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​🖤 Intro
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“Boys Don’t Cry (But They Should)”

A book for every man who was never allowed to feel

You were five.

Or eight.

Or eleven.

And someone told you to stop crying.

To stop being soft.

To be a man.

So you stopped.

Not because you were ready.

But because you thought you'd be loved more if you did.

You buried everything.

The fear.

The loneliness.

The ache to be seen.

And you became what they praised:

quiet, strong, composed —

but never real.

🔍 They didn't teach you strength.

They taught you silence.

> “Man up.”

“Don’t be a pussy.”

“You’re too emotional.”

“No one likes a weak man.”
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They dressed it up as masculinity.

But it was just emotional exile.

It was loneliness in disguise.

You didn’t lose your feelings.

You just hid them so well

you forgot where you put them.

💥 What you were told was survival

became self-abandonment.

And now?

You’re still performing.

Still holding it in.

Still trying to be “fine.”

But something in you is ready to stop pretending.

That part of you — the boy —

is still there, waiting

to be allowed to feel.

This book is for him.
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​💣 Chapter 1: “Where It All Started”
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You weren’t born numb.

You were taught to shut down.

You cried like any child does—

until someone looked at you like that made you weak.

You needed comfort,

but they gave you silence.

You needed space to feel,

but they gave you rules.

So you learned.

Fast.

You stopped crying.

Stopped asking.

Stopped trusting.

You became the version they could handle—

but not the one you needed to be.

🧠 They told you “Don’t cry” —

but what they meant was:

> “Don’t make me uncomfortable.”

“Don’t remind me of what I couldn’t feel.”

“Don’t be more honest than I ever was allowed to be.”

“Don’t need me — I don’t know how to show up.”
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You weren’t too much.

You were just in a world that didn’t know what to do with your sensitivity.

So it made you ashamed of it.

That’s not strength.

That’s emotional exile.

⚠️ You became good at holding it in.

So good that you forgot how to let it out.

You stopped crying,

but the grief never left.

You stopped talking,

but the stories stayed in your bones.

You stopped needing,

but the ache never quit.

Now you walk through life with a locked jaw,

tight chest,

and a rage you can’t explain.

Because the boy inside you still doesn’t feel safe.

✊ What You Need to Hear

> You didn’t fail by feeling too much.

You were failed by being taught to feel nothing.
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> You weren’t weak for needing love.

You were human.
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> You weren’t broken —

you were just never allowed to stay whole.

🧘‍♂️ What You Can Begin Affirming

“I don’t have to keep pretending I’m fine.”

“I’m allowed to feel what I feel — fully.”

“My sensitivity isn’t a flaw, it’s evidence I survived without going numb.”

“The boy in me didn’t deserve silence. He deserves my voice now.”

Let this chapter be your permission.

Not to cry just yet —

but to stop punishing yourself for wanting to.
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​💥 Chapter 2: “They Called It Strength — But It Was Silence”
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They praised you for being quiet.

For “not causing problems.”

For keeping it all together.

They clapped for your self-control—

but never asked what it cost.

They called it maturity.

But it was just emotional silence wearing a suit.

It was you sitting in pain without language.

Without witness.

Without room to unravel.

🧠 They didn’t see your silence as survival —

they mistook it for strength.

> “He’s so composed.”

“He doesn’t let things get to him.”

“He’s a rock.”

“He’s strong.”
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But they didn’t see the nights you collapsed inside your own mind.

The moments you screamed inward because your mouth forgot how to open.

The years you convinced yourself that needing was weak—

that silence was safer than rejection.

They called it strength.

But it was you disappearing quietly

so no one would call you too much again.

💣 The world never wanted your truth.

It just wanted you to shut up and function.

So you learned to smile.

To nod.

To say, “I’m fine,”

even when your soul was screaming.

You learned to bleed in ways no one could see.

To be a man in the way they demanded—

polished, composed, emotionally mute.

But strength isn’t silence.

And healing isn’t staying quiet.

✊ What You Need to Hear

> You weren’t strong.

