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Dedication
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To the ones who learned that love is a thing you build, brick by brick, in the dark, and hope someone notices before you run out of hands —

This is for learning that you are allowed to say it too.

And to every woman who was ever called cold for being the only one still standing.
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Epigraph
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“Action is the antidote to despair.”

—Joan Baez

“She never once said I love you first. She simply made sure he never had to ask twice for anything again.”

—Kaminski Daley

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface
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There is a particular kind of woman who learned, early, that love is not a thing people say to you. It is a thing they either do or do not do. She grew up watching promises evaporate and bills get paid anyway, by someone who never once made a speech about sacrifice. She learned the lesson so well she became it — the one who shows up, who fixes it quietly, who never once asks anyone to notice.

For years I believed this made me strong. I built a life, and later, a company, entirely out of the specific discipline of never needing anyone to say the words back. I mistook my own silence for self-sufficiency. I did not understand, for a long time, that the people who loved me could not read a language I had never actually spoken aloud.

This book was born the moment I realized something true and uncomfortable at once: the people who call you cold are sometimes just people who were never taught to look for warmth in the shape you offer it.

Capricorn Love Language was not written to defend coldness, or to romanticize emotional withholding. It was written to document the long, unglamorous work of learning that discipline and tenderness were never actually opposites — and that the bravest thing a guarded woman can do is not to build one more thing for someone she loves, but to finally, plainly, tell him so.

This book is not about astrology. It is about the particular fear of being the one who needs, after a lifetime of being the one who provides. It is about learning that love said out loud does not undo the love already proven in action — it simply, finally, completes it. May you read it slowly. May you recognize your own hands in these pages, and the moment they finally learned to open instead of only build.

Welcome.
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To everyone who ever mistook my quiet for indifference — thank you for staying long enough to learn otherwise.

To the ones who showed me love in casseroles and paid bills and unglamorous Tuesdays — you taught me the language before I had the words for it.

To my readers — thank you for stepping into these pages with an open heart. If you have ever built a life instead of speaking it, this book is for you.

With gratitude,

Kaminski Daley
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“She never learned to ask for help. She only ever learned to become the help someone else needed.”

The Language of Discipline

The Capricorn is often mistaken for someone incapable of softness — exacting, guarded, allergic to sentiment. But this mistakes restraint for absence. A Capricorn does not withhold love. She simply pays it forward in a currency most people were never taught to recognize: reliability, provision, the quiet solving of a problem before anyone else even saw it coming. This book is organized around that distinction — between silence as absence, and silence as a different, older dialect of devotion.

The Poem and the Story

When you read the POEM sections, you are reading the disciplined voice — exacting, controlled, the part of her that speaks in structure before it ever speaks in feeling. When you read the STORY sections, you are reading the devotional voice — the part of her that is, underneath every carefully built thing, simply trying to say I love you in the only dialect she ever trusted.

The Blended Journey

The through-line is always the same: a woman learning that love spoken aloud does not cancel out love proven in action. It completes it. Welcome to the conversation.
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THE COST OF BEING NEEDED

St. John's, Antigua
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“She was twelve the last time someone took care of her. She has been taking care of everyone since.”

THE GIRL WHO COUNTED THE BILLS

She was twelve when the counting began,
Her mother's hands too tired to plan
Past Tuesday, and the father gone
Before the youngest learned his name.
She learned to stretch a dollar thin,
To read the letters marked Urgent,
To sign her mother's name to forms
Too heavy for a woman worn
Past asking. And she never cried
Instead to be the steady hand,
The one who'd always understand
That love, in houses built like hers,
Was never spoken — love occurs
In light bills paid, in shoes replaced,
In every empty seat at every table faced
Down, filled instead with something made
By her own two hands. She never weighed
The cost of it. She simply paid.
And called the paying love, and stayed.
Now she runs a company instead
Of just a household, and the thread
Connecting both is still the same:
She shows up. She provides. She never claims
The credit, never says the words
That other women say like birds
Sing morning — easy, warm, and free.
She built her love in masonry
Instead of language, and she thinks
That this is simply what love is —
A thing you build, brick over brick,
Not something spoken. Something fixed.
THE WOMAN WHO BUILT THE HOUSE

Merrillby was twelve years old the last time anyone had taken care of her instead of the other way around, and she remembered the exact texture of that final ordinary morning with a clarity that unsettled her, even now, twenty-six years later, sitting in a glass-walled office on the top floor of a building she owned outright. Her father had left on a Wednesday, no scene, no note that she ever saw, simply a closet half-emptied and a silence in the house that had never fully lifted since. Her mother had gone quiet in a different way after that — not absent, never absent, but tired in a manner that settled into her shoulders and never fully left, the particular exhaustion of a woman raising three children on a wage meant for one.

