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“I am learning to love the parts of me

that I once hid from the world.”

— A.W.



Dedication Page

This book is dedicated to every version of me
that survived what should have broken her.

To the girl who kept going,
even when her heart was heavy.

To the woman who learned to love herself
through the pain, the silence, and the healing.

To the mother in me who fights every day
to give her children a life filled with love,
security, and gentleness.

To my family and those who believed in me,
even when I didn’t believe in myself.

And to every soul reading this —
may you find comfort, courage, and connection
in knowing you are never alone.

This book is for the broken, the growing,
the healing, and the becoming.

With love,
Antiya

(R.I.P. GiGi,

We miss you so much!)

From the Heart of Antiya Wade

Thank you for opening these pages.

Thank you for stepping into my world — the real one,

the one behind the smile.

This book was born from honesty.

From late-night thoughts, quiet prayers, heavy days,

and the kind of emotions I used to hide because

I didn’t want to seem weak, dramatic, or “too much.”

But the truth is...

the real me doesn’t always smile.

And maybe the real you don’t either.

Inside these pages are pieces of my life:

my pain, my healing, my love, my anger,

my growth, my faith, my motherhood,

and all the lessons I’m still learning.

I wrote these poems during moments when I needed

to breathe, to vent, to cry, to reflect,

and sometimes — just to survive the day.

They are raw.

They are honest.

They are human.

My hope is that somewhere in these words,

you find yourself too —

your strength, your softness, your truth, your voice.

You’ll also notice blank pages throughout this book.

Those are for you.

For your thoughts, your tears, your story, your healing.

Write whatever your heart needs to say.

This book is a conversation —

between me, you, and the versions of us we’re becoming.

Thank you for reading my truth.

Thank you for being open to your own.

And thank you, from the deepest part of me,

for allowing this book to hold a piece of your journey.

With love,

Antiya Wade

The Real Me Doesn’t Always Smile

By Antiya Wade

Welcome to this space —

a place where truth is allowed,

feelings are honored,

and every emotion has room to breathe.

This book was created from the deepest parts of me:

the hurt, the healing, the growth, the love,

the versions of myself I once hid,

and the versions I’m still becoming.

As you read these poems, I hope you feel seen.

I hope you feel understood.

I hope you feel less alone in whatever you’re carrying.

But this book isn’t just my story —

it’s yours, too.

That’s why throughout these pages,

you’ll find blank spaces waiting for you.

Pages where you can release your thoughts,

your fears, your victories, your questions,

and every feeling you’ve never had a place to write down.

Use this book as a journal,

a safe place,

a companion on your journey.

Let your words live beside mine.

Let your heart breathe on these pages.

Thank you for stepping into my world

and trusting me enough to bring your own with you.

This is our space now —

for healing, honesty, and becoming.

With love,

Antiya Wade

NO MORE TEARS

Healing, strength, and reclaiming peace.
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I’ve cried rivers no one ever saw,
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Silent storms behind a steady face.

Held my heart like broken glass,

And swept the shards with quiet grace.

I gave my light to empty hands,

Believed in love that didn’t stay.

But every shadow taught me truth——

Even pain can show the way.

No more tears for what I’ve lost,

No more begging life to bend.

My soul has stitched its open seams,

And found the strength to rise again.

I’ve planted peace where sorrow grew,

And danced on ground I used to dread.

My smile is real, my voice is clear,

My past no longer paints me red.

No more tears -—I choose the sun,

Even when the sky turns gray.

I’m not the one who breaks anymore,

I’m the storm that walks away.



REFLECTION PAGE:

BECOMING HER

Stepping into your healed, confident, and divine self.

She wasn’t built in a moment—-

She was shaped by every tear.

By the nights she whispered prayers,

And chose to stay when doubt drew near.

She learned that healing takes its time,

That peace is earned, not found.

That losing people isn’t failure—-

It’s just making room for solid ground.

Now she walks with softer steps,

But her spirit stands tall and true.

She’s not chasing what broke her once—-

She’s building what she always knew.

Her voice no longer trembles low,

Her boundaries hum with grace.

She wears her worth like morning light,

No need for anyone’s embrace.

Becoming her was not a race,

It was rising slow, with open eyes.

Now she is the woman she prayed to be—-

The storm, the calm, the sunrise.



REFLECTION PAGE:

BECOMING BETTER

Full of growth, reflection, and quiet strength.

I wake each day with quiet hope,

That I’ll do better than before.

Not perfect -—just a little more kind,

A little more open at the core.

I’ve stumbled through my yesterdays,

Learned lessons carved in pain and grace.

But every scar has shaped my will,

And brought me to this sacred place.

I want to love with gentler hands,

To speak with warmth instead of pride.

To stand for truth, to choose what’s right,

And keep my heart both strong and wide.

Becoming better isn’t loud—-

It’s found in small, consistent tries.

In forgiving myself when I fall,

And still reaching for the skies.

So, here’s to growth that takes its time,

To change that blooms, not bursts apart.

I’m learning to be better still—-

With patience, faith, and heart.



REFLECTION PAGE:

BECOMING ONE WITH GOD

Surrender, trust, and divine connection.

I laid my burdens at His feet, 

The ones I carried far too long.

And in the quiet of surrender,

He turned my weakness into song.

I sought Him not in grand displays,

But in the stillness of my heart.

A whisper soft, a gentle pull,

That showed me where the healing starts.

I learned that faith is not control,

But letting go and being still.

To walk in trust, not sight alone,

And follow love beyond my will.

The more I gave, the more I found—-

Not loss, but light, a holy blend.

For when I met Him in my soul,

I met myself again.

Now peace is not a place I chase,

It blooms wherever I may trod.

For I am not apart from Him—-

I am becoming one with God.



REFLECTION PAGE:

UNSHAKABLE

Celebrate confidence, resilience, and self-worth.

She stands where storms once tried to break her,

A woman carved from fire and grace.

Her scars are not her shame to carry—-

They’re proof she rose and claimed her place.

She doesn’t beg the world to see her,

She knows her power deep inside.

Her crown was never handed down—-

She built it with her hands and pride.

She moves with purpose, calm yet fierce,

Her silence stronger than a shout.

For she’s learned strength is not just loud,

It’s knowing when to go without.

Independent -—not because she must,

But because she can and will.

Her love is pure, her voice her own,

Her dreams her mountain still.

So, here’s to women strong and free,

Who lead with heart, not fear or shame.

They are the light, the storm, the seed—-

And the world will never be the same.



REFLECTION PAGE:

BOUND BY MORE THAN BLOOD

Celebrating the bond, laughter, and unspoken love that lasts a lifetime.

We didn’t choose each other’s names,

Or how our stories would begin.

But life tied us with unseen threads,

That always pull us back again.

From shared rooms and whispered dreams,

To fights that ended just as fast—-

Our laughter echoes through the years,

A love too deep to ever pass.

You’ve seen my best and worst of me,

The sides I rarely let unfold.

And still, you stay, you understand—-

A bond more precious than gold.

Through every season, joy or ache,

We’ve grown but never grown apart.

For siblings aren’t just family—-

They’re the map inside the heart.

No matter where the years may lead,

Or how far life may bend or spin—-

I’ll always carry pieces of you,

Because our souls are kindred kin.



REFLECTION PAGE:

SHATTERED BUT STILL HERE

Honest, raw, and human, but still holding a small light of hope.

We don’t take pictures like we used to,

The smiles don’t all fit in one frame.

We walk around with silent bruises,

And no one wants to speak the pain.
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