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Dedication
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For Daniel—

the heartbeat of every morning,

the quiet strength behind every word,

and the light I return to, always.

And for my mother,

whose love taught me resilience,

whose hands taught me gentleness,

and whose spirit shaped every part of my becoming.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgement

[image: ]


This book is a collection of moments shaped by the people who walked beside me, lifted me, challenged me, and reminded me that even quiet hearts can carry fire.

To my son, Daniel —

you are the gentlest reminder of why I choose love, hope, and courage every day. Your laughter, your presence, and your belief in me anchor my world.

To my mother —

your strength runs through my bones. Thank you for every silent sacrifice, every lesson in softness, and every moment of unwavering support.

To the friends who stayed,

and the ones who arrived when I least expected—

your kindness has been a steady light.

To my cats — Kai, Misty, Luna, Lucky, and Sunshine —

thank you for the quiet companionship, the gentle nudges, and the soft guidance only animals can give. You made the difficult days lighter, and the calm days sweeter.

And finally,

to every reader who holds this book in their hands:

thank you for making space in your heart for these verses.

May they meet you gently,

and remind you of the strength and softness within your own story
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“Saltwater and Fire”
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There are places in us shaped by tides, and others shaped by flames.

Both have carved their way through my life—quietly, fiercely, sometimes gently, sometimes with a kind of heat that forces you to become someone new.

This collection was born in the spaces between those moments.

The saltwater comes from the island that raised me: the waves that never fail to return, the winds that whisper stories older than memory, the roots that anchor even when the storms insist on shaking everything loose.

The fire comes from the journey of being a woman, a mother, a leader—walking through seasons that burned, healed, taught, and transformed.

These verses are gathered from the heart:

from nights when silence held more truth than words,

from days when strength felt like a soft breath instead of a battle cry,

from moments I wished to hold still, if only for their tenderness.

Some poems are as small as whispers.

Some carry the shape of old wounds.

Some are soft footprints left along the water’s edge.

All of them are pieces of the life that shaped me, and perhaps pieces of yours too.

If you find comfort here, or a reflection of your own journey, may it meet you gently.

If you carry your own saltwater, your own fire, your own quiet truths—may these words be a reminder that both can coexist, and both can make something beautiful.

Thank you for holding these pages with me.

— Rose M. Augustine
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Section 1 — Saltwater Bones
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“The sea taught me to bend,

but never to break.”

The Island in My Bones

There is an island in my bones

that no distance can loosen.

It lives in the rhythm of my breath,

in the curve of my vowels,

in the softness I keep

for the people I love.

Even when my voice is tired,

my roots are never silent.



Saltwater Bones

Some days,

I remember the girl who learned strength

from the sound of waves breaking.

She gathered courage

the way the sea gathers light—

slowly,

patiently,

with a softness that hid its power.

I am older now,

but the bones inside me

still taste of saltwater.

Still steady themselves

with every tide.



Tide Woman

I am a woman

who rises and returns—

never the same,

always whole.



Salt on My Skin

Salt clings to my skin—

a reminder from the waves

that I belong here.



When the Wind Speaks Creole

The wind speaks Creole

and somehow

I remember who I am.



Island Child

I learned early

that home isn’t a place—

it’s a tide

that always finds you.



Anchors

Old roots in deep sand—

no storm has ever broken

what the sea made strong.



Driftwood Heart

I once broke apart,

but the sea carried my pieces—

returned me whole again.



Lagoon Stillness

Still water teaches this:

even the quietest places

have depth.



Salt Lines

Salt lines on my skin—

maps drawn by tears and ocean,

each one a lesson.



The Quiet Shore Inside Me

I go back to the ocean

when my heart grows heavy.

Not always in person—

sometimes only in memory,

in breath,

in the way my ribs expand

as though remembering

a coastline I once loved.

There is a shore inside me

that still knows how to let go.



Beneath the Waves

Underneath the waves

memories drift like sea glass—

softened by time.



The Weight of Water

Water has its own language—

soft, insistent, ancient.

It presses against the body

the way truth presses against the heart:

never harsh,

never hurried,

just steady enough

to reshape you.

I learned to stand in it

and let it carry what I no longer could.



Mother of Tides

Some days I rise

with the certainty of high tide—

full, confident,

ready to meet the world.

Other days,

I am the tide that retreats—

and that too

is a kind of grace.



Shorelines

Every time I drift,

the sea draws a new line

and says,

“Begin again.”



Salt-Prayer

Some prayers are silent.

Mine taste of salt

and breathe like waves.



Low Tide

When the tide pulls back,

she reveals what she once hid—

the truth of her spine.



Saltwater Heir

I come from women

who washed their sorrows

in sea foam

and left their fears

on the rocks to dry.

Their strength

runs in my blood—

not loud,

not violent,

just deep.

Like the ocean.

Like home.



Woman of the Currents

I was not shaped by ease.

I was shaped by currents

that pulled,

pushed,

tested,

taught me how to breathe

beneath the weight of everything.

Even now,

I carry a piece of the ocean

in every choice I make.



The Water Remembers

The water remembers

every version of me—

the girl,

the mother,

the woman who stood in storms.

Maybe that’s why

it has never turned me away.

It knows my name

in all my stages
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Section 2 — Firelight & Ashes
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“Some things burn to hurt you.

Some burn to free you.

I learned the difference in the dark.” 
Firelight & Ashes

There were seasons

when everything burned—

not from rage,

but from truth.

When the life I knew

fell quietly into ash,

and I had to decide

what could rise

and what needed to stay buried.

This is what fire does:

it destroys,

it reveals,

and then,

if you let it—

it remakes you.


Ember Girl

I was not born brave.

I became brave

from standing too close

to the things that tried to break me.


Burn Marks

Old scars glow at dusk,

tender reminders of fires

I once walked through.


The Night I Learned to Breathe Again

There was a night

when grief sat on my chest

like a great, wordless weight.

I thought I would disappear

beneath its heaviness—

but something inside me shifted,

a soft cracking,

a quiet insistence

that this was not the end.

Breath returned

the way dawn does—

slow,

gentle,

but certain.


Smoke Lessons

Smoke taught me this:

some things vanish

the moment you release them.


Charcoal Truths

Some truths arrive

like sparks against dry leaves—

small, unexpected,

yet powerful enough

to change everything.

But once the burning settles,

what remains

is clear,

quiet,

and impossible to ignore.


Smoke in the Mirror

Some days I see the woman

I used to be—

a shadow in the mirror,

still learning to step

into her own light.


What I Carried

For years

I carried grief

like a stone against my ribs—

silent, heavy, unseen.

But the day I finally spoke it,

it crumbled in my hands

like coal returning to dust.




Burned Edges





Heat





Ash Woman





The Softening













After the Blaze












Cinder Light





After the Fall







When the Fire Spoke















The Leaving











Rise, Slowly







The Fire Inside
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