1. Basement Anthem

The speakers were older than us,
their cones rattling with borrowed bravado.
We poured ourselves into the bassline,
bodies loose with the promise of forgetting.

Someone’s cousin smuggled in cheap vodka,
and we drank like it was holy water—
each swallow baptizing us into a wilder faith.
The air smelled of dust, sweat,
and the faint sweetness of spilled soda.

We laughed too loud,
tried on confidence like second-hand jackets,
spun in circles until the ceiling blurred.
No one asked if we were ready
for a life we couldn’t return from;
we were just kids rehearsing freedom,
too young to know the script was dangerous.

When the track ended
we stood, breathless,
hearts pounding against the concrete walls—
a choir of restless drums,
singing a song we didn’t yet understand.



2. Borrowed Glitter

I stole shine from strangers’ smiles,
polished myself with compliments
I didn’t yet believe.
The mirror in the bathroom
was slick with condensation and bad lighting,
but I loved the way I looked half-blurred,
half-real—
like maybe I could become someone
who wasn’t afraid of quiet.

Every drink was a disguise,
a ticket into a version of myself
that laughed first and asked later.
I told stories with more bravery
than I ever felt,
stories that tasted like sugar
and burned on the way down.

What I wanted wasn’t a party;
I wanted an eraser,
something to rub out
the anxious pencil marks in my head.
But glitter clings.
By morning my cheeks were sticky with it,
and my reflection was waiting,
patient,
asking how long I thought
pretending could hold.


3. Polaroids Without Names

Flashbulbs seared white halos around our faces,
capturing proof of nights stitched together
by basslines and bravado.

We stacked the pictures in shoeboxes,
never writing the names,
pretending we’d always remember
who stood beside us in the blur.

The smell of smoke lingered in the corners,
sticky and sweet,
and we let our fingers trace edges
like we could somehow memorize them.

But morning always stole our memories,
leaving only the faint echo
of laughter we didn’t quite hear,
and the soft pulse of regret
we didn’t yet know how to name.


---

4. Aftertaste

The first time I tasted freedom,
it was sour-sweet,
cheap liquor fizzing on an empty stomach.

I swallowed courage—or thought I did—
but it burned too long,
a warning I mistook for warmth.

I danced on top of tables,
arms flailing like I could touch the stars,
while the world quietly cataloged my mistakes
in its ledger of forgotten things.

I mistook the fuse for a sparkler—
something harmless,
something pretty—
and didn’t see how easily
it could set everything on fire.

By sunrise, the ache had turned soft,
but the memory stayed bitter,
a lesson I couldn’t yet decode.


---

5. Runaway Pulse

I learned to run
before I learned to pause.

To chase the echo of laughter down dim hallways,
to follow music like a compass pointing anywhere but home.
Every thump of bass was a heartbeat borrowed,
every laugh a distraction from the hollow inside.

The party wasn’t just a room;
it was an escape route
scribbled across my veins,
and every heartbeat
was a pair of sneakers on pavement,
telling me to keep moving
so the dark wouldn’t catch up.

But sometimes, in the quiet,
I could still hear it—
the pulse of my own breath
demanding I slow down,
even if I didn’t know how.


---

6. Porch Light Confessional

Someone’s dad’s house,
beer cans sweating on warped wood,
mosquitoes humming backup to our slurred hymns.

We swore secrets to the dark,
voices sticky with sugar and smoke,
and the porch light flickered
like it was trying to warn us.

We mistook the warning for ambiance,
thinking the night was safe,
that our words would evaporate
with the dew at sunrise.

But the night keeps everything,
and I still feel its weight pressed against my ribs,
a reminder that even laughter
can carry the weight of what we cannot yet name.


---

7. Glowstick Hour

We cracked neon wands,
painted our skin with light,
spun circles in the backyard
like we could draw constellations
just for ourselves.

The colors flared in our hands,
brighter than we could hold,
and we believed it would last forever.

By morning, the sticks were dull plastic,
and the magic had slipped between our fingers,
leaving sticky palms and hollow rooms,
a quiet ache where excitement used to live.

