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			Disclaimer:

			This book is a work of philosophical poetry intended for literary and contemplative purposes. It is not intended as psychological, medical, or legal advice. The reflections expressed in these pages are poetic interpretations of philosophical ideas and should be received as personal and artistic exploration rather than prescriptive guidance.

		

		
			For Dwayne and Jason—Everything I know about living I first learned from you.
For you—May this book become a small seed for your dreams.
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    FOREWORD
  


  
    Some books begin as an answer. This one began more like a pressure.
  


  
    Not a theory. Not a message. More the need to follow certain thoughts and wounds far enough to hear what remained once the noise around them thinned out.
  


  
    These poems were written from inside difficult things: struggle, doubt, endurance, the strange labor of continuing when nothing in you feels settled. They return often to the same territories: loss, love, fatigue, silence, identity, the self that breaks, and the self that keeps going anyway.
  


  
    They do not try to solve those things. They stay near them.
  


  
    If you have opened this book in the middle of your own confusion, your own aftermath, your own unanswered stretch, I hope some part of it feels recognizable, because now and then language can keep a person company in places that are otherwise hard to name.
  


  
    That is all I wanted from these pages: not to instruct, not to soothe too quickly, but to make something honest enough that another person might find themselves inside it for a moment and feel less alone with what they carry.
  


  
    If that happens here, even briefly, then the book has done its work.
  




		

		

			
			

		

		
			WHERE YOU BREAK

			

			There are parts of you you do not meet willingly.

			You meet them when something fails,

			when what held stops holding,

			when the usual explanations

			drop away one by one.

			

			At first you keep trying the old names.

			None of them fit.

			

			Then there is only this:

			breath, fatigue,

			the stubborn fact that you are still here.

			

			Stay.

			

			Not because there is meaning in it.

			Not because pain has come to teach you.

			Stay because this is where you are,

			and leaving yourself now

			would only deepen the damage.

			

			Some things split after too much pressure.

			That is all.

			Not fate. Not revelation.

			Just a limit reached.

			Just the moment what was forced down

			can no longer stay there.

			

			Look at yourself without arranging the scene.

			Without the borrowed language.

			Without the version that knew how to pass.

			

			Look long enough

			for the surface to stop helping.

			

		

		
			There is something underneath,

			but it is not beautiful.

			Not pure. Not wise.

			It is simply there.

			Still breathing.

			Still refusing erasure.

			Remember the nights that would not move.

			

			The ceiling. The stale dark.

			The arguments you had with no one answering.

			Remember how ordinary it was.

			How little of it looked like heroism.

			

			Still, you stayed through it.

			That matters.

			

			Do not turn suffering into identity.

			Do not polish it until it starts to shine.

			But do not lie about it either.

			

			Heat reveals the grain in wood.

			Wind shows a tree how deep it must anchor

			if it intends to remain.

			

			What breaks in you

			may also expose what was never sound.

			What falls away

			may be what could no longer be lived inside.

			

			Breathe.

			Not deeply. Not beautifully.

			Just enough.

			

			Your body knows the difference

			between extinction and transformation.

		

		
		

			And when you rise from this,

			you may not be softer.

			You may not be stronger.

			

			But there may be less performance in you.

			Less eagerness to be read well.

			Less need to explain why you hurt.

			

			Something in you will have become

			harder to stage.

			

			You learned something where you broke.

			

			Not something noble.

			Something accurate.

		

		
		
		

			REMEMBER YOURSELF

			

			When the world goes slack in your grip,

			when objects stop agreeing with your hands,

			when your footsteps sound like a stranger

			trying your life for size,

			when the mirror hesitates—

			as if your name had slipped its hook—

			

			wait.

			

			Don’t chase what has already thinned out.

			Don’t try to crawl back into an earlier skin.

			

			Remember the one who kept breathing

			while everything around you

			rearranged itself without consent.

			

			There was a pulse under the static,

			a quiet axis that refused to spin off

			no matter how hard the ground shook.

			

			You mistook exhaustion for identity.

			You called rupture fate.

			

			You are not the days that dimmed you.

			Not the doors that closed mid-sentence.

			Not the love that couldn’t hold its shape.

			Not the version of yourself

			assembled just to survive.

			

			You are the one who remained.

			

			Remember walking without a map.

			Rising with no witnesses.

			Carrying weather inside you

			that no one—

			will ever know the full weight of.

		

			

		
			Those nights that felt terminal

			eventually loosened their grip.

			Every tear that wasn’t begging for comfort

			but for clarity

			washed the grit from your sight.

			

			If breath is still entering you now—

			heavy, imperfect, real—

			that is continuation.

			It is character

			forged where no one was looking.

			

			You owe nothing theatrical.

			No performance of recovery.

			No proof of distance traveled.

			

			Just the next step—

			scarred, perhaps,

			but structurally sound.

			

			And in the deepest dark

			you do not become light for others.

			You become certain of yourself.

			

			That is enough.

		

		
		

			SMOKE AND WINGS

			

			I sit in a room that makes no demands.

			Walls indifferent.

			Chair steady.

			

			Air passes through me as if I were porous.

			Uncertainty gathers in the room—fine, almost invisible,settling on everything.

			

			I unbutton what I kept sealed.

			Words I swallowed loosen their jaws

			and take on a faint outline in the air,

			vapor finding temperature.

			

			There is no revelation waiting here.

			Only a gradual recalibration.

			A pulse evening itself out—

			no need to be seen doing so.

			

			Life leaves residue.

			A faint grit along the ribs.

			Coins of memory in the lining of the coat.

			Threads that refuse to snap

			no matter how clean the cut.

			

			The body asks nothing more than this:

			one foot consenting to the floor.

			

			I put down what insisted on being carried.

			The spine adjusts.

			A lighter gravity claims me.

			

			Shadows extend their handwriting.

			Wind stops auditioning as threat

			and resumes its ordinary citizenship.

		

		
			

			Old aches dilute.

			Grief settles into something else—

			no longer a blade,

			more like a stone warmed in the palm.

			

			Strange—

			how being alone can recalibrate the mass of a body.

			How silence subtracts.

			

			To be smoke—

			ascent without edges.

			A softening of outline.

			A refusal to remain a fixed silhouette.

			

			To be winged—

			not escape,

			but the decision to arc back

			over the place that once burned you.

			

			Inside, I sand down the corners

			I mistook for strength.

			

			The self does not bolt.

			It eddies.

			It makes a wide, unhurried loop

			and returns altered in density.

			

			When
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