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This book is for me—

for the versions of myself who survived what they were never taught to name,

who learned to carry softness and strength in the same hands,

who kept becoming even when it hurt.

It is for my ancestors,

known and unknown,

those who endured so I could dream,

who carried stories in their bodies when words were not safe,

whose resilience lives quietly in my breath, my bones, my becoming.

And it is for you, the reader—

the one who found this book not by accident,

but by recognition.

May these pages meet you where you are,

offer you language when silence feels heavy,

and remind you that healing, love, and becoming

are allowed to move at your pace.

May you see yourself here.

May you rest here.

May you remember who you are.
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This book was not written in a straight line.

Neither was I.

These poems arrived in fragments—between breaths, in quiet mornings, during nights when sleep wouldn’t come and honesty finally did. They came while I was unraveling old stories, learning how to sit with my own mind, and practicing the delicate work of becoming whole without rushing the process.

For a long time, I thought healing was something you completed. I believed there would be a moment when the ache dissolved, when the questions stopped circling, when I would finally feel “finished.” This book exists because I learned otherwise. Healing moves like a spiral—returning, revisiting, deepening. It asks for patience, not perfection.

Writing has always been my refuge and my reckoning. The pen became a place where I could tell the truth without interruption, where grief and joy were allowed to coexist, where love could be examined without shrinking, and where my voice could stretch beyond fear. These pages hold my tenderness, my resistance, my longing, my softness, and my growth—sometimes all at once.

You will find love here, but not the kind that erases itself to survive. You will find pain, but not without purpose. You will find stillness, spirals, ancestry, longing, rest, and transformation. And eventually, you will find wings.

I offer this work without asking you to agree with it or fully understand it. I only ask that you meet it honestly. Take what resonates. Leave what doesn’t. Let the words sit beside you rather than demand anything from you.

If you are in the middle of becoming—tired, hopeful, unsure, brave in quiet ways—this book was written with you in mind. You are not late. You are not broken. You are unfolding.

Thank you for reading.

Thank you for witnessing.

Thank you for staying.

CeeCee The Butterfly 🦋
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To the people who loved me gently, who listened without trying to fix me, who held space instead of expectations—your presence mattered more than you know.

To those who challenged me, stretched me, and even hurt me—your roles were not wasted. Every lesson found its way into these pages and taught me something about boundaries, worth, and self-trust.

And to every reader who finds themselves somewhere inside this book: thank you for being brave enough to feel. Thank you for honoring your own becoming. May these poems remind you that healing does not require permission—and neither does joy.
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CeeCee The Butterfly
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I’m Just Emotionally Exhausted

The battery light is blinking red

a constant, quiet hum of depletion. 

I look at the sink full of dishes

and the pile of unopened mail

and it all feels like scaling a sheer cliff face

without ropes or proper shoes. 

My thoughts are slow syrup

thick and difficult to move

from one gray corner of my mind to the next. 

There is a pressure behind the eyes

not quite pain

but the dull weight of too many small decisions

made and unmade

over weeks that blurred into months. 

I want to be a still pond

reflecting only the clean blue of the sky

but I am a choppy sea

churned by invisible gales. 

The simple act of speaking

requires a physical lifting

a hoisting of the vocal cords

against gravity. 

I try to listen to the birds outside

their cheerful insistence

and I feel a strange distance

as if I am watching a movie

where the actors are speaking a language

I almost understand. 

My shoulders carry the memory

of every unnecessary worry

every perceived slight

every expectation I failed to meet. 

They are stones now. 

I check the clock

and marvel at how quickly

another hour has been consumed

by simply existing

without actual accomplishment. 

I could sleep for a week

or perhaps just close my eyes right here

on the floor

and let the dust settle on my stillness. 

There is no drama to this exhaustion

no great tragedy to point to

it is the slow seep of living itself

a steady drip eroding the foundation. 

I am not sad, precisely

just empty of forward motion

a car idling perfectly fine

but out of gas. 

I need to remember how to breathe deep

not just the shallow sips I’ve been taking

to keep the lights on

in this tired house of bone. 

The simplest request feels like a mountain pass

too high to cross today. 

I need quiet room

to just be

unremarkable

unburdened

unmoving.

What It Means To Be A Taurus

In the cradle of earth,

where the sturdy roots intertwine,

a Taurus finds their ground,

steadfast as the mountains,

strong as the ancient oak,

weathering storms and sun. 

They embody patience,

like a river flowing smoothly,

never rushing, always steady,

through the valleys and over the stones,

in every twist and turn,

there lies an art of trust. 

With arms wide open,

they embrace the comforts of life,

the warmth of a shared meal,

the laughter that fills a room,

they savor each moment,

like the sweetness of ripe figs. 

A heart that beats with loyalty,

they are the guardians of relationships,

unwavering, almost stubborn,

but their love is a rich tapestry,

woven with threads of devotion,

every stitch telling a story. 

In the face of uncertainty,

they stand firm as a boulder,

unmoved by fleeting winds,

yet within, a gentle spirit dances,

a longing for beauty,

for all that is lush and vibrant. 