We were kids again,
a little more hollow,
a little less invincible,
already learning that even joy can fade
if you don’t hold it close enough to your chest.


---

8. Too Young to Name the Cost

We were coins tossed into a fountain,
making wishes without reading
the fine print of gravity.

Our laughter rang like silver,
but the water was deeper than we understood.

Every plunge was a promise we couldn’t keep,
every ripple a warning we didn’t yet have words for.

If someone had asked the price,
we’d have said everything,
but we wouldn’t have believed how right we were.

And still we threw ourselves in anyway,
because youth is impatient,
and innocence thinks it is immortal.


9. Sticky Floors

The floor is sticky from last night’s spills,
but we don’t notice.
We dance in our socks,
laughing at the way our bodies remember more than our minds.

Someone spills beer on the carpet,
and we turn it into a game.
We aren’t reckless—we are invincible,
or so we tell ourselves.

Every step leaves a memory,
and every memory leaves a mark.
One day, I’ll realize some stains
never wash away.


---

10. Smoke Rings & Daydreams

We blew smoke rings
into the ceiling fans,
watching them curl and break apart
like small, lazy ghosts.

Somehow the room felt infinite,
even though the walls were cramped,
even though tomorrow would wait outside,
hungry and patient.

I pretended the haze
was a shield,
a private world I could escape into,
where our mistakes
were invisible
and our laughter
would echo forever.


---

11. Mirror in the Hallway

I leaned against the cracked mirror in the hallway,
watching myself shimmer
under the dim orange light.

The reflection was familiar and strange,
a girl who knew how to disappear
inside her own chaos.

I touched the glass,
tracing the lines that weren’t really mine,
and realized that even in the middle of a party,
I was already practicing how to hide.


---

12. Red Solo Cups

Red cups full of soda, half-drunks of courage,
holding the night like a fragile promise.

We passed them hand to hand,
laughing through hiccups,
trading secrets that weren’t safe to say
but thrilling to whisper.

We thought the cups contained everything—
the energy, the confidence, the immortality—
but they only held illusions,
and we drank them anyway,
as if pretending could fill the holes.


---

13. Dance Like Fire

The bass drops,
and we explode across the floor.

Arms spin like sparks,
feet catch fire with rhythm,
and I believe for a moment
that movement is enough to outrun
everything waiting outside.

But the flames don’t last.
They burn bright, then fade,
leaving ash in my hair,
a reminder that even joy
can’t escape gravity forever.


---

14. Late Night Confessions

We huddled on a porch
that smelled like old wood and cigarettes,
and whispered truths we weren’t ready to face.

Some were small, like crushes,
some were jagged, like the fear of being forgotten.

I laughed too loud,
tried to cover the tremor in my voice,
but every word felt heavy,
like it had a gravity of its own.

And in that moment,
I understood:
even in the wildest nights,
our hearts can’t escape themselves.


---

15. Broken Glowsticks

Cracked glowsticks littered the grass,
their liquid glowing faintly,
as if the magic was bleeding out.

I picked one up,
rolled it in my hand,
and realized we were doing the same—
spinning ourselves until we fractured,
leaving pieces behind
for the morning to collect.


---

16. Voices in the Parking Lot

We spilled into the parking lot,
laughing at the car alarms,
our voices bouncing off brick and asphalt.

We believed the world was ours,
and maybe it was—
if only for the stretch of midnight
before the streetlights flickered,
before the calm of dawn
pulled the thrill from our lungs.


---

17. Flashes of Recklessness

I remember the sparks:
the quick hands, the stolen cigarettes,
the dares we whispered like sacred mantras.

We weren’t brave;
we were desperate to feel alive,
to press our fingerprints
onto a life that refused to pause.

Every flash left a mark,
and every mark was a story
we didn’t yet know how to tell.


---

18. Broken Laughter

We laughed like it could fix everything,
like the sound of our voices
was strong enough to glue the cracks in our lives.

But laughter is fragile,
and sometimes it bends under the weight of too many mistakes.

Still, we laughed,
because the alternative was silence,
and silence was heavier than any hangover.


