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To my wife and children —

The steady light in my darkest nights,

The reason I rise,

The reason I pray,

The reason I write.
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Chapter 1 — The Rocking Chair

The porch creaked beneath my boots as the sun dipped low, painting the sky in streaks of orange and crimson. I eased back into the rocking chair, letting its familiar rhythm steady my thoughts. My son lingered near the steps, watching me, waiting for a sign. I motioned to him and patted the chair. He hesitated—respect, uncertainty, maybe both—but climbed into the seat.

I stood beside him, hands resting on the rail. “Son,” I said softly, “this chair has held the weight of more than just a man. It’s carried my worries, my regrets, my silence. Tonight, it carries you. Because there comes a time when a father must give his son not just a chair, but a chance. A chance to listen, to learn, to see the world through his eyes before walking in his own.”

The rocking chair creaked beneath him, steady and slow. I prayed he understood the gesture—not as surrender, but as trust.

Poem — Prayer

Father,

Let this boy grow steady as the wood beneath him.

Let him carry the weight of silence without breaking.

Let him learn that strength is not the absence of fear,

But the courage to face it.

May he rise taller than me,

Dream wider,

Love deeper.

And may the chair I leave him

Be lighter than the one I carried.

Amen.
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Chapter 2 — The Lessons I Never Heard

The sky darkened to purple, stars clawing their way into the night. My son leaned forward in the rocking chair, eyes curious, waiting for words. I remembered being his age, waiting for my father to speak. Waiting for lessons that never came.

“Son,” I said, “I wasn’t handed a book of instructions. I wasn’t given a map. Most of what I know, I learned the hard way—through scars, through silence. My father... he was there, but he never spoke of the things that weighed him down. So I carried questions with no answers, and I paid the price for them in mistakes.”

I reached for his shoulder, steadying him. “But I won’t let you walk blind the way I did. I’ll give you what I can—truth, even when it hurts. Because lessons unspoken become wounds passed down. And I’d rather you inherit my wisdom than my regrets.”

Poem — Prayer

Lord,

Let my silence die with me.

Let my son inherit not my quiet,

But my truth.

Teach him what I was never taught:

That a man is not measured by what he hides,

But by what he gives.

May his scars be few,

His steps surer than mine.

And if he must stumble,

Let him stumble toward grace.

Amen.
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Part II — Burdens & Battles
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Chapter 3 — Night Falls on the Porch

The night had swallowed the last traces of sunset, leaving only the glow of the porch light and the faint hum of cicadas. I leaned back in the rocking chair, listening to the quiet settle like a heavy blanket. My son sat beside me, small but trying to sit tall, his feet not yet touching the ground. He didn’t know it, but he was watching me the way I once watched my father—waiting, listening, hoping to catch something in the spaces between words.

“Son,” I began, my voice low, “men fight battles no one ever sees. Some of them are out here”—I nodded toward the dark yard—“but most of them... they’re in here.” I tapped my chest, over my heart. “That’s where the wars rage.”

I thought back to nights when I carried storms inside me so loud they drowned out every good thing. I never told a soul about those fights—not my father, not my friends, not even the woman who loved me. I carried them alone until they bent me nearly in half. Tonight, though, I wanted my son to know he didn’t have to.

Poem — Prayer

Father,

Teach my son to see the shadows

Without letting them swallow his light.

May his battles forge him, not break him.

May his silence be a place of strength,

Not a prison of pain.

Let him know that even warriors need rest,

And even lions bow their heads to drink.

If he must fight,

Let it be for love, for truth, for peace.

And when the weight grows heavy,

Teach him to lay it down,

Not bury it inside.

Amen.
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Chapter 4 — The Fire Inside

The porch was dark except for the
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