A Taurus knows the value of silence,

the peace that lies beneath the surface,

the stillness that whispers truths,

sometimes they retreat to their gardens,

tending to dreams and desires,

cultivating a sanctuary of solitude. 

They possess a hunger for the tangible,

the softness of silk against skin,

the richness of a well-crafted poem,

they revel in the tactile,

the essence of life that can be held,

explored, pondered, admired. 

Yet, when anger rises,

like thunder rolling across a meadow,

it is fierce and formidable,

a reminder of the bull within,

but just as swiftly,

it dissipates into the air,

leaving only the calm behind. 

A Taurus walks under the stars,

aware of their place in the cosmos,

a blend of earth and sky,

where dreams and reality converge,

they hold a gentle strength,

a timeless grace,

a heartbeat that echoes in the still of night. 

In moments of joy, they dance,

with the earth beneath their feet,

grounded yet soaring,

each breath a celebration,

they invite the world to join,

in the beauty of simply being,

in the rhythm of existence. 

What it means to be a Taurus,

is to cherish the journey,

to find beauty in the mundane,

to embrace the cycle of seasons,

to be a witness and a participant,

in the dance of life,

with a heart that knows,

the strength of love,

the power of presence,

and the magic of the everyday.

Anxiety

In the early hours,

when the world is a fragile whisper,

an unease creeps in,

a shadow at the corner of my mind,

each tick of the clock

echoing

like footsteps

in an empty hall. 

Thoughts spiral,

unraveling like yarn pulled from a ball,

colors intertwining

and blurring edges,

I reach to hold the threads,

only to find them slipping

between my fingers,

a kaleidoscope of concerns,

each one vivid,

each one sharp. 

The weight of uncertainty settles

like heavy fog,

the air thick,

each breath a labor,

lungs tightening

as if the very atmosphere conspired,

filling me with whispers of what-ifs,

the world beyond the door

glistening,

but looming,

like a distant storm. 

Daylight spills through the window,

casting long shadows,

the sun’s rays a false promise

in a landscape of worry,

my heart races,

a drumbeat of urgency,

each pulse

a reminder of all the moments

yet to unfold. 

I envision crowds,

faces swelling like tides,

eyes filled with expectation,

each glance a question,

a query of belonging

that I can never quite answer,

my voice trapped beneath waves

of self-doubt,

seeking the surface,

but tugged beneath. 

In quiet corners,

thoughts take root,

weeds in a garden of hope,

growing uninvited,

pushing through the soil

of my consciousness,

where dreams struggle to bloom,

choked by a fear of failure,

a fear larger than the sky. 

I wander through the day,

each task a mountain,

climbing with heavy boots,

the goal elusive,

a mirage that dances just beyond reach,

the summit shrouded in clouds

of what might be,

until I am left gasping,

the view hidden

by my own imagination. 

Yet, in the silence,

where chaos reigns,

there is a flicker,

a spark of resilience,

like fireflies igniting the dusk,

reminders of light

even in darkness,

whispers of courage

that play softly,

like a melody on the wind. 

Perhaps in the stillness,

I can learn to breathe,

to accept the shifting tides,

the rise and fall of rhythms,

to find comfort in discomfort,

to untangle the threads

that bind me to worry,

and weave instead

a tapestry of hope. 

So I stand,

one foot grounded in the present,

the other reaching for tomorrow,

allowing the anxious winds to blow,

to rattle the branches

of my fragile courage,

knowing in the heart of the storm,

there is still

a heart that beats,

a soul that dares

to feel the light.

Magical Locs’ N Coils

In a world where sunlight dances,

golden rays weave through strands,

and each twist tells a story,

magic brews in the crown of coils,

a tapestry of history,

roots anchoring deep in earth's embrace,

where dreams bloom from fertile soil,

each loc entwined with hope. 

Children of the sun,

woven from laughter and tears,

they rise like deep breaths,

like whispers of freedom in the wind,

each curl a promise of identity,

in every spiral a tale unfolds,

an exhibition of beauty

that defies the mundane. 

Gentle fingers caress the twisted ropes,

and hands that once reveled in silence,

now find solace in the rhythm

of combs that glide through magic,

a ceremony of love and care,

as mirrors reflect radiant smiles,

the mirror of self-love,

a dance of pride in every bounce. 

Beneath the stars, under moonlit skies,

the spirals sway like dreams,

guiding the heart toward freedom,

unfurling in wild abandon,

soft as a secret shared,

bold as the roar of thunder,

crowned with a weathered charm,

each step a drumbeat, resounding. 

Gatherings of the brave,

a circle of kindred spirits,

where stories blend like colors,

each shade unique,

unraveled beauty like shared laughter,

celebrating kinship,

in the magic of locs and coils,

a symphony of voices intertwined. 

Resilient and fierce,

they weather the storms of time,

from tradition to now,

their roots intertwine with culture,

carrying whispers of ancestors past,

honoring the heritage beneath,

while reaching for the sky,

an ode to all who dare to dream. 

