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I am dedicating this book to my kids D’Vontae, D’Marcus, and Keundra. This is a reminder that healing is a journey of rediscovery, of finding beauty in brokenness and creating something new. By nurturing your inner child, you embrace the creativity, joy, and resilience that have always been within you. My wish is that this inspires you to pick up your brush, your tools, or your dreams and create a space where you can be whole.  

As you walk through life, remember that your story is powerful, and your voice matters. You were born with the ability to create, to restore, and to reimagine a world that reflects your truth. Let no circumstance dim the light that shines from within you.

This book is also a tribute to the legacy we build with our hands, our hearts, and our hope. May you always feel grounded in who you are and courageous enough to become all you’re meant to be. Your journey is your own masterpiece—unfinished, evolving, and full of grace.

Love, Mom
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As the school bus rumbled to a stop in front of Emily’s house, the familiar whistle of the doors opening marked the end of another school day. She gathered her backpack, glancing at Lola, beside her. They exchanged a smile before standing up and walking toward the exit. The cool afternoon air hit their faces as they stepped off the bus, the fading sunlight casting long shadows across the side of cars as they pass. They chatted casually, laughter spilling out between them as they joked about their classes and the latest gossip.

“Call me later, okay?” Lola said, giving Emily a quick hug before crossing the busy street. “We’ll talk about the project and whatever else.”

“I will,” Emily promised, watching Lola walk away. She waved, then turned toward her house, feeling a mix of exhaustion and relief. The day was over, and though she had a lot on her mind, she couldn’t help but smile at the thought of a quiet evening.

Inside, the comforting scent of dinner filled the air. Emily’s mom was at the stove, stirring something in a pot, while the clink of silverware and the soft hum of the radio created a peaceful atmosphere. Emily’s dad wasn’t home yet, but he always came home right before dinner. It was routine.

“Hey, honey,” her mom called over her shoulder. “How was school today?”

“It was okay,” Emily replied, hanging her backpack on the hook by the door and slipping off her shoes.

“Just the usual.”

“That’s good to hear.” Her mom didn’t look up from the stove, but Emily could hear the smile in her voice. “Your father’s going to want to talk about the repairs around here once he gets home. You might want to get ready for that.”

Emily nodded, setting the table. As she did, her dad’s voice rang through the front door just as it opened. He stepped inside with a grunt, his work boots echoing on the floor. He didn’t waste time before jumping straight into business.

Emily's father glanced towards the kitchen where Emily and her mother were, his view obstructed by a wall. "Hey, ladies," he greeted, his voice rough from the day’s work. He walked into the kitchen, where Emily's mom was busy cooking something on the stove, and planted a gentle kiss on her cheek. "That smells really good, honey. Can't wait to dig in." He turned to wash his hands quickly, scrubbing away the day's grime, before pulling out a chair at the table. Grabbing the daily newspaper, he unfolded it with a sigh of contentment. As he sat back, waiting for the meal, his eyes wandered over the headlines, but his thoughts remained on the comforting aroma filling the room.

“Emily, have you noticed anything that needs fixing around here?” he asked, placing his briefcase on the table and wiping his hands on a rag.

Emily bit down on her lip, feeling the weight of dinner-time conversations. Her dad always had a list of things that needed attention – leaky faucets, creaky doors, loose cabinet handles. It was a routine she knew too well. She sat at the table quietly, pushing around her food as the conversation shifted.

“So, how was your day?” her dad finally asked, his voice softer now that they were about to eat. It was good, Emily replied.

Emily hesitated, unsure how to bring it up. She had been thinking about it all day – the art competition she wanted to enter. It was something she had been working on in her free time, pouring her heart into every sketch. But the deadline was next week, and she knew it would be a struggle to get her parents to understand.

“I was thinking about entering this art competition,” she said, trying to sound casual. “The deadline is next week, but it is something I really want to do.”

Her mom looked up; her expression immediately hardened. “Emily, we have talked about this. You need to focus on your schoolwork and your plans after graduation. Art isn’t a career. You need to think about something stable.”

Her dad added, his voice firm, “There is no money in art. You are better off focusing on something that will get you a real job.”

