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I Am Leaving You Behind (A Book of Beliefs)

I. What I Believed First
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I believed in the weight of your name

the way a house believes in its own doors,

how it swings open even when no one knocks.

I believed in mornings that smelled like coffee

and endings that never came.

I believed love was a field that could be crossed

without losing shoes, without losing skin.

I believed you when you said stay.

I believed you when you said forever

as if the word were a bridge and not a fire.

I believed silence was peace

and not the long animal breathing between us

waiting to bite.

I believed if I bent myself carefully enough

I could fit inside your future

like a folded map that never needed unfolding.

I believed patience was holy.

I believed pain meant progress.

I believed suffering was a kind of loyalty.

I believed the lie that endurance equals virtue.

I believed love should feel heavy.

I believed staying was strength.

I was wrong.
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II. The Religion of Staying
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We built a religion out of staying.

We lit candles from old arguments

and called the smoke forgiveness.

We prayed to repetition.

We knelt before habit.

We sang hymns written in compromise.

Every day I sacrificed another hour of myself

on the altar of maybe tomorrow.

Every night I slept beside the sound

of who I used to be knocking from the inside.

You never asked me to bleed.

That is the most dangerous kind of wound—

the one no one orders you to make.

I believed love meant shrinking quietly,

like a continent pretending to be an island.

I believed faith meant silence.

I believed doubt was betrayal.

But belief that demands erasure

is not belief.

It is captivity wearing a holy face.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


III. The Body Learns First
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My body knew before my mouth did.

My chest tightened before my words hardened.

My hands stopped reaching

long before my mind admitted why.

My body kept records.

Every disappointment wrote itself into bone.

Every unkept promise folded into muscle.

Every almost-apology carved another notch

into my breathing.

I would wake up tired of explaining

why I was tired.

I would wake up already defending myself

against questions you hadn’t asked yet.

That is when belief collapses—

not loudly, not dramatically,

but like a roof giving way under snow

no one bothered to shovel.
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IV. What Belief Became
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Belief stopped being about us

and started being about me.

Not in selfishness.

In survival.

I began believing in mornings without fear.

I began believing in my own name

spoken without apology.

I began believing that leaving

can be an act of love

toward the self that stayed too long.

I believed that staying was no longer brave.

I believed departure could be sacred.

I believed walking away

was not failure

but accuracy.

Some truths arrive gently.

Others arrive with boots on.

This one arrived with clarity.
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V. I Am Leaving You Behind
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I am not taking your ghosts with me.

They belong to the rooms we ruined together.

I am not taking your expectations.

They were never shaped like my hands anyway.

I am leaving you behind

the way fire leaves ash—

not out of cruelty

but because transformation is irreversible.

Do not mistake this for hatred.

Hatred would mean you still live in me.

This is release.

This is closing the book

without tearing out the pages.

I am leaving you behind

because love should not feel like erosion.

Because belief should not require silence.

Because I deserve a life

that does not need constant translation.
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VI. What I Will Not Carry
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I will not carry your unfinished growth.

I will not carry the weight of your becoming.

I will not carry the responsibility

of explaining myself into exhaustion.

I will not carry the version of me

who begged for clarity

like it was charity.

I will not carry the nights

where I convinced myself

confusion was intimacy.

I will not carry the belief

that love must be proven through pain.

I am done worshipping suffering.
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VII. What I Believe Now
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I believe in endings that open doors.
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