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We once ran barefoot in morning dew, 
wide-eyed, 
chasing dragonflies through tall grass, 
building kingdoms from blankets and branches, 
watching dust dance in sunlit rooms. 
 
We asked why the sky was so big. 
Why stars stayed awake. 
Why adults stopped playing. 
 
We carried pockets full of treasures— 
stones, 
sticks, 
marbles, 
seashells, 
dreams— 
because to a child, 
everything held possibility. 
  
The world was bicycles left on driveways, 
fireflies in jars, 
cartoons on Saturday mornings, 
falling asleep in the backseat 
while someone we trusted carried us inside. 
  
No one had to teach us wonder. 
We arrived with it. 
But somewhere along the way, 
we were handed scripts. 
 
Be strong. 
Be loud. 
Be certain. 
Win. 
Compete. 
Never let them see you break. 
 
And we carried those words 



like heavy stones. 
  
Because boys learn quickly… 
Learn which tears are acceptable. 
Learn how to laugh at pain. 
Learn how to perform strength, 
even when strength is the very thing running on empty. 
  
The silence after being told 
to toughen up. 
 
The fear of not being enough. 
The loneliness hidden behind achievement. 
The scars that never appeared on skin, 
yet shaped the way we stood, 
the way we loved, 
the way we guarded ourselves. 
  
And slowly, 
without anyone noticing, 
we traded curiosity for certainty. 
wonder for answers, 
imagination for expectation. 
  
And some of us became strangers 
to the very boys we once were. 
  
But now— 
we remember. 
  
We remember freedom in wonder. 
The courage in softness. 
The strength in kindness. 
The power of saying, 
“I don’t know.” 
“I need help.” 
“I was wrong.” 
“I love you.” 
  
Because perhaps the future 
does not belong to men who know everything. 
Perhaps it belongs to men 
who are still willing to ask questions. 
Who still look up at the night sky 



and feel small— 
not with fear— 
but with awe. 
Who still believe 
that gentleness and greatness 
can walk