Alone

Loneliness has always been my friend 
Ever since a lad i prayed for just one friend 
But like a missed call they went unanswered 
Alone in my room I would play
Until I was prey to a monster that seemed to never stray
It was black
It was bold
It was a being that never got old
 It was a leather strap 
Or at least that’s what my mom called it
It seemed as light as a feather in her hands
(A feather that gains pounds in an instant)


I live alone
In a cold house
On the side on a lonely street
Where at night the darkness is almost blinding 
Nearest light, up, where the stars are residing 


Today feels different
I sit on a bench at the park staring at the ocean
I looked to the left
And there you were
Sitting beside me
Eyes as blue as the sky
Black wavy Hair sitting gracefully on your neck
Skin, smooth like a baby’s bottom after being oiled
Bringing warmth to my life that I never felt
Too scared to speak
But I knew I could not let you go


I followed you
Lurking in the shadows 
Watching your every move 
You love the library, reading alone
You live alone, good
You do your laundry at the local laundry mat on Fridays
You don’t go out with friends
You’re just as lonely as I am
Just as alone
But unlike me, your happy

Hello

I heard softly behind me
As if the words struggled to come out
“Hi”, I replied 
A rigid-looking man. Handsome
A familiar face but I can’t remember from where
He spoke like s baby learning new words
I put together the words like I was playing scrabble
“Do you want to go out sometime”, he stuttered

Me, a date
I started blushing like a teenage girl in high school 
It been a while since I’ve been on a date
Subtle chatter
In a room of romance
The clanking of cutlery on a plate
(When did eating become romantic)

I’ve been so focused on work and school I completely forgot about dating
“Sure”, I replied
I went home that night with a joker-like look on my face

Days went by since our first date
Our relationship blossomed 
Days turned into months 
Months into a year
And for the first time since we met
I felt like I’m alone again

You’re going out with friends on the weekends
Never home when  the week ends
Ending our date nights short for business meetings that seem to never end
It’s all lies
When will the lies end

I’m out more often now
I ask if it’s bothering, but you just brush it off like a slab of paint
It’s for work nothing more
My work requires me to meet regularly with clients 
It’s just work
Just a job
For a mediocre pay check at months end

I followed you too to one of your client meetings
Its a man
A handsome man
And just like that
The cold blank wraps its arms and legs around my body
Hugging me ever so tightly 

I can tell you’re bothered 
By the way your hands smothered mine
I can tell your changing
By the words you speak to me, making me feel less than nothing
I made a mistake, (did I?)
Maybe I should quit, (should I?)
Maybe I should leave, (I will)
That’s when I saw it

A black bold monster 
I had now become prey to our relationship 

I’m never going back to being alone 
I can’t stand the cold
Now I’m the one controlling the monster
Am I the monster?
(Even though I still have I can’t escape the blanket of coldness)



Critique
Doing this poem was a new experience for me. I’m normally used to writing short stories. So when I saw the option to do a short story as well. But something was holding back my mind from settling on the short story. I decided to try and conquer a poem. To me, poetry was like the broccoli on the side of a plate that no one wants. The next step was to choose a theme. Poetry can take the form of anything; feelings, places, food, the weather. Anything can be the inspiration for a poem. I had a few ideas brewing in my head that gave me goosebumps when I was planning a structure. I eventually settled on domestic abuse as the main theme of my poem. I got inspiration from a book I did in class, Pigeon. The book covers domestic abuse and its forms. It has stalking, emotional abuse, and physical abuse. I stuck to the domestic abuse theme of the book and incorporated it into my plan for my poem.
Next on my list was to come up with a storyline. I wanted to give the characters their own time to shine, so with that in mind, I decided to have two voices instead of one. The voice of the abuser and the person being abused. Having two voices was a great start for a narrative piece, however, I didn’t want the poem to have much of a conversation storyline. I wanted it to be a sort of mental thoughts and feelings alongside a storyline of the two voices. Loneliness is also a theme in my poem. It is the main reason why the abuser does what he does.
The plot follows a man living alone and suffering from loneliness and social anxiety. Throughout his childhood, he was abused by his mother, who would frequently flog him with a black leather strap. He had no friends growing up. He grew up to be an easy-going lonely man living on a lonely street in a lonely house. Then one faithful day he met a woman who brought warmth to his life. He was too afraid to talk to her so decided to stalk her until he found the courage to speak to her. He finally built up the courage to ask her out and they dated happily for a year. The woman is a lawyer and went on regular business meetings with her clients. Seeing this change in personality, the man became jealous. He fell back into his old ways and stalked her as she went on a business dinner. Scared of losing her and being lonely again, he turned to the only thing he knew that would keep someone in check. The black leather strap that his mother used to flog him. Feeling trapped, the woman is now faced with feelings of regret and confusion. She has to decide whether to stay or leave.
I also considered the layout of my poem. It would be best to align one voice to the left and one to the right of the page, making it easier for the reader to differentiate between voices. I also copied a style used by Zoe Skoulding. She uses brackets to tell a different story from what is originally intended by her verses. This is a way to get the reader thinking more about the poem, leaving a bigger impact. I used this in my poem as well as having the brackets as a sort of inner thought of the characters.
Overall this was a fun project that I enjoyed very much. It helped me to tap into a side a never knew was there, a side of expressing my thoughts and storytelling. The most challenging part of this project was tapping into a female’s head. To understand what feelings someone in her situation might be experiencing.



