
every person has a beginning to the heartbreak, naz p 

 
at the age of 2 
I unknowingly suffered my first 
heart 

break: 
my parent’s 
divorce. 
and from then on, until six years 
later 
my life revolved 

around 
the blue house 

and 
the yellow house. 

 
I remember getting woken 
up before the sun, 
being carried 

a   w   a   y 
from the yellow house 
   to the 
    blue house. 
my drowsy eyes drank 
in the silent beauty and stillness 
of the night. but 
eventually my body gave in to 
sleep and before 
I knew it, I was waking up in the blue 
house 
with my baby sister right 
besides me. 

 
at the age of 8 

I felt like an 
outsider 

witnessing my family’s 
hearts 

break. 
watching as we became 

split between 
the Midwest 

and 
the West Coast. 

 
I remember the adrenaline 

rushing 



into my body as I gripped my moms’ 
hand 

and the airplane seat 
rest, 
fear 

paralyzing 
my 

body 
I 

couldn’t 
move. 

and just like that, the plane 
took 
  off...  

my eardrums POPPED, my brothers 
giggled 

with excitement and my baby 
sister 

held tightly on to 
my moms’ free 

hand. 
we 
 were 
  gone 

and it would be a long 
time 

until I ever 
  came 
 back 
home. 

 
but the story isn’t finished 

I have so much of my  
heart   

breaks 
on the tip of my tongue 

waiting 
for my lips to tell their story 

yet my heart and soul 
are not ready. 

 

 

  



her skin tastes of fresh sea salt, naz p 

 
the water moves and rocks me 
slowly. 
the ocean has pulled me back 
into her sweet embrace, 
and i welcome 
the frigid temperature of her tides 
as she surrounds and crashes 
all around me, 
and i welcome 
her as she consumes me. 
allowing her to be my protector 
from those who try to drown me 
and do not yet understand 
that the waves 
are on my side. 
do not underestimate her strength 
she has wrecked havoc 
on nations 
and left only the ground 
as a reminder of the devastation 
her body brings.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