Merrillby had been the oldest, and so she had become, without any formal appointment, the one who counted. She counted the bills laid out on the kitchen table on the first of every month, sorting the ones stamped in red from the ones that could wait. She counted her younger brother's shoe size against the money left in the tin on top of the refrigerator, deciding some Augusts whether a new pair meant someone else went without. She counted, most of all, the specific weight of being the person a whole household quietly depended on to keep it upright — a weight she had never once resented, because resenting it would have required admitting, even to herself, how heavy it actually was.

She built Alonso Export Holdings the same way she had once built her family's survival — methodically, without asking anyone for permission, solving one immovable problem at a time until the whole structure simply stood. She had started at twenty-three with a single shipping contract between Antigua and Barbados, moving agricultural goods no larger operation wanted to bother with, and had built it, contract by contract, into a company now moving freight across a dozen Caribbean nations, worth more than her mother's entire imagination could have accommodated when Merrillby was twelve and counting coins on a kitchen table.

She did not talk about any of this. She had learned, long before her first employee, that talking about what you'd built invited a particular kind of scrutiny she had no patience for — the raised eyebrow, the where did a girl like you learn to do this, the specific exhaustion of proving competence to people who'd already decided, before she opened her mouth, what a woman who looked like her from where she came from was and wasn't capable of. She let the numbers speak instead. She had learned that numbers, unlike people, never needed convincing.

Her employees loved her in the particular, wary way people love a boss who is exacting but scrupulously fair — she paid on time, she remembered which of her drivers had a daughter starting university and quietly adjusted a schedule to make the graduation, she noticed things. She did not announce any of this. A junior accounts clerk once told a colleague, in Merrillby's hearing, that Ms. Alonso was cold, and Merrillby had said nothing, had simply continued reviewing the quarter's shipping manifests, filing the comment away in the same place she filed every other observation about herself she'd long since stopped bothering to correct.

She was not cold. She understood, with the particular clarity of someone who had examined the accusation many times and found it both wrong and, in its way, understandable, that she had simply never learned the version of warmth other people were listening for. She had learned instead a warmth made of action — the bonus quietly deposited before Christmas without an email explaining it, the driver's daughter's tuition she had once covered anonymously through a scholarship fund with her own name nowhere attached to it, the fact that in eleven years of running this company, not one employee had ever gone without a paycheck, even the quarter a hurricane had taken out a third of her warehouse capacity and she had personally gone eleven weeks without paying herself to make sure everyone else still could.

She thought of her mother often, these days, in the particular way a woman thinks of the parent she has become an inverted mirror of. Her mother had never once told Merrillby, in so many words, that she was proud of her, or that she loved her, or that the sacrifice of those years had been worth what her daughter had built from them. Her mother showed this instead in other ways — in the freezer always stocked with Merrillby's favorite dish whenever she visited, in the way her mother still pressed a folded twenty into her hand at the door even though Merrillby now made in a week what her mother had once made in a year, a gesture that had stopped being about the money decades ago and had become, instead, the only language her mother had ever fully trusted to say what she meant.

Her mother's house had not changed much in twenty years — the same small yard with the same breadfruit tree grown taller now, the same front step where Merrillby had once sat sorting bills into piles while her younger siblings played in the road, oblivious to the particular arithmetic their sister was doing on their behalf. Merrillby visited every Sunday without fail, a ritual neither of them had ever formally agreed to but which had simply calcified into fact over the years, the one appointment in her calendar her assistant knew never to schedule over, regardless of what crisis the company might be facing that week. Her younger brother Thaddeus had become a marine biologist, working now out of a research station in St. Vincent, and called their mother every Wednesday with the same reliability Merrillby brought to Sundays, the two of them having divided the labor of a mother's loneliness between them without ever discussing it directly. Her younger sister Odalys had stayed closest to home, teaching primary school two villages over, and was the only sibling who occasionally, gently, pushed back against the family's collective silence. "You know Mummy would want you to say it," Odalys had told her once, apropos of nothing, after watching Merrillby quietly settle their mother's roof repair without mentioning it to anyone. "Not just do it. Say it too." Merrillby had changed the subject, the way she changed every subject that asked her to translate action into language she didn't trust.

Merrillby understood this language completely, had understood it since she was twelve, because it was the exact language she had grown into herself. She did not resent the inheritance. She simply understood, sitting in her glass office on a Tuesday evening long after her staff had gone home, going through freight manifests by the light of a single desk lamp because she found the quiet productive rather than lonely, that she had built an entire adult life, personal and professional both, on the specific unexamined belief that love which announced itself was somehow less trustworthy than love which simply, quietly, did the work.