---

19. Dawn on Asphalt

The sun came up over cracked asphalt,
casting gold across spilled soda, empty cans, and sticky shoes.

We stood there, squinting,
trying to remember what we’d done
and promising ourselves we’d never be the same.

We were right—
but we didn’t know what that meant yet.
We were only beginning to learn
that every party leaves a shadow.


---

20. First Scars

The first cuts are always invisible,
etched on the edges of your skin,
the places no one notices.

We wore our mistakes in laughter,
like ribbons tied too tight,
and thought no one could see
how much the night had taken from us.

But the world notices,
and one day, those invisible scars
become maps
to the lives we almost lost.

21. Mirror Cracks

I saw myself in a cracked mirror,
the reflection trembling, fractured into pieces
I didn’t recognize.

The girl who danced in basements
was still there,
but something had followed her home.
A shadow curled around her ribs,
hissing in every heartbeat,
whispering that nothing could ever be enough.

I touched the glass,
fingers tracing the splits,
hoping if I pressed hard enough
the pieces would stitch themselves together.
But mirrors don’t heal.
Mirrors only reflect
what’s already broken.


---

22. Morning After

The floor smelled like regret,
stale beer and smoke sticking to my skin.

I tried to count the pills,
the drinks, the moments I’d lost in a single night,
but the numbers ran away from me,
slipping between fingers
like the memory of laughter
I’d once trusted.

I knew I had gone too far,
but far had become home,
and home was easier to stay in
than face the silence of myself.


---

23. Needle & Thread

I tried to stitch my life together
with scraps of joy and borrowed courage.
Every fix frayed faster than I could pull it tight,
every attempt leaving another loose end.

The needle I used wasn’t sharp enough,
or maybe it was too sharp.
Either way, I bled through the seams,
and my skeleton felt like empty cloth,
holding a shape I barely recognized.


---

24. Midnight Confessions

I whispered to the ceiling,
praying someone—anyone—was listening.
But only the shadows answered.
They echoed my secrets back to me,
twisting them into monsters I could almost touch.

I laughed to cover the tremor in my voice,
but it wasn’t funny.
I was a performer,
and addiction was the audience
that refused to leave.


---

25. Ash & Echo

Smoke curled from my fingertips,
but it didn’t taste like freedom anymore.
It tasted like ash and memory,
like nights that bled into mornings
and left nothing behind but the echo
of who I used to be.

I tried to inhale hope,
but it burned in my lungs,
and every breath reminded me
that I had traded pieces of myself
for the illusion of flight.


---

26. Fading

I watched the edges of my life blur
like old photographs left in the sun.

Faces once bright
were now shadows in the hallways of my mind,
and I didn’t know whether to reach for them
or let them go.

Even laughter became foreign,
even love became a question
I didn’t have the courage to ask.
I was fading,
but no one knew it yet—not even me.


---

27. Bottle Horizon

I stared into the bottom of the bottle,
looking for answers in its dark horizon.
Every sip promised clarity,
every swallow stole a piece of me I couldn’t name.

The streets outside waited for me,
and I walked them like a ghost,
hands empty, pockets full of fear,
hoping maybe—just maybe—
someone would pull me back
before the night swallowed me whole.


---

28. Shards of Me

Addiction doesn’t scream.
It whispers in quiet moments,
in the split second before sleep,
in the pause between heartbeat and breath.

I found myself in pieces,
shards scattered across rooms I no longer remembered entering.
I tried to collect them,
but the edges cut me every time I reached.

And yet, even in fragments,
I kept moving forward,
because even broken mirrors
can reflect light.


29. Empty Rooms

I walked through empty rooms,
each one echoing with laughter
I hadn’t heard in years.
The walls were sticky with silence,
and the floors remembered my bare feet
before I learned to run from myself.

I tried to fill the space with music,
with light, with strangers’ voices,
but the emptiness didn’t care.
It only watched
and whispered: you are not enough.


---

30. Pill Count Confessions

I counted pills like prayers,
as if numbers could absolve me.
Each one was a promise
I didn’t mean to keep,
a tiny betrayal I swallowed
with water and shame.

