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I don’t know what you’ll call this when you finish it.

A collection. A confession. A mess.

But I know what it is to me. It’s everything I couldn’t say when I was expected to be okay.

These pages hold the parts of me that don’t match the words people use to describe me.

If you find yourself in them, I hope you feel less alone.

If you don’t, I hope you still listen closely.

I need you to know something else too, these poems are not arranged to be neat or cohesive. They don’t follow a theme or a perfect arc.

They are in the exact order I wrote them.

On purpose.

Because healing didn’t happen in order for me. Neither did understanding. Neither did survival.

This is what it looks like when I stopped trying to make my life make sense on paper and just let it exist as it was.

I have to admit I’m nervous to publish this.

Scared, even.

Because this is the most honest piece of me I’ve ever put into the world, and there’s no hiding behind it once it’s out there.

But I’m writing it anyway, because staying silent has always cost me more than being seen ever could.

Please read gently. Not everything that looks put together is whole.

— Emily
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For anyone who has ever been seen incorrectly,

and learned to survive inside the version of them others created.
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I went to lunch with a girl i once knew.
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I order a matcha and a breakfast bagle,

something green, something warm.

She orders water.

She watches every movement,

catalogs every sound.

Her eyes track the room

The door, counters, windows, exits, like danger lives in every corner.

Her shoulders curve forward, haunted by weights that I have since learned

to carry quietly.

Mine don’t wander.

They stay on her.

But I still feel it the scrape of chairs, the grind of the coffee machine,

the bell above the door.

Her fear presses against me, but I hold it at arm’s length,

like a shadow I can observe without letting it drag me under.

That feeling never really goes away.

It loosens its grip with time, less sharp, less raw,

but it waits, like a tide  reminding me how close I once was.

She asks if it gets better.

I say eventually.

She asks if the darkness ever fades.

I say it comes and goes like waves.

I don’t say easy.

I don’t say gone.

She doesn’t meet my eyes.

She stares into the water  like it might tell her the truth.

her body still carries everything i’m learning to let go of

like a weight I can feel but no longer crushes me.

I eat the bagel in small measured bites.

It takes no time at all

She watches me eat,

fear and awe crossing her face,

like watching someone move freely inside a body that once was a prison.

Her gaze presses against me,

a living echo of what I once carried.

She doesn’t know what to think of me.

I don’t blame her.

She knows how close we lived to the edge,
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