She had dated exactly four men in the past decade, each relationship ending in some version of the same complaint, delivered with varying degrees of gentleness: that she was hard to reach, that she gave everything except the one thing they actually wanted, which was some plain, unguarded admission that she felt what she so evidently, demonstrably did. She had heard this complaint enough times that she had stopped being wounded by it and started, instead, quietly filing it alongside cold — another observation about herself she understood intellectually and had never once managed to translate into something she knew how to change.

The most recent of these four, a corporate lawyer named Trevor who had courted her with an ease she'd found disarming precisely because it was so unfamiliar, had been the one whose ending stung longest, though she had never once let anyone see that it had. He had said all the right things — had called her extraordinary, had told her, more than once, that he'd never met a woman like her — and had, over the eighteen months they'd dated, quietly borrowed against her name for a business venture she'd never fully vetted, leaving her holding a debt she'd spent the better part of a year unwinding without ever telling her family the full shape of it. She had learned something specific and lasting from Trevor: that a man's words could be beautifully constructed and still be worth nothing at all, that fluency in romance was no guarantee of fluency in truth.She had gone quieter after Trevor, not more guarded exactly — she had already been guarded — but more convinced than ever that the people worth trusting were the ones who showed you, consistently, rather than the ones who told you, beautifully.

Her assistant, a sharp, unflappable young woman named Priya who had worked for Merrillby for four years and understood her moods better than most of Merrillby's own family did, knocked once and let herself in without waiting for an answer, the specific privilege of someone who had learned exactly which silences meant come in and which meant not now. "The Barrington shipment," Priya said without preamble. "Customs flagged it in Castries. If it doesn't clear by Friday, we lose the produce contract and probably the relationship with the whole cooperative." Merrillby was already reaching for her phone before Priya finished the sentence, already running the calculation of which of her logistics contacts had both the reach and the reliability to solve a customs problem in under forty-eight hours.

There was only one name that came to mind without hesitation, and she noted, with the particular clinical honesty she brought to every observation about herself, that this was itself information — that in a region full of competent shipping operators, she trusted exactly one enough to call before six in the morning without composing an apology for the hour first. Desmond Whitfield ran the largest independent logistics operation in the Eastern Caribbean, and in the three years her company had used his services, he had never once missed a deadline, never once required an explanation twice, never once made her feel, in the particular way so many men in this industry managed to without ever saying anything overtly wrong, that a woman running an export company this size was somehow an anomaly requiring management.

She had built Alonso Export Holdings from a single shipping contract at twenty-three into a company that now employed forty-one people across three islands, and she still remembered, with a clarity that occasionally ambushed her in ordinary moments, the exact texture of that first year — the credit union loan officer who had asked, twice, whether she had a husband who could co-sign, the warehouse owner in Bridgetown who had assumed, on first meeting her in person after weeks of email correspondence, that she must be someone's assistant sent to negotiate on the real owner's behalf. She had said nothing to either man beyond what the transaction required. She had simply gone back to her small rented office, made the numbers work anyway, and let the company's eventual size do whatever correcting needed to be done.

This was, she understood now, the exact shape of everything she'd ever call her strength — not the absence of hurt, but the specific, practiced refusal to let hurt slow her down long enough to be witnessed. She had cried exactly twice in the twelve years since founding the company: once, alone in her car, the night the bank finally approved the loan that let her buy her first warehouse outright, and once, also alone, the night Trevor's betrayal had fully revealed itself in the shape of a debt collector's letter addressed to her personal name. Both times, she had allowed herself exactly the length of the drive home, and no longer, before straightening her shoulders and returning to the version of herself everyone else was permitted to see.

She kept a single photograph on her desk, turned slightly away from visitors' sightlines, of herself at seventeen standing between her younger siblings in front of the house that photograph still lived in, all three of them squinting into a sun none of them could have known, at the time, they'd spend their whole lives working to make sure never set on that particular house again. She looked at it now, waiting for Desmond to pick up, and felt the specific, wordless gratitude she felt every time her gaze landed on it — not nostalgia exactly, but a kind of accounting, a reminder of precisely what the discipline had been for. The phone rang twice before he answered, his voice already alert despite the early hour, already asking the right first question — not what happened, but what do you need from me — and Merrillby felt the particular, unfamiliar loosening in her chest that she always felt talking to Desmond Whitfield, though she had never once examined closely enough to name it. She simply knew that of every difficult call she had made in twelve years of running this company, the calls to him were the only ones that reliably left her feeling like the weight had been shared rather than merely managed.

