Blueprints for a Girl Who Is Still Becoming

They keep handing me blueprints
for a house | never designed.

A room for success.

A hallway for expectations.

A window facing the version of me
everyone else wants to see.

| have been told

which walls should be stronger,
which colours look better,
which cracks are unacceptable.

Nobody asks the foundation
if it is tired.

Nobody asks the bricks
if they chose to be placed there.

So | build quietly.
Not perfectly.

| leave a little space
between the walls

for sunlight.

| keep a door
that only | have the key to.

| let some rooms remain unfinished,
because maybe growing
is not a construction project.

Maybe | am not a building
waiting to be completed.

Maybe | am the architect.

Maybe | have always been.

And one day,

when everyone stops measuring me
against their rulers,

| will stand inside myself

and finally call it home.