You were surviving.

And survival isn’t something to be ashamed of—

but it’s not a life either.
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> You never needed to be a rock.

You needed to be held.
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> Silence made you invisible.

But your truth is not a threat — it’s your return.

🧘‍♂️ What You Can Begin Affirming

“I’ve called myself strong for years—

but I was just silent and scared.”

“I’m done hiding behind self-control.”

“My story deserves to be heard—

even if it makes others uncomfortable.”

“I don’t need to disappear to be respected.”

Strength isn’t swallowing pain.

It’s standing in it.

Naming it.

Letting it move through you.

Your voice is your power.

And it’s time you took it back.
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​💥 Chapter 3: “The Shame You Inherited Isn’t Yours”
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You were too young to name it.

But you felt it.

That sting in your chest

when you cried and someone rolled their eyes.

The heat of humiliation

when you showed emotion and got mocked for it.

It didn’t start with you—

but it landed in you.

And you carried it like it was yours to hold.

🧠 Shame is inherited quietly.

Passed from father to son,

coach to player,

teacher to student.

> “Don’t cry like a girl.”

“Act like a man.”

“Why are you so sensitive?”

“You’re embarrassing yourself.”
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So you stopped feeling.

Started overcompensating.

You toughened up.

Performed the role.

You thought you were being strong—

but all you were doing

was shrinking yourself to survive the judgment.

And the truth?

That shame was never yours.

It belonged to the people who couldn’t hold their own emotions—

so they shamed you for having yours.

⚠️ You became fluent in self-rejection.

You learned to apologize for your softness.

To hate your vulnerability.

To distrust your own tears.

And over time,

you became a stranger to your own inner world.

You weren’t broken.

You were adapting.

But that adaptation had a cost:

> You forgot how to love yourself without conditions.

✊ What You Need to Hear

> You weren’t wrong for feeling deeply.

They were wrong for making that dangerous.
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> The boy you were never deserved to carry shame

for simply needing care.
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> The shame you feel isn’t proof you’re weak —

it’s proof that someone else failed to protect your tenderness.

🧘‍♂️ What You Can Begin Affirming

“I release what was never mine to carry.”

“I don’t owe my silence to anyone’s comfort.”

“My softness is sacred, not shameful.”

“I forgive myself for believing I had to earn love by being hard.”

Let this chapter be your turning point.

Not to fight the shame—

but to finally drop it.

To walk away from a weight

that was never yours to hold in the first place.
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​🔥 Chapter 4: “Anger Was the Only Emotion They Let You Keep”


[image: ]


You weren’t allowed to cry.

Weren’t allowed to ask.

Weren’t allowed to break.

But you could get angry.

That, they understood.

That, they even respected.

So when sadness came,

you turned it into rage.

When fear came,

you masked it with aggression.

When grief showed up,

you clenched your fists instead of your chest.

Because anger was allowed.

Everything else was weakness.

🧠 They never taught you how to feel —

only how to explode.

> “Don’t let them talk to you like that.”

“Stand up for yourself.”

“Show them who’s boss.”

“Man up or they’ll walk all over you.”
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They trained you to fight,

but never to feel.

They rewarded control,

but punished emotion.

They respected power,

but never pain.

So you learned to stay hard,

even when your heart was collapsing on itself.

Because if you showed anything else—

they’d eat you alive.

Or worse...

they’d laugh.

💣 You weren’t angry.

You were hurting.

But no one taught you the difference.

You started yelling

when what you needed was to be held.

You started shutting down

when what you craved was understanding.

You started pushing people away

when what you feared was being left again.

And somewhere along the way,

anger became the only way

you knew how to say:

> “I’m not okay.”

✊ What You Need to Hear

> You’re not just angry.

You’re grieving.

For all the love you didn’t receive.

For all the tenderness you had to hide.


[image: ]














d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOYS
DON'T
CRY

(BUT THEY SHOULD)
How to Heal What

You Were Never
Allowed to Feel

DIEGO ARROYO





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





