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    For you.
Not the polished version–
the hurting, stubborn, still-breathing you.
I'm glad you're here. 
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​BLUEBIRD
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To the girls whose first lessons

were to make themselves smaller—

hips tucked in, voice lowered,

hunger disguised as discipline,

joy rationed like wartime sugar.

Girls who learned early

that the world loves a woman most

when she is nearly invisible.
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To the daughters raised by mothers

who handed down their pain

like heirloom jewelry—

not out of cruelty,

but because they had nowhere else

to put it.

Mothers who stood in bathroom mirrors

pinching skin, whispering prayers

to diet gods, passing down curses

wrapped in compliments like

“you’re so pretty, just keep it that way.”
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To the women who were told

their bodies were battlegrounds—

every curve a threat,

every inch a negotiation.

Women who learned the gospel

of self-denial in church basements

where modesty was preached

harder than mercy,

where God became another pair

of watching eyes,

waiting to punish the slightest slip of skin.
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To those who dated men

who mistook possession for love—

who measured affection

in ultimatums and jealousy,

who blamed their own violence

on the softness of her voice.

Women who stayed longer

than they should have

because they were taught

that leaving is selfish

and loyalty is holy

even when it kills you slowly.
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To the girls who were told

to smile even when they felt

their ribs cracking inward—

girls who laughed too loudly

to hide grief,

girls who carried family secrets

in their spine

until it curved under the weight.
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To the women who know

what it is like to be looked at

before being listened to,

to be valued for the shape

of their silence.

Women who were taught

that their anger is unattractive,

their fear irrational,

their ambition unbecoming—

that their worth ends

where a man’s comfort begins.
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To the survivors who clawed themselves

out of dark rooms

where no one believed them,

who had to name their own truth

because the world preferred them quiet.

Women who walked back into daylight

pretending the shadows behind them

were just tricks of the sun.
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This is for you.

–
[image: ]


And the miracle remains: because womanhood is the art of being broken open by the world and still returning with something that humanity cannot kill.
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To the men who stitch themselves silent—

pulling thread through torn skin

in the dim flicker of bathroom lights,

hoping the door stays locked—

this is for you.
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For the boys raised by fathers

who mistook fear for discipline,

who taught obedience

before they taught empathy,

who called tears “weakness,”

and carved that doctrine

into their sons like scripture.

Fathers who swung belts or words

with the same precision,

teaching manhood through impact

instead of guidance.
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For the men who grew up

drinking down their panic

like spoiled communion wine,

who learned to say “I’m blessed”

even when they were breaking,

who prayed quietly to be better

without ever being told

that “better” didn’t mean

emotionless.
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For the men carrying pressure

like a second skeleton—

expected to be protectors,

providers,

leaders,

unshakable—

even when they wake shaking,

even when their bank account

is a battlefield,

even when the world reminds them

they are valued only

for what they can produce,

lift, or silence.
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For the men with eating disorders

that no one believes they have—

men who starve for control,

binge for comfort,

overexercise for approval,

pick apart their bodies

in the mirror’s cruel mathematics.

Men who believe their value

is measured in jawlines,

shoulder-width,

and ribs hidden beneath muscle

they cannot rest long enough

to repair.
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For the men who cut their own skin

not to die,

but to feel something precise,

something controllable,

something that finally breaks the numbness

the world demands from them.

Men who hide their scars

under long sleeves in summer

because masculinity has no room

for visible pain.
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For the men whose only coping mechanism

is anger—

not because they want to rage,

but because anger

is the only emotion

the world allows them to display

without ridicule.

Men who punch walls

instead of asking to be held.

Men who drink

instead of admitting they’re lonely.

Men who fight

because softness was never safe.
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For the men who patch themselves up

in parking lots,

church bathrooms,

locker rooms,

bedrooms lit only by phone screens—

suturing heartbreak shut,

sewing panic attacks muted,

stitching childhood trauma

onto adult bones

until the weight

makes walking its own violence.
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For the men terrified

that someone might trace the seams

and feel the trembling half-healed places:

the rushed repairs,

the frayed knots,

the fissures beneath the facade.

Men convinced

that being known

is the same thing

as being abandoned—

and that the moment someone

sees the creature beneath the ribs,

the monster sculpted by silence and shame,

they will run.
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For the men taught

they must be desirable

but emotionless,

available

but invulnerable,

dominant and strong

but never soft.

