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    For everyone who survived their home and is learning to build a new one.
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Architecture 


[image: ]




I built an exit in my mind before I learned to build a life.

Every room in my head has a window, every window has a ledge,

every ledge has taught me that survival is just another word for escape.

My mother called it a house. I called it a holding cell.

She planted roses by the porch. I counted the thorns as weapons.

She said this is where we belong. I said belonging shouldn't taste like blood.

Now I'm learning that leaving is an art form,

that some doors must be burned to be opened,

that home is not always the place that raised you—

sometimes it's the place you run toward in the dark,

the place that doesn't flinch when you arrive broken.
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Instructions for Surviving Your Childhood
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First, learn to make yourself small.

Fold your bones like origami, tuck your voice beneath your tongue.

Become the kind of quiet that doesn't provoke storms.

Second, memorize the sound of footsteps.

Know which ones mean dinner, which ones mean danger,

which ones mean hide, which ones mean it's too late to hide.

Third, build a world inside your head where you are king.

Name the trees after your favorite words,

make the rivers run with all the things you're not allowed to say.

Fourth, survive. However you can. Whatever it takes.

Steal moments of softness like they're contraband.

Hold onto any scrap of beauty like it's proof you're still human.

Last, remember: this is not forever.

One day your legs will be strong enough to carry you away.

One day you'll wake up in a room that doesn't echo with ghosts.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Elegy for the Girl I Was
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She didn't make it out.

The girl who believed that love looked like violence,

who thought that silence was the same as safety,

who learned to flinch before she learned to read.

I left her behind in that house,

buried under floorboards creaking with secrets,

painted over with fresh coats of forgiveness

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
, ASHES
~ AND
AFTERMATHS

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