The cabinet rattled under my fingers,
a symphony of chaos
that I performed alone.
Even when I thought no one was watching,
the silence kept score
and it never lied.


---

31. Mirror in the Smoke

I watched myself through curling smoke,
trying to remember
which version of me belonged to reality
and which belonged to the night.

The mirror didn’t answer.
It only reflected the cracks
and the hollow space behind my eyes,
a gallery of mistakes
I didn’t yet know how to fix.


---

32. Lost Hours

Time trickled past in hours I couldn’t hold,
moments dissolving into each other
like sugar in hot water.
I couldn’t tell the difference between night and day,
between friendship and necessity,
between love and survival.

By sunrise, the clock would claim my innocence
and I’d still be chasing it down the hallways
of a life I barely recognized.


---

33. The Weight of Nothing

Sitting on a curb,
hands resting on knees,
I felt the gravity of nothing.

Not despair exactly—
more like the hollow space
between heartbeat and breath,
between decision and consequence.
Even laughter had weight,
even tears had weight,
but nothing carried the shape
of who I was supposed to be.


---

34. Night Traffic

I drove streets I barely remembered,
headlights slicing through fog
like truth I wasn’t ready to see.
Cars passed with faces I didn’t know,
and for a moment, I envied them
for not carrying the quiet chaos
that nested inside me.

The steering wheel felt like a lifeline,
but every turn whispered
that I was still lost
even when moving forward.


---

35. Ashes in My Pockets

I carried ashes in my pockets,
reminders of nights I’d set myself on fire.
They crumbled with every step,
dusting the world with the parts of me
I didn’t know how to keep.

People asked why I was quiet,
and I smiled,
because how do you explain
the weight of your own self-destruction
without losing them too?


---

36. Glass Shards

I ran my hands over broken glass,
watching the light fracture
into a thousand possibilities.
Every choice felt sharp,
every misstep cut deeper.

The pieces glittered,
but they weren’t treasures.
They were reminders
that even beauty can hurt,
and sometimes the damage
is more permanent than the lesson.


---

37. Cold Floors

I lay on cold floors,
the chill seeping into bones
that had forgotten warmth.
The room smelled like despair
and spilled alcohol,
and the ceiling stared back
without judgment
or mercy.

I closed my eyes,
listening to the quiet scream
of a life slipping
through my fingers like sand.


---

38. Counting Ghosts

I counted ghosts in my bed,
faces of people I’d loved
and left behind.
They whispered accusations,
soft and persistent,
reminding me
that I was losing
more than time or sleep—I was losing myself.


---

39. The Pull of Silence

Silence was heavier than music,
heavier than laughter, heavier than light.
It pressed down on me
when the world was asleep,
and I couldn’t hide from it.

I learned to speak into it,
but my words dissolved before reaching the corners,
and still the quiet waited
to remind me
that addiction is a companion
that never leaves uninvited.


---

40. Reflection in a Bottle

I stared into the liquid,
my face bending in the glass
like it was melting.

For a moment I thought I saw myself,
but it was a lie—
just curves and shadows
that mimicked my shape.
I drank anyway,
because even a false reflection
feels like company
when no one else is looking.


41. Blackout Pages

I wake up with blank pages in my mind,
hours erased like chalk from a blackboard.
Friends’ faces are strangers’ faces,
words I said are whispers
I can’t place in time.

I try to write it down,
to map the nights I’ve lost,
but the ink dissolves
before it touches the paper.
Every memory is a ghost
that refuses to rest.


---

42. Shivering Alone

I shiver in rooms too big for me,
clothes soaked with yesterday’s mistakes.
Even the heater can’t warm the hollow inside,
and I realize I’ve been chasing warmth
in bottles and pills
while my own chest is ice.

The walls lean in,
and silence grows teeth.
I hug myself,
but the arms of my own body
aren’t enough.


---

43. The First Fight With Me

Mirror, you liar.
You show only what you want me to see.
I slam my hands against your glass,
screaming at the reflection
that refuses to listen.

