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Introduction

There are books that come from thought, and books that come from feeling. This one came from everything.

Because I Felt Everything is my heart cracked open—grief and rage, tenderness and joy, memory and mourning all poured into words that wouldn’t stay quiet. I didn’t write these poems for perfection. I wrote them to survive, to process, to remember, to heal. Each piece is a moment I lived, felt, witnessed or heard—sometimes softly, sometimes screaming.

This book doesn’t promise clean endings. It doesn’t follow a straight line. Healing rarely does. But inside these pages, I hope you find a version of yourself reflected back—whether it’s the part of you that aches, that loves too deeply, that hides, that laughs, or that finally says “I’m still here.” These are more than 25 poems to speak to every emotion, personality, trauma, love and life.

This is for the ones who felt too much and kept going.

This is for the ones who became more real because of it.

—Makitia Thompson

Content
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For the ones who feel deeply. You are not too much




-  Makitia Thompson
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​SECTION ONE : THE ACHE OF BECOMING
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When the pain is new, sharp, and unapologetic

This section is the beginning of everything—where survival becomes its own kind of language. These are the poems that sit in the dark with you, that honor every ache without rushing to fix it. Here, we don’t hide the grief. We wear it like skin.

Some days, I’m almost free

Some days,

I forget to flinch when the phone rings.

I speak without rehearsing.

I walk into a room

without scanning for exits.

Some days,

the past stays quiet.

Grief doesn’t grab me by the throat.

The weight of everything I never said

feels less like chains

and more like fog—

still there,

but passable.

I smile without guilt.

Laugh without choking on memory.

I wear clothes that hug me

instead of hiding me.

I let someone hold my hand

and I don’t pull away

like I’m burning.
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I think—

this must be what healing feels like.

Not loud.

Not triumphant.

Just

possible.

Just present.

Some days,

I don’t carry every version of myself

like a burden.

I let the girl who survived rest,

just for a while.

I let the woman I’m becoming

breathe.

It’s not every day.

There are still storms

where the wind sounds like doubt,

where I forget how far I’ve come,

where I still ache

for what didn’t happen,

what should have,

what never could.

But some days, I’m almost free.

And on those days, I try to remember—

even almost 

is a kind of arrival.

Sorry 

Grief is not something I understand

Not one word can describe it

Time can heal wounds

But it can’t erase pain

Sorrow brings tears

Those tears bring uncertainty

I’m not sure if I should hug you

I have no idea if it’ll make a difference

A shoulder is always appreciated

Though it might never be able to hold all of the weight pain carries

There’s supposed to be a word for everything

Yet I never have one for times like this

I’d love to tell you it won’t hurt forever

I wish I could believe that myself

I’ve only had one word for grief

Sorry

Sorry that you’re going through this

Sorry that this has to be a part of life

I’m sorry there’s no good explanation

I’m sorry your heart is hurting

I apologize that a person enters your life

becomes your joy, becomes your confidant

Your greatest everything, then your deepest pain

I’m sorry that my sad words can’t make it better

I’m sorry if you cry harder

Moments of tragedy

Hopefully overcome by memories of love

Life can be lost, memories can be saved

This pain will stay with you

But so will the love

Love I feel for you, love your sisters feel

Love that can’t and won’t fade

Because it’s even deeper than pain

Deeper than uncertainty

Stronger than grief

Reaped Souls

Death is frightening

Like a fast moving train headed your way

The idea of one day dying, maybe in some horrible fashion

or living the longest life

Only not to be remembered or missed

Feels like hurdles I have to jump everyday

Crossing the road, taking a swim

Simply walking down the street

Somehow became so terrifying

Every action began to excruciatingly painful

Some actions could be considered nothing

But death would still paralyze me

Up until my life rapidly unraveled

It all fell apart, in what seemed like seconds

I couldn’t hold onto anything, it all got away

My life crumbled into barely visible pieces

Nothing could be put back into place

While witnessing my world come crashing down

I unknowingly welcomed in death

It was no longer too much crossing the street

Because I didn’t care to make it. Swimming was a relief

Taking in water, took my mind off of things

Hitting the bottom, was like finding lost treasure

With everything happening so fast

My emotions were in an uproar, chaos was all I knew

Death walked right into my life

and I gave it a hug. It’s so easy to stop trying

My life had fallen apart

So I let everything else be the end of me

So many vile thoughts filled my head

Circling me like sharks

I could've asked for help or took it when offered

But going on seemed so hard

While rebuilding looked to difficult

Death provided a clear path

Yes it was painful, heartbreaking, maybe selfish
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