Men stretched between contradictions

until their souls

begin to split.
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For the men who lie awake at night

listening to their own seams weaken,

knowing if they tear—

no one will hear it,

no one will understand it,

no one will know

how long they held themselves together

just to make it through another morning. 
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And the miracle remains: because manhood is surviving what no one ever lets you name.
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​PAPER HATCHETS
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To the family’s first draft of a woman.
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To the girl who was misread as “mature”

when really she was just cornered—

a child handed responsibilities

that would crush a seasoned adult,

and then applauded

like she volunteered for them.
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To the built-in crisis manager

who learned young

that her value wasn’t in who she was

but in what she could calm, fix, carry, hide, or silence.

Every compliment a leash,

every “what would we do without you”

a reminder that failure

was never an option.
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To the daughter who became so good

at managing other people’s chaos

that she never developed a self

outside of obligation.

Now she’s grown

with a résumé of survival skills

and no idea what she likes,

what she wants,

or who she would be

if she wasn’t constantly bracing

for the next thing to collapse.
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To the oldest daughter

who wasn’t raised—

she was utilized.

A household tool

disguised as a golden child.

Her praise sounded like worship

until she realized worship

only matters if you never falter.

And God forbid she falters.
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God forbid she says “no.”

God forbid she drops anything

after years of juggling knives

with a smile.
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To the woman who grew up so busy

being dependable

that she never learned how to depend.

Who is terrified of needing help

because she knows

help rarely comes without a price,

and she’s paid enough.
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To the sister who held everything together

while adults played at parenting—

who kept the peace,

tended the wounds,

absorbed the secrets,

and was expected to just...

keep going.

No breakdowns.

No boundaries.

No rest.

The model child doesn’t crack.

She just grows quieter.
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To the oldest daughter

who now walks through adulthood

like an unfinished building—

scaffolding in place,

no real interior,

just enough structure

to look functional from the outside.

She is haunted

not by who she was,

but by who she never got to be.
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Here is the truth that no one told her:

you didn’t become strong.

You became hardened.

There’s a difference.

One is chosen.

One is a reaction to pressure

applied long before consent.
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And the miracle remains: you survived on fumes, and they still had the audacity to applaud you for not suffocating.
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To the family’s first shield, first target, and first sacrifice.

–
[image: ]


To the boy who learned

that being the oldest brother

meant taking hits meant for everyone else—

the decoy child,

the impact zone,

the one who gets yelled at first,

blamed first,

expected to “set an example”

before he even knew who the hell he was.
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To the brother who didn’t get to be gentle

because someone decided

his softness would make the younger ones weak.

So they hardened him,

not to protect him—

but to make him durable enough

to protect everyone else.
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To the oldest brother

whose mistakes were treated

like national emergencies,

while his siblings were allowed

to be human.

He was punished like a man,

scolded like a problem,

and expected to recover

without guidance,

without explanation,

without being shown

how to do better—

just threatened if he didn’t.
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To the boy who became the family’s practice round—

the one they tried their worst parenting on,

so they could do better on the kids that came after.

He took the brunt

of the rules,

the curfews,

the punishments,

the impossible standards—

only to watch them soften

for the ones behind him.
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To the brother who stepped into danger

not because he was brave,

but because he knew

no one else would.

The one who walked downstairs

when the fight started.

The one who intercepted lectures

before they landed on younger shoulders.

The one who learned

how to lie convincingly

to keep the peace,

to keep siblings safe,

to keep the house from burning down.
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To the oldest brother

who grew up with anger

he wasn’t allowed to feel—

who simmered with resentment

he wasn’t allowed to express—

who carried the family’s expectations

like a set of bricks

wired to his ribs.
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To the boy who raised his siblings

more than the adults did.

Who knew their nightmares,

their tells,

their fears,

their favorite snacks,

their triggers,

their secrets—

and still got called

“bossy,”

“overprotective,”

“controlling”

for doing the parenting

someone else abandoned.
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And yet the miracle remains:

He kept his siblings alive in ways no one will ever understand. 

He took the blow before it could hit them.

He absorbed the damage

so they could grow softer

than he ever got to be.
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