The cracks expand,
splinters falling like teeth.
I am arguing with my own shadow,
and the shadow always wins.


---

44. Streetlights Bleed

Streetlights pour orange over wet asphalt,
turning puddles into molten mirrors.
I walk, bare-handed,
hands trembling like the heartbeat of a stranger.

Each step whispers a confession,
a prayer that the night will forget me,
that the city will swallow
the mistakes I cannot erase.

But even the street remembers.


---

45. Concrete Lullabies

I lie on cold concrete,
letting the ground sing lullabies I cannot name.
The world is a chorus of noise,
but the only thing that reaches me
is the hum of my own desperation.

I close my eyes,
and the ground hums back:
you cannot hide from yourself.


---

46. The Taste of Regret

Regret is a flavor I know too well:
bitter at first,
then metallic,
then corrosive.
It lingers in my mouth
long after the bottles are gone,
long after the night
has whispered itself into dawn.

I taste it in coffee, in conversations,
even in laughter.
It is the companion I cannot shake.


---

47. Glass Floor

I walk across a floor of broken glass,
shards slicing at ankles, at confidence,
at the skin I thought was mine.

Each step leaves a cut,
each cut leaves a scar
that burns in memory.
I keep moving forward,
because stopping means facing the pieces
I am too afraid to touch.


---

48. Late-Night Bargain

I bargain with darkness,
trading hours for numbness,
promises for forgetfulness.
It never offers enough
and I always pay too much.

The quiet judge of my own choices
never forgets,
never forgives.
But I keep bargaining anyway,
because I have nothing else to trade.


---

49. Familiar Roads, Strange Hands

I take familiar roads
and meet hands I do not know.
They grip me tightly,
guiding me into shadows
I shouldn’t enter alone.

I follow anyway,
because the shadows feel safer
than the reflection staring back
from my own cracked eyes.


---

50. Counting Heartbeats

I count my heartbeat,
hoping to anchor myself
in the rhythm of my own survival.
Each thump is a reminder
that I’m still here,
even if barely,
even if I don’t like who I’ve become.

The body is stubborn;
it insists on living
long after the mind wants to give up.


---

51. Letters to No One

I write letters no one will read,
pouring out confessions and apologies
onto pages that never leave my room.
I fold them,
press them into drawers,
and close the lid.

It feels like speaking without being heard,
but somehow, somehow,
it is better than silence.


---

52. Rock Bottom Sunrise

The sky turns pink over a city I can barely name,
and I sit in the remnants of the night,
surrounded by the wreckage
of everything I thought I controlled.

And yet,
even in the wreckage,
I notice a single bird rising,
and something small stirs
that whispers: you can still begin again.


53. First Step

I open my eyes to a room I recognize
but don’t yet trust.
The air smells like possibility,
clean and sharp,
as if the walls themselves
are offering forgiveness.

I take a single step,
then another,
and my body trembles
from the weight of years
that thought I wouldn’t make it here.
But I am here,
and for now, that is enough.


---

54. Morning Breath

The first deep breath in weeks
feels like air borrowed from the stars.
I taste clarity on my tongue,
a small miracle.
I let it fill my lungs,
letting every cell know:
I am beginning again.

Even the quiet hum of the fridge
sounds like music
when I am learning to listen
instead of running.


---

55. Fingertips on Sunlight

I reach my hands toward the window,
catching sunlight on my fingertips.
It warms me in ways
that no drink or pill ever could.

The light doesn’t ask for anything,
doesn’t judge or demand.
It simply shines,
and for the first time in a long time,
I feel worthy of warmth
simply for existing.


---

56. Paper Promises

I write down my intentions
on paper torn from a notebook.
Each word is small, fragile,
but real.

I fold the sheet carefully,
press it into my pocket,
and feel the weight of hope
nestle against my ribs.
It is tentative,
but it is mine.


---

57. Quiet Victory

I laugh without needing it to cover fear.
I sit without needing to escape.
I wake without needing to forget.

These small victories
are invisible to the world,
but to me,
they are mountains scaled
and oceans crossed
all at once.