Emily felt her heart sink. She had hoped, just once, they would be supportive. She had always loved creating, whether it was painting, drawing, or crafting. It was the one thing that made her feel alive. But to them, it wasn’t practical, and that was all that mattered.

Emily’s gaze dropped to her plate as the silence stretched on. The weight of her parents’ words hung in the air, thick and unyielding. She clenched her fork tighter, wishing she could say something that would make them understand.

Her mom shifted in her seat, a deep sigh escaping her lips. "We just want what's best for you, honey. We don’t want you to struggle the way we did."

Emily finally looked up; her voice small but firm. "But I don't want a regular job, Mom. I want to do something I love. Something that makes me feel alive. And art is it."

Her dad frowned, wiping his hands on his jeans. “You’ve said that before, but what about your future? A ‘passion’ doesn’t pay the bills, Em.”

"Why does it have to be about money all the time?" Emily shot back, her frustration rising. "Why can’t I follow something I care about? Just because it's not a typical job doesn't mean it’s not important."

Her mom’s face softened slightly, but she didn't soften her stance. "We know you care about it, sweetie, but you have to be realistic. You’re almost done with high school—there’s a lot at stake now."

Emily's pulse quickened. “I know what’s at stake. I’m not a little kid anymore, Mom. I can make my own decisions."

Her dad cleared his throat, clearly uncomfortable. "We’re not saying you can’t follow your passions, but it’s about being smart about it. You don’t want to end up with nothing to show for it."

Emily stared at her dad, her words barely above a whisper. "What if I end up with something more than just a paycheck? What if I create something that matters to people?"

Her mom's face tightened. "This isn't about dreams, Emily. This is about your future."

A long pause filled the room, the tension distinguishable.

Emily looked down again, hands trembling as she picked at her food. Her mind was racing. It was as if they couldn’t hear her—the real her, the one who wanted more than just a ‘secure’ future. She wanted to feel something, not just exist.

“I get it,” she said quietly, almost to herself. “I’ll drop the competition. It doesn’t matter.”

Her mom’s eyes softened, though her tone remained stern. "We just don’t want you to end up disappointed."

Emily didn’t answer right away. She stared at the unfinished meal in front of her, knowing that no matter how many times she tried to explain herself, the conversation always seemed to end the same way. Her passion was always secondary. Always practical, always what was “real.”

But to Emily, art was real.

The silence hung heavy, with only the clinking of forks breaking it. Her parents, still unsure how to navigate this delicate moment, exchanged looks but said nothing more. Emily finished her meal in silence, retreating further into herself, her heart filled with the same old ache.

Would they ever understand? Would they ever see that what mattered to her wasn’t just security, but the chance to create something that truly made her feel whole?

"Emily," her dad finally said, his voice softer than before. "We just want you to have options. You’ll see, one day, you’ll thank us for being practical."

Emily nodded without saying a word, knowing deep down that it wasn’t a promise she could ever keep.

As she continued to push her food around her plate, her appetite faded. The conversation was over. Her parents had made up their minds, and there was nothing she could say to change it.

After dinner, Emily cleared the table, and cleaned the kitchen, her thoughts swirling. The hum of the dishwasher filled the silence, but her mind was still occupied with the conversation she had with her parents. She needed space to think, somewhere quiet to gather her thoughts. So, she slipped outside, stepping into the cool evening air. The property stretched out before her, several acres of open land that she had always loved walking. Out in the distance stood an old barn that even if you want to no one could use it for anything and it needed to be torn down. However, it was peaceful here, away from the tension inside the house, the vast sky above her and the soft rustle of the wind through the trees creating a calming rhythm.
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She walked slowly, her boots crunching on the gravel path as she made her way towards the farthest corner of the field. The tall grass swayed gently, and wildflowers dotted the landscape in the bursts of color- vibrant purples, pinks and yellows. She stopped for a moment, letting the scent of the flowers fill her senses, the smell of earth and fresh air mingling in the dusk. Birds flew overhead, calling to each other as they settled for the night, their songs echoing in the stillness.
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