    Two Choices
There was a time 
When the nights had no edges
Just endless dark,
A blur of numb and noise
I was lost in it.
High on whatever dulled the ache
Writing in my journal
Like it might save me from myself
Every line felt like a question
Do I end this or do I begin again?
Two choices.
Both heavy
Both real
And in that storm
Somewhere between the pills
And the pain,
A whisper cut through-
Quiet, but certain:
Not this way.
So, I chose the harder path
The one that didn’t promise peace
Just the chance of it.
And it wasn’t pretty.
It wasn’t quick.
But it was mine.
And “Maybe” - 
Just maybe-
It was enough to keep breathing
Now I look back at that woman lost
And shaking, 
Pen trembling over pages full of hurt
And I want to tell her: 
You made it.
You found the light you 
Thought would never come
Because healing isn’t a miracle
It’s a rebellion.
Its’ choosing yourself
When the darkness swears
You don’t deserve to
And I chose.
I fixed what I could.
I forgave what I couldn’t
And now I stand here-
Not healed, but alive
And that’s enough
I chose myself, and that was enough to set me free


