               The Quiet I Owe Myself
I just want peace
Not the kind they promise in quotes or prayers
But the kind that sits heavy in your chest
And finally feels like home
I’m tired of fighting my own reflection
Tired of flinching at the sounds 
Of my own thoughts
Some days I don’t even know
If I’m living or just surviving
Inside this restless skin
I’ve spent so long
Trying to make everyone else comfortable
Folding myself small
So, I wouldn’t take up too much space
But what if I’m allowed 
To take up all of it?
What if my feelings
Don’t need to be softened or explained?
I want to know what it feels 
Like to breathe and not feel guilty for it
Maybe peace isn’t pretty
Maybe it’s a breaking-
A slow aching kind of surrender
Where I stop running and let myself finally be found