---

58. First Conversations

I speak with people
I thought I had lost forever.
Voices tremble with recognition,
apologies whispered
and received in the same breath.

I learn that connection
doesn’t have to be perfect,
doesn’t have to be immediate.
It only has to begin.


---

59. Walking Again

I step outside,
feet touching grass, gravel, pavement.
The world feels bigger than I remembered,
and I feel smaller,
but in a way that isn’t frightening.

Every step is a reclaiming,
every breath a quiet reclaim of life
that had been taken in pieces.
I am walking again,
and the horizon waits without judgment.


---

60. Glimmer

A single candle flickers on my windowsill,
and I watch it dance.

It is tiny, almost laughable,
but I see something in it:
resilience.
Hope.
The beginning of something that
cannot be extinguished by the dark.

And I realize, finally,
the light was inside me all along—
I just needed a moment
to notice.


61. Clean Hands

I wash my hands in warm water,
watching dirt swirl down the drain.
It is only soap and water,
but it feels like more:
a ritual of claiming myself
from the wreckage I carried for years.

I let the suds linger on my skin,
remembering that I am capable
of being careful,
capable of being kind
to the person I almost lost.


---

62. Notebook of Days

I write every morning now,
even if the words tremble or stumble.
Each page is a small anchor,
holding me steady against the tide
of old habits and cravings.

The notebook doesn’t judge,
doesn’t demand perfection.
It only asks me to show up,
and in showing up,
I begin to believe
that I might deserve this life.


---

63. Water on My Face

I splash cold water on my face,
and it is a shock and a relief.
The skin prickles,
and my lungs open wider than they have in weeks.

I taste clarity in the chill,
a reminder that life is more than survival.
It is sensation,
it is touch,
it is the possibility of joy
returning slowly, quietly,
like the tide coming in.


---

64. Empty Chair

I sit in the empty chair at my kitchen table
and feel the weight of stillness.
No one is here to judge,
to argue, to tempt me.

It is quiet, yes,
but in that quiet
I discover space—
space for thoughts that matter,
space to plan,
space to feel
without hiding.


---

65. Morning Sun on My Skin

I walk into sunlight,
and it lands on my skin
like permission.

It warms the parts of me
I thought the night had stolen.
And I realize
I am allowed to feel light
without apology,
without guilt,
without the shadow of last night
clinging to my ribs.


---

66. First Step Outside

I step outside and let the wind touch me,
cool and insistent.
The world is wider than my fear,
and I feel it press against my shoulders
like a friend reminding me
that the world can’t swallow me whole
if I don’t let it.

Every breath is a rebellion,
every heartbeat a reclaiming
of something I almost lost.


---

67. Small Victories

I make coffee without spilling it.
I laugh at a joke without guilt.
I call someone I love.

These small victories
stack into something bigger,
a foundation
I can stand on without trembling.
Even the tiniest steps forward
are proof
that I am building a life worth keeping.


---

68. Quiet Courage

Courage is quieter than I expected.
It does not roar.
It whispers in small decisions:
I will not pick up that bottle.
I will not leave this room without facing myself.

It is still,
persistent,
and it grows each day
until I realize
I have more than enough
to carry forward.


---

69. Reflection in Glass

I look into the reflection of a window
and see someone I am starting to recognize.
Not the girl who fled from herself,
not the shadow I carried in the dark,
but someone tentative,
someone fragile,
someone alive.

I touch the glass lightly
and know that slowly,
I am becoming
my own home.


---

70. Heartbeats Return

I notice my heartbeat
for the first time in months.
It is steady, slow,
a metronome of possibility.
I put my hand over my chest,
and it feels like a promise:
that life continues,
that recovery is not a single act
but a rhythm I can follow
one day at a time.


---

71. Morning Journal

I write down three things I am grateful for:
the sunlight, the quiet, the coffee.
It feels small, almost silly,
but small is enough.

Gratitude creeps into me
like a secret I was meant to discover.
And in its quiet way,
it begins to anchor my mind
to hope instead of despair.


