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Dedication

So here we are. Here we remain. In the midst of everything that has ever happened to us. We remain. Through every storm, every trial, we still stand.

This is for you.

Not every light arrives as mercy

some arrive as responsibility.
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Guiding Light
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I learned early
that light doesn’t always announce itself.
Sometimes it stays quiet,
waiting to see
if you’ll carry it
without being asked.
I was raised by hands
that didn’t point the way
but stood still long enough
for me to notice
where they were facing.
Faith wasn’t loud.
It didn’t chase me.
It stayed.
Even when I didn’t.

I’ve mistaken noise for truth,
motion for progress,
and urgency for calling.
But the light never followed me into that.
It waited at the edge
of who I actually am.
Legacy isn’t what they leave behind.
It’s what they leave within you
and trust you not to drop.
I don’t look for it anymore.
I walk
as if I’m already holding it.

I learned when to stop

chasing wind.
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Lowering the Sails
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I used to believe
strength meant staying full-wind,
canvas stretched tight,
moving no matter the cost.
I didn’t know
how much damage happens
when you refuse
to slow.
There are storms
you don’t conquer.
You survive them
by listening.
By reading the sky.
By trusting your hands
enough
to loosen what’s been pulling you apart.
Lowering the sails
isn’t surrender.
It’s restraint.
It’s knowing
when force will break you
and patience
will carry you through.
I don’t need to outrun the water anymore.
I don’t need to prove movement
to justify direction.
Some journeys are finished
not by arrival,
but by choosing
to stay intact.
So I ease the lines.
I let the wind pass.
And I remain.

I stopped

adjusting.
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Permanent
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Some things don’t heal
the way we were promised they would.
They don’t fade.
They don’t soften.
They don’t wait for time
to make them polite.
They stay.

Not loud.
Not demanding.
Just present
in the background of every choice
you learn how to make things differently.
I used to think permanence meant damage.
Something broken beyond repair.
But permanence isn’t always the wound.
Sometimes it’s the lesson
that refuses to leave
because it knows
you still need it.
What marked me didn’t ruin me.
It anchored me.
It taught me
where the line is.
How far is too far?
What I won’t negotiate again.
I don’t carry it like a scar.
I carry it like a boundary
that learned how to stand.
Some things are meant to last
so you never forget
what it took
to survive them.

Standing wasn’t

accidental.
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What Still Stands
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After everything collapses,
there’s a moment
where silence takes inventory.
Not of what was lost—
but of what refused
to fall.
What still stands
is never the loudest thing.
It’s the quiet frame
that held
when everything ornamental
gave way.
I’ve watched beliefs crumble
that were built for applause.
I’ve watched promises fail
that depended on being seen.
What remains
doesn’t ask to be admired.
It bears weight.
It absorbs impact.
It doesn’t flinch
when pressure returns.
I no longer measure strength
by what survives untouched.
I measure it
by what stays upright
after being leaned on
too many times.
Some structures earn their permanence
by enduring
without witnesses.
That’s what still stands.

I knew

what it would take.
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The Cost
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Everything asks something of you.
That’s the part they don’t advertise.
Not just time.
Not just effort.
But pieces of yourself
you don’t realize you’re handing over
until they’re gone.
I’ve paid for peace
with distance.
For clarity
with silence.
For survival
with versions of myself
that no longer fit
where I was headed.
The cost isn’t always immediate.
Sometimes it waits
until you’re strong enough
to feel it
without folding.
I’ve learned that cheap choices
are expensive later,
and the right ones
often hurt up front.
You don’t lose things by choosing growth.
You release what you can’t afford
to come with you.
What remains
is lighter,
but it carries weight
because it was chosen.
I no longer ask
if the cost is fair.
I ask
if I’m willing
to keep paying it.

If it was going to be told,

It would be told correctly.
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