With oils and herbs,

they dance like fireflies in dusk,

nurturing the soul within,

unlocking the secrets of the ages,

where beauty rests in the ordinary,

and magic spills from everyday moments,

each coil a chapter,

each loc a flicker of light. 

Let the world see you shine,

let your coils tell their tale,

like rivers carving paths through mountains,

the stories run deep,

from the deserts to the deep blue sea,

woven threads of resilience and grace,

in the art of being,

a celebration of unity and love. 

In the gentle rhythm of their sway,

the celebration is ever-present,

the world whispers back,

from the jungles to the cities,

it echoes within the hearts,

and in every lock, every twist,

lies a spark of magic true,

an inspiration for generations to come.

Emotional Unbalance

In the quiet hours of the morning,

when light dances through the curtains,

I sit with a heart

that feels too heavy,

and thoughts that spin like leaves caught

in a restless wind. 

I watch the shadows stretch and yawn,

each one a memory,

each one a whisper

of laughter once shared,

now faded like old photographs,

left behind in fragile albums,

gathering dust. 

The stillness wraps around me,

and I am a child again,

lost in a maze of feelings,

wondering which way to turn. 

There is sweetness in the air,

but bitterness tugs at my sleeve,

an unwelcome guest,

uninvited and persistent,

demanding attention. 

I stand at the edge of joy,

a flicker of hope glimmers,

but it shivers beneath the weight

of uncertainty, of longing. 

The pendulum swings,

tick-tock,

and my heart matches the rhythm

of an unseen clock,

its hands moving

yet never arriving. 

What is it to feel too much,

a deluge of emotions

crashing like waves against jagged rocks? 

The laughter of friends

echoes bright,

yet it pierces the silence,

reminding me of the distance,

the gulf filled with unspoken words,

the chasm created

by fear and doubt. 

I am both the sun and the storm,

the soft caress of a breeze

and the urgency of thunder,

each moment a tapestry

woven with threads of light

and dark fibers of worry. 

How do I find balance

when the scales tip

with every breathe,

every heartbeat,

teetering on the edge,

like a tightrope walker in a dream? 

I look for anchors,

small joys in the chaos,

the way a child smiles,

unfettered by the complexities of life,

or the quiet comfort of a favorite song,

its melody seeping into my bones,

a gentle reminder

that not all is lost. 

But then there are days,

the clouds gather,

and I feel the weight

of the world pressing down,

the silence rings too loud,

and I drown in the depth

of my own questions. 

What ifs swirl like autumn leaves,

spinning, falling,

covering the ground

in shades of uncertainty. 

Yet, amid this storm,

there lies a flicker,

a candle’s flame,

that refuses to flicker out. 

It holds the warmth of resilience,

of standing tall even when bent,

of finding colors

in a grayscale world. 

Emotional unbalance,

an artist with a wild brush,

painting my life with strokes

of chaos and grace,

of despair and laughter,

each hue a testament

to the vibrant mess

of being alive. 

And so, I gather these pieces,

with hands that sometimes tremble,

and slowly,

like a mosaic,

I build my way forward,

embracing the disarray,

dancing with my shadows,

finding harmony

in this symphony

of being human. 

For even in the unbalance,

there lies a path,

a journey of understanding,

of learning to breathe

with the tides of my emotions

and finding peace

in the beautifully chaotic rhythm

of my heart.

What Strength Looks Like In A Smile

A smile, they say, hides a thousand pains,

but mine, it births a strength untold. 

Not the muscle-bound kind,

flexing for the world,

but a quiet sunrise in my eyes,

reflecting in the faces of my children. 

It's the strength of a paper boat,

braving stormy seas,

patched with love and laughter,

sailing on hope's fragile breeze. 

It's the strength of a single mother,

building castles out of cardboard boxes,

and bedtime stories spun from starlight. 

It's in the gentle curve,

lifting the weight of bills unpaid,

the sting of judgment from judging eyes,

the echoes of promises unkept. 

It's a shield, invisible yet strong,

deflecting doubt and whispers of despair. 

My strength isn't a roar,

but a whisper in the dark,

a lullaby humming through sleepless nights,

a hand holding tight through childhood fears. 

It's the unwavering belief

that we are enough, just us,

a constellation shining bright. 

It's the smile I plaster on when I'm crumbling inside,

so they see resilience, not defeat,

so they learn to rise, not retreat. 

It's the strength to choose joy,

even when sorrow is the easier choice,

to plant seeds of hope in barren ground. 

It's a promise to myself, first and foremost,

that I will not break, I will not bend,

I will be the anchor, the harbor, the home,

for these precious lives entrusted to me. 

It’s the quiet determination to keep breathing,

keep loving, keep smiling. 

That's what strength looks like on my face. 

That's what strength looks like in my smile. 

That’s what strength looks like for me and my kids.

Quiet Storm

I am a quiet storm, a gentle breeze,

Until provoked, then anger takes its ease. 

Don't fuck with me, I softly say,

Choose a different path today. 

My patience wears, it starts to fray,

When pushed too far, I cannot stay. 

Don't fuck with me, consider well,

The consequences I can tell. 

I value peace, I seek the light,
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