 

Who knows why I’m lying here
today?

Sometimes that begins to bother
me

How did I get here?

Why did I stay?

 

Yes, something begins to bother
me

Something from that long before
stretching out behind

Big and full of memories

Memories I should know

 

But that I can't quite grasp

I had a name once, I think

Yes a name, and a family, and good
friends

But I can’t remember

 

And when I can’t remember them it
upsets me

I should be able to shouldn't I

It bothers me

But doesn’t really matter

 

Because it's warm and I’m lying in a
field

 A field that smells like
daisies

An M, yes I think my name started
with an M

Margaret or Maggie or something

 

But it doesn’t really matter

I’ve learned this in those days, or
hours, or minutes I spent here

It doesn’t really matter

I’m happy here

 

So why try to change it

Why try to come back to sharp
stinging reality

Here things are soft and warm

And it smells like daisies

 

The rest of the people can have their
reality

But is it really worth it

Is it worth pain and suffering and
war

Here it's peaceful

 

And it smells like daisies

So why question it

Why try to remember

What I think I chose to forget
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