---

72. Flicker of Light

A single candle flickers on my windowsill.
I watch it dance.

It is tiny, almost fragile,
but I see in it resilience,
possibility, and proof
that darkness cannot claim everything.

I realize I can hold this flame inside me,
and if I protect it,
it will grow into warmth
that no night,
no shadow,
can ever fully erase.


73. First Kick

I feel it before I see it,
a tiny flutter, a whisper in my stomach
that says: I am here.

I place my hand over the place where life moves,
and suddenly,
everything I’ve carried—the chaos, the mistakes, the nights lost—
feels distant,
like it was meant to lead me here.

I am no longer just myself.
I am a home,
a world
for someone new.


---

74. Heartbeat

The first heartbeat on the monitor
is more than sound.
It is a drum calling me back from the edge,
a rhythm I can follow
through the chaos of my past.

I press my palm to my chest,
then my belly,
and for the first time in years,
I feel steady.
The pulse reminds me:
life can be gentle,
life can be yours to hold.


---

75. Cradling Possibility

I imagine holding you,
tiny fingers curling around mine,
and for the first time,
I see my mistakes
not as chains,
but as maps.

Every wrong turn, every lost night,
led me to this moment.
Cradling possibility
feels heavier than fear,
but stronger than despair.


---

76. Morning Stretch

I rise with the sun,
arms stretching above my head
as if I can reach for hope itself.
The body that once ran from itself
now grows a life inside,
and each movement
is a prayer,
a promise,
a declaration
that I will protect this flame
no matter what.


---

77. Nursery Dreams

I paint walls with pastel hope,
hang tiny clothes like flags
that signal:
we are safe here,
we are learning how to love.

Even the small things matter:
the gentle fold of a blanket,
the quiet hum of a lullaby.
This room is a temple,
and I am its first faithful disciple.


---

78. Letters to You

I write letters to you before you arrive,
pouring all the lessons I wish I had known
onto paper that smells like clean ink.

I write of mistakes and recovery,
of nights lost and mornings found,
of resilience and love.
I hope you read them one day,
not as instructions,
but as a map of survival
and a witness to your mother’s transformation.


---

79. Cradle of Light

I hold my belly in sunlight,
and it glows back at me
like it has always known
how fragile and fierce life can be.

I realize I am the cradle
not only of this life,
but of the self I thought I had lost.
The world is no longer a threat—
it is a possibility,
waiting to be shaped
with every choice I make.


---

80. Promise in Motion

I feel you move,
tiny limbs brushing against the walls of my body
like whispers of trust.

I make a promise,
quiet and unshakable:
I will walk forward,
step by step,
even when the night threatens
to pull me back.

Because now I carry more than myself,
and love is no longer optional—it is imperative.

81. Morning Cradle

I wake before the sun,
quiet as a shadow.
The room smells faintly of powder and promise,
and I cradle you in my arms,
feeling the rhythm of life
beat against mine.

Even when the world outside
threatens to pull me back,
inside this quiet room,
we exist in a pocket of light
that no darkness can touch.


---

82. Tiny Hands, Big Lessons

Your fingers curl around mine,
and I learn what courage means.
It isn’t loud or reckless—it is soft,
persistent, relentless,
a commitment that stretches
beyond fear, beyond habit,
beyond the girl I used to be.


---

83. Soft Lullabies

I sing into your ear,
my voice shaky, imperfect,
but you quiet,
and I discover:
love does not require perfection,
only presence.

Even mistakes fade
when someone small relies on your steadiness
to teach them the rhythm of trust.


---

84. First Smile

The first smile cracks across your face,
and I feel my chest expand
with a joy I never knew existed.

I had thought I understood happiness,
but this—this is a clarity
so deep, so consuming,
it roots me to the floor
and lifts me at the same time.


---

85. Evening Breath

I hold you in the quiet of evening,
the hum of the world fading behind us.
Your breathing is a reminder
that every choice I’ve made
has brought me here.

The dark outside still waits,
but I no longer fear it.
We are together,
and that is enough
to hold off shadows.


