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​Part One Before the Fire
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​All of Me
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She loved like it was no other. She gave uncontrollably in need of nothing.




Her heart was nice and firm Just like her skin

She forgave as if it was her last days not just to pretend.




For she knew what she wanted; her intelligence made it possible The woman forgave like no tomorrow.
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​God’s Plan
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Our love is unique and ever so kind with complete trust and guided faith we’ll always strive.




I remember saying and praying

that I never wanted to love again but,

He had different plans for me the moment you stepped into my life was pure destiny.




He makes no mistakes when combining two souls for the sake of pure unity

and divine preordained His work

is now complete. Let us take this walk

by faith followed by His word for eternity.




I asked God what took so long, where you been all this time and,

He replied, “patience my dear, some people are blessings and many lessons.”

Continue to pray I make no mistakes.
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​She Found God in the Mirror
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Not in a church. Not in a psalm.

Not in the mouths of those who dismissed her pain as disobedience.




She found God

the moment she saw herself as divine.




Not perfect. But whole.

Sacred in her scars.




Holy because she survived.
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​Sweetheart
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Wasn’t nothing growing up, Still sweet as hell, But not sweet enough for them to give a damn.




Relationships I’ve been in? I knew it wasn’t real love.

Never had that high school spark, Secretly wished for a college sweetheart.




When love found me, I was blind. They laughed when I compared my life to the blind side of some ‘09 film.

What I thought was love? It hurt. It broke me.




No one came close to how she led me to God. Through her, I found peace.

They say 1+1=2...

But if we became one under God How does that math add up too?
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​The Light They See in You
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You can be the most beautiful soul in the world, light spilling from your eyes, rainbows trailing your every step.




And still, you won’t believe it. Still, it won’t feel like enough.




Because what good is beauty when the mirror is cruel?

What good is praise

when doubt speaks louder?




Every moment you spend tearing yourself down is a moment of your life you’ll never get back.




You can’t go back

and rewrite the beginning but you can start today

and choose a different ending.

You can believe again. In yourself. In your worth.

In the light that’s always been yours.
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​Tired
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Put down the gun you ain't tired yet. Pick your head up, a change is comin', don’t forget.




Somethin' tells you

That's the only way to find peace, but believe me when I say, it’s not the streets, God is the only release.




Born into sin, We live in a dirty world, 

where people hurtin' people are just another day unfurled.




But turn to God,

Our Creator, deep in your heart you’re not too far gone, you just need a new start.




Your mind has blinded you, so you can’t truly see...but you ain’t tired yet not until you fall to your knees. Instead of listening

to all those other voices,

lift your head, lift your hands. There are better choices

God brought you this far, he’s never walked away.

So don’t you give up now you were meant to stay.
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​What I Wish She Knew
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You didn’t deserve the silence, but you wore it like armor.

You didn’t deserve the bruises,

but you stitched them beneath your smile.



OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Ink
o

LETTERS TO THE GIRL
WHO SURVIVED

J. C. DESTINI

POETRY MEMOIR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.png





