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Wind blows through the open window 

Leaves rustle 

Their hair skims across their faces 

Three Women. 

A Grandmother. 

A Mother. 

A Daughter. 

Three generations 

Three Stories 

Sitting at a round wooden table.  

With their hands in their laps, 

How could three women 

Bound by blood 

Be so different… 

 

- Generations  

 

 

 

 

  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Born in 1946. 

Born with a heart open and free 

Some called her gullible  

Others called her naive 

In reality, 

She was just a wild horse  

Running through her field of wildflowers 

Without a care in the world 

Like a Predator,  

He came dressed in sheepskin  

Pretending to be the love of her life 

Offering her a ring as a symbol of his undying love, 

He got close enough, 

To rip her pure heart  

From her chest. 

When he was finished 

When he took everything he could. 

Her love. Her life. 

He left her all alone 

And alone she closed her eyes 

While the sound of a baby girl crying  

Rang through the field  

 

- Grandpa 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Her ears rang with the sound of her baby girl crying. 

She could hardly move in her stuffed apartment. 

She felt as though all the walls were closing in  

Little by Little each day. 

She was only 21 years old. 

How could anyone expect her to be on her own 

How could anyone expect her to raise a beautiful baby girl 

With her own heart in pieces 

The blood seeping through her pores  

Dragging her down to her knees  

She was alone in her grief 

But she had no time to mourn  

Not when she had her to care for… 

So She hid her wounds from her 

And cleaned the blood that dripped to the floor 

For she was too young to see. 

She rose from her fallen  

So her girl could see her stand strong, 

Then she pushed the walls threatening confinement 

With every bit of strength left in her wimbling limbs  

Because she knew, 

Her wounds will eventually turn to scars. 

She will learn to stand on her own. Alone. 

But she will never. Never.  



Let anything  

Or anyone, 

Hurt that beautiful baby girl of hers 

Her beautiful baby girl  

That looked  

So Much  

… Like her father.  

 

- She has his Eyes 

 

 

 

The first scar on her heart 

Was put there by the man  

That was meant to love her unconditionally 

She knew what a strong woman looked like 

She was raised by one, 

But she never knew what love looked like  

So how could she possibly believe in it. 

To her  

The only love she had ever known 

Was like the Ocean 

The Ocean only wanted to lure you in, 

So it could wrap around your ankles 

And drag you to its depths 

So it could drown out every part of you  

And turn you into an empty corpse 

Then return you to the shore  

With the crash of a wave 

After it took whatever it wanted from you. 

Why would she ever want that 

Why would she ever want to fall in love 

… So she never did… 



 

- Love like the Ocean 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In 1999, 

She woke up, 

She brushed her teeth and took a deep breath 

She closed her Eyes, 

The next thing she knew, 

She was dressed in white.  

Like a Tigress in a zoo 

Everyone looked at her and pondered her beauty 

They smiled and took pictures. 

But she was trapped.  

Caged in by the veil that covered her emotionless face. 

She never fell in love. 

But she was wearing white and walking down the aisle. 

Four years pass, 

She held a crying baby girl in her arms.  

She kissed her forehead and put her in the arms of her father. 

And went to work 

She made a vow… 



Her daughter would not grow up like she did.  

She will have a mother and a father 

She will grow up in a beautiful Home. 

She Will be Smart. She will be Strong. 

She will watch her mother create an empire and an army  

She will know what a powerful queen looks like 

And she will be raised to become one herself.   

Her Princess will be Grow into an all-powerful Queen 

 

- Royalty 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

She was born to be perfect. 

The perfect daughter. 

The perfect sister. 

The perfect princess. 

She was raised to be her parent’s dream. 

And she was.  

Or so she pretended to be... 

But no one knew that she could see the scars on everyone’s hearts 

She was born with a superpower. 

The power to see through peoples’ fake faces 

And Forced smiles. 

She could see through their facades 

She saw their wounds and their lies. 

While everyone whirled around her like leaves in a windstorm 

She stood in place and observed... 



She watched her grandmother’s tired soul 

Beaten by Love.  

She saw her mother’s heart 

Guarded and closed-off. Unable to love. 

She grew up scared of imperfections  

And warry of love. 

She listened to the wise words of the women who raised her. 

But she learned the truth. 

She knew their truth. 

She was not perfect.  

She didn’t want to be. 

She was not a princess.  

She didn’t want to be. 

She was and will forever be different… 

 

- Her Truth Revealed  

 

 

 

 

 

She is young 

She is reckless 

And her mother had no idea  

Just how powerful her baby girl had become. 

Her heart beats stronger than her Grandmother’s. 

Her Fire burns brighter than her mother’s. 

She was raised to be Tough. 

But she became unbreakable. 

She watched love fail the women she looked up to. 

She watched as men broke them both. 

But she knew what love was.  

She was not afraid of it. 



The women in her life watched as she stood on the edge of a cliff. 

She was ready to fall. 

She stared at the open ocean with desperation and determination in her eyes. 

She watched the waves crash into the stones below  

She was enchanted by their power and the pull of the moon. 

She looked up to the sky  

It burned a fiery red  

It was intoxicating. 

The mother. The grandmother. 

Ran after her with all their strength. 

They thought they taught her better than to be so reckless 

They clamped their arms around her 

Attempting to drag her from the edge. 

They Begged. And Begged. And Begged 

But their strength had been flowing through her since the moment she was born.  

They had built the very foundation of the cliff she stood upon. 

She Took Their Hands That Were Tight Around Her Body and Soul and Heart. 

She kissed their hands. Thanked them both. 

Turned back around.  

And Fell… 

In Love With Life. 

And the women who raised her watched her fall and then soar. 

 

- She Fell 



 



A Grandmother. 

A Mother. 

A Daughter. 

Three Generations. 

Three Stories. 

Three Lives. 

They sat in Silence. 

The Grandmother looked at The Mother, 

The only thing written on her face, 

Was Pride 

In herself and what she created.  

The Mother Looked at The Grandmother, 

With eyes that spoke of only gratitude 

And Honor.  

The Mother Looked at The Daughter, 

Waves of admiration, respect,  

And Wonderment seeped through. 

The Daughter 

Looked at Her Mother and Her Grandmother 

Took each of their hands 

And with Eyes filled with stars 

Said - 

“I love you” 

 

- Unconditional Love. 

 

  