---

86. Bottles to Blankets

I traded bottles for blankets,
chaos for lullabies.
The hands that once trembled
over pills now rock you gently,
and every motion
is a reclaiming
of the life I thought I’d lost.


---

87. Morning Walks

We step outside together,
your tiny hand gripping mine.
The world looks different now,
wider, warmer,
and every leaf, every ray of sun
is a lesson in mindfulness,
a reminder that recovery
is not only possible
but worth walking through each day.


---

88. Whispers of Hope

I whisper into your hair,
tiny promises I hope you will hear one day:
I am here.
I will protect you.
I will try, every day,
to be better than the night that came before.

Even if I stumble,
these whispers
will echo in us both,
carrying hope forward.


---

89. Cradle Conversations

I talk to you about everything,
not because you understand,
but because saying it aloud
helps me understand myself.

I recount the nights I lost,
the choices I made,
the pain that taught me resilience.
And somehow,
in speaking to you,
I find forgiveness for both of us.


---

90. Tiny Victories

Your first steps, first laugh, first word—
each a victory more meaningful than any I’ve known.

I celebrate silently,
knowing these milestones
are proof that life can be rebuilt,
that even broken hearts
can beat steady again.


---

91. Sunlight on Two Faces

I sit with you in sunlight,
watching shadows stretch and retreat.
Your tiny chest rises with steady breath,
and mine follows suit.

The warmth touches us both,
a quiet affirmation
that life has a rhythm,
and we are learning to move
together in harmony.


---

92. Night Vigil

I stay awake, listening,
counting each breath and sigh.
Fear comes, always,
but I hold you closer
and feel it fade.

Even the longest night
cannot undo the lessons we’ve learned,
the love we have built,
or the strength that rises
from choice, day by day.

93. Clean Slate

I open my eyes to a world that is neither mine nor anyone else’s.
It waits, patient,
like a page untouched by pen.

I step onto it slowly,
feet bare, hands open.
Every breath I take
is a claim,
a reclamation of the moments
I almost lost to shadow.

This slate is mine.
I will write carefully.
I will write boldly.


---

94. Morning Ritual

Coffee brews and curls its steam toward the ceiling.
I stretch, arms wide, welcoming light into my lungs.
The calendar shows the days I counted,
the days I survived.

I do not rush.
I do not punish myself.
I am present,
and that alone is revolutionary.

Even the small things now
hold weight,
and I carry them like victories.


---

95. Mirror Work

I look in the mirror and see strength
where I once saw shadow.
Every line, every mark
tells a story I’ve survived.

I touch the glass gently,
like greeting a friend I almost lost.
The reflection smiles back,
and for the first time,
it feels honest.

I am not perfect,
but I am present.
I am whole enough to be proud.


---

96. Hands That Build

I use my hands now for creation,
not destruction.
I fold clothes,
plant seeds,
rock small bodies.

Each motion is deliberate,
a statement to myself
that I am capable,
that I am worthy,
that I can rebuild
a life from the fragments I once carried.


---

97. Conversations with Self

I speak to myself without fear,
without shame.
I ask questions
I was too afraid to ask before:

What do you want?
Who do you love?
How will you honor your life today?

And in the quiet,
I hear answers
that sound like wind
through clean leaves—
simple, persistent, true.


---

98. Small Victories Stack

I did not drink today.
I did not let fear rule my morning.
I smiled at the sun.
I answered a friend’s call.

The victories are small,
but they are mountains
in the terrain of my recovery.
I am climbing back,
one deliberate step at a time.


---

99. Breath and Balance

I inhale slowly,
feel the life in my lungs.
I exhale, letting go
of the weight that no longer serves me.

Balance is not a final state,
it is practice.
I wobble, I steady, I walk.
And each step forward
is a testament
to the person I fought to become.


---

100. Horizon Open

I step outside and see the horizon wide and forgiving.
The past stretches behind me
like a shadow I can acknowledge,
but it no longer dictates my path.

Ahead, the sun rises in possibilities.
I breathe, I move,
I claim my life.
I am awake, I am present, I am free.
