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Author’s Note
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This series isn’t written from anger. It’s written from memory. I dramatized my feelings, yes—but only because they were real enough to deserve drama.

I didn’t write this to hurt anyone I love. Being a firstborn is a role I cherish. Someone I love once said, “God allows firstborns to be the first try because there’s a kind of love only, they can give.” I believe that.

I’m not fully healed. I don’t understand everything. But because I was broken, I get to heal the reader who’ll hear my cries from this.

This is a soft place to land.

The Readers Poetic Map

	First Born Emotional anchor, the weight of invisible expectations

	The Experiment Discipline, trauma, being the “first try”

	The Cost of a Pair of Shoes Emotional budgeting, suppressed needs, longing for approval

	A Dreamless Dreamer Living someone else’s blueprint

	The Protector Fierce love for siblings, breaking cycles

	The Perfectionist’s Curse Mental health labels, survival through control

	An Angry Child Repressed rage, misunderstood emotions

	Mirror Monster Becoming what you feared, misunderstood by those you love

	The Smile That Betrays Me Policed joy, punished softness

	Rewriting the Firstborn Narrative The revolution. The rebirth. The right to be loved, soft, and free.

	The Goodbye Letter Reclaiming identity, poetic farewell


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

First Born
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Hi, I’m the first born 

Some say deputy parent. 

Some say the experiment child 

I prefer the burdened child. Why you’d ask? 

Well for a start deputy parent just means I’m the parents' parent. I carried burdens that never mine, and parented kids I didn’t even birth. I’m neither a child nor an adult. My siblings fear me because of a passive aggression that I built while trying to raise everyone, but funny enough my parents don’t see me grown enough and there are these restrictions that they give me, but my siblings don’t have them. 

Well, it means I’m a chronic people pleaser, nurturing mental illnesses I had no business even harboring. They often wonder why I’m a perfectionist when all I was taught is if it’s not perfect you’re worthless, they call OCD but every time I didn’t stack my shoes right I was faced a belt, they call it BPD yet all I know is you’re either good or bad and if you broke my cup I hope you burn in hell. 

It means I’m not allowed dreams of my own, I must be the family doctor with an IQ I don’t have, it means the bar wasn’t set high, it was set at accomplishments that were never attained though someone’s own. 

It means if anything derails me from the path that was premeditated then it’s the problem. Because why wouldn’t I want to live a dream I never even owned. I means when I smile to hard, I’ve lost focus of a goal I didn’t even set. 

I’m the experiment child so I have all the bruises, and I’m told it’s love. In as much as it sounds crazy one good thing came out of it, I fight for my siblings because unlike me they won’t be an angry child, unlike me they will have dreams of their own, unlike me their happiness is all that's required. I fight for them because they don’t deserve to be up all-night wondering if this is love. 

Oh, I did it again, sorry but that’s me. I worry about everyone, and nobody worries for me. I’d like to stop but I guess that’s what being a parent is. 

Bye I’m the firstborn I was always a child I have feelings and dreams of my own Not that you cared.
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The Experiment Child
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Me and a lab rat aren’t very different. 

We are the first to test theories. 

If the results don’t kill you, you’ll have complications.

So yes, I wasn’t allowed to play outside— To keep me safe.

Well, I am safe. 

However, I’m terribly antisocial Because the world is coming for me 

And I just can’t prove it yet.

I wasn’t allowed too much candy or too much salt. 

My diets were carefully curated, \And any shift from that Would earn me a serious punishment.

So, it worked— I’m not battling life-threatening diseases or cancer, 

Nor was I hyperactive. 

But it gained me an eating disorder 

Because now i eat only when i think I'm worthy.

I wasn’t allowed to cry too loud— It was “disrespectful.” 

So now I apologize when I sob.

I wasn’t allowed to talk back— So now I rehearse every sentence 

Until it sounds like surrender.

When I was yelled at, I stayed silent— Because I was taught that speaking up Was talking back. 

So now I swallow my voice 

Even when it’s choking me.

I was taught I was a big girl when I stubbed my toe— Because they didn’t want me to cry. 

Probably because it hurt them to see me cry.

Well, job well done. 

Because I hold in pain so well 

Even you couldn’t tell I was bleeding, until this series started.

Although unlike rats, Tests gone wrong haven’t killed me. 

They’ve turned me into a body 

With a soul rejected by every living thing— Yet somehow still rejected by the underworld.

i’m the experiment. And the results are inconclusive.
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The Cost of a Pair of Shoes
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I also wanted to ask for a pair of extra shoes like my sibling, But I noticed the food in the fridge was lesser. I wasn’t scared they’d say no— I was scared of adding to their costs.

Yes, I am the child who reads between the lines. Not that anybody asked. But I was desperate to learn the body language of oncoming approval, So I’d know when to cue excitement.

It means I studied every finger tap before the “you’re old enough.” I mastered the sigh before the speech that starts with “I’m disappointed in you.” The “why can’t you be more like...” before I’m reminded That my friend at church was better than me. While I’ve studied many books to impress, I learned to read the room before I learned to read books.

It means I saw their glassy eyes and went to my room to give them space to break down. It means I didn’t ask to play outside Because they were tired, and I shouldn’t stress them. I kept my siblings busy Just until they got back on their feet.

Only when they did, I hadn’t fed my siblings the proper meal. Sure, I didn’t play outside— But I didn’t clean either. So my effort to avoid kicking a dying horse Was definitely useless. Because no matter how much I try, I’m the child that isn’t good enough. I’ll never be like other children— They listen. I’m too prideful. I’ll never succeed— I’m lazy. No one will ever like me— I’m always angry. But that’s not the truth. I’m just trying really hard for you to like me. 

That’s why I didn’t ask for shoes. I also babysat without being told So you’d be proud of me. The internet calls me a high-functioning daughter. But I’m just a child. I had to shrink so others could stretch. I didn’t ask for shoes, But I still walked miles to earn your love. I wasn’t too much— I was just too aware. I didn’t want to be perfect. I just didn’t want to be a problem. 

I don’t want shoes anymore. Am I finally a good child?
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A Dreamless Dreamer
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I used to think dreams were things you inherited, 

Like your surname or your family debt. 

But now I wonder— What if dreams are things you discover, 

Like a favorite song you weren’t supposed to hear?

If anyone asks what you want to be, 

Say “Doctor”—because that’s what I want you to be. 

From a young age, that’s who I was told to become. 

I wasn’t really given the option to find out what I wanted. 

I was handed an identity 

With the same choice level as my government name.

And then it was easier— Because so long as I got to hear “I’m proud of you,” I was content. 

But then I grew older. 

Not only did my body change— So did my feelings.

Ah, feelings—a strange word to the high-functioning child. 

I was taught that if my feelings weren’t what I was told to feel, They weren’t important. 

Because they “knew better.” 

Because they were “once my age.” 

Sadly, they chose to forward the trauma they faced.

Your aspirations? Easy. 

Do what your parents didn’t—but wanted. 

It gets a little odd here, 

But if it means I’ll hear the line “You’re free to be you,” Let’s do it.

I’ll build my dream house later— Let’s get started on your dream car. 

I’ll travel a lot so I don’t regret not traveling, 

Even if my anxiety tends to cripple my heart
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