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These Words I Write to You

Alexa Overman

Rogers State University
Oklahoma Iota

Abstract

The following is a collection of three poems that detail the importance that writing and words have to me.
The first of my poems connects with a poet who came before me to explore how stories shape our world
both in the past, the present, and the future. The second acknowledges the hold that words have over my life.
The final poem confronts my fear of not having anything worth writing. Each poem is deeply personal and
a reflection of the struggles and challenges in my life currently. Through my poetry, I hope that readers will
understand the importance of writing for both self-revelation and empathy, along with the power that words

have to change worlds.
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THESE WORDS I WRITE TO YOU

Encased in Ink

Where black bones
once buried are
now words where I wave to you
at 2:34 am they survive
~ Ocean Vuong (Dear Sara)

I hold these memories in my hands,
filled with moments of long ago
encased in black ink. The writings
tell tales of a people long dead
ravished by war, broken by hate.

Where black bones

cry out under the burden of remembrance,
stuck in a time loop, replaying horrors

until every light is blotted out,

leaving only the stench of pain and heartbreak.
Good things

once buried

are impossible to get back.

If I write over these horrors,

any dignity that remains is lost.
But if I don’t, then there is no way
to look forward.

All these hopes and worries are

now words where I wave to you

promising not to forget where I come from.
For how do we know where we can go

if we don’t know where we’ve been.
Warnings of treacherous paths taken in hopes
we don’t fall down the same valley

Maybe we’ll fall, but [ hope we won’t.

But know that your words and stories

they survive.
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THESE WORDS I WRITE TO YOU

Dangerous Creatures

Words are dangerous creatures.

Each one a marvel or disaster waiting to happen;
beings of possibility.

I hold some tight to my chest

while others bounce around in my brain.

I am unsure of which ones to let out.

Words wielded with malice

strike their mark, cutting deep to the bone.
Daggers of diction sting.

I try to walk off the pain

despite the blood draining out around me.

Words, if handled with care, can heal;
a blissful relief over deep wounds.

Words create a safe home for the broken.
with a light leading out

of the dark, I follow

despite my stumbling feet.

Used by twisted manipulators,
Words can tell a story leading
down the road towards destruction.

If I listen too closely,

they become poison to the mind

and a corruption of morals until

all that remains are malignant words
standing triumphant over free thoughts.

Used by mavericks,

Words can pave a way for hope;

a new path, an avenue for change.

I ride that wave, create words that I hope
create a better world for those less fortunate.

Words hurt or heal, corrupt or change.
The line between is thin.

The delicate balance could tip

when one word leaves without intention.
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THESE WORDS I WRITE TO YOU

Words Breathe Life

Fear coats every nerve in my body.

Outside voices taunt me, whispering,

Every word that leaves your body is a fraud;
a hollow repetition of those who wrote before.
Your words do not matter.

Stop writing.

But I don’t write for them.

I write for the little girl deep inside me,

who begs for a new world, looking for

an escape from this cold, heartless one.

For so long, the only way to grasp a better life
was to write it for myself.

To write is to live.

Otherwise, I would be nothing,
but a dead woman walking;
a voiceless echo begging to be heard.

Does it matter if nobody hears me?

The words I put down;

pencil on paper or computer keys may

never leave the page.

My writings might only remain

as scratchings against the ghosts of trees.

But those words healed me.

The landscape was enough to save the painter’s life,
even as the emperor called for his death.

The mere act of letters on a page saved me.

To write is enough.

5| ALETHEIA—THE ALPHA CHI JOURNAL OF UNDERGRADUATE SCHOLARSHIP