"Customs flagged the Barrington shipment in Castries," she said, without preamble, the way she said everything to him, having learned early that he preferred the plain shape of a problem to any softened version of it. "I need it cleared by Friday or we lose the cooperative contract." "I'll have someone at the port within the hour," Desmond said, already, she could hear, moving through his own morning routine with the phone tucked against his shoulder. "I'll call you back with a real timeline once I know what we're actually dealing with. Don't call anyone else yet." It was not a request. It was simply Desmond, doing what Desmond did, and Merrillby set the phone down with the specific, quiet relief of a woman who had just handed a genuine problem to the one person she trusted to actually solve it rather than simply promise to.

She sat with that relief for a moment longer than the situation strictly required, turning it over the way she rarely allowed herself to turn over any feeling that didn't immediately serve a decision. She and Desmond had done business together for three years now, dozens of calls exactly like this one, each of them exchanging nothing beyond the plain facts a crisis required and the plain confirmation that it had been handled. She had never once had dinner with him beyond an industry conference's obligatory group table. She had never asked him a single question that wasn't, in some direct way, about freight or timelines or the specific mechanics of moving goods between islands that didn't always want to be moved.

And yet she trusted him more completely than she trusted almost anyone in her adult life, a fact she found, examining it now in the quiet of her office, mildly alarming in its implications. She did not know his mother's name, or whether he had siblings, or what he did on the rare Sunday his own operation didn't demand him. She knew only that in three years, across dozens of genuine emergencies, he had never once failed to do exactly what he said he would do, in exactly the timeframe he'd promised, without a single explanation demanded twice. In the specific currency Merrillby had spent her whole life learning to value above all others, Desmond Whitfield was, without either of them ever having said so aloud, the wealthiest man she knew.

She turned back to her manifests as the sun began properly rising over the harbor visible from her window, the ordinary Thursday reasserting itself around the crisis the way ordinary days always did, and did not yet let herself wonder what it might mean that the person she trusted most in her professional life was a man she had never once allowed to see anything of her beyond the version built entirely of competence. She had built that version deliberately, over twelve exacting years, brick by brick, the same way she'd built everything else worth having in her life. She did not yet understand that the version was about to be tested by the one person patient enough, and guarded enough himself, to eventually ask to see what stood underneath it.
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THE MAN WHO NEVER LATE- EMAILS

Castries, St. Lucia
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“He never once said he could be trusted. He simply never gave anyone a reason to ask.”

THE MAN WHO KEEPS HIS WORD

He learned it from a father's broken vow —
A man who promised often, and somehow
Never once delivered on the promise made,
Until the word itself became a trade
Desmond wouldn't touch. He built instead
A business on the opposite — he said
Little, and he did, instead, the work
Of ten men's promises. He would not shirk
A single deadline, would not let a call
Go unreturned, would not, at all,
Become the kind of man his father was —
All warmth, no follow-through, all buzz
And no result. He built his whole repute
On silence, and on delivery. The fruit
Of every promise he had ever kept
Was trust — the only currency he'd accept
From anyone, himself included. He
Had learned to read a woman's history
In how she ran her business, not her words —
And Merrillby Alonso was, among the herds
Of clients passing through his ledger, one
Whose word matched her work, whose done
Meant done, whose calls he never dreaded,
Whose trust, unlike his father's, never bled
Into disappointment. He had never met her.
Three years of calls, and still, no better
Read on her than this: a woman building
Something real, alone, and never yielding
An inch of the composure she had built,
The same way he had built his own, no guilt
In either of them for the walls they kept —
Just two exacting people, both well-swept
Of sentiment, both fluent in the same
Old, silent tongue. Neither called it by name.
THE MAN BEHIND THE MANIFEST

Desmond Whitfield had been awake since five that Thursday morning, a fact that had nothing to do with Merrillby Alonso's call and everything to do with a habit formed twenty years earlier, in a house where mornings had needed someone reliable in them long before Desmond was old enough to understand why. He ran Whitfield Logistics from a converted warehouse office overlooking Castries harbor, a company he'd built from a single flatbed truck and a business loan his own mother had co-signed against her better judgment, into the largest independent freight operation moving goods between the Eastern Caribbean's ports.

He had a rule, unspoken but absolute, that governed every relationship the company maintained: he did not promise what he could not deliver, and he delivered, without exception, what he promised. It was not a marketing line. He had built the entire operational culture of Whitfield Logistics around this single principle, training every dispatcher and driver under his employ to say I don't know yet rather than a comforting lie, because he had learned, in a way that had shaped the whole architecture of his adult character, exactly how much damage a beautifully delivered promise could do when it turned out to be empty.

His father had been a talker. Desmond had grown up in a house that ran on his father's promises the way other houses ran on electricity — constant, assumed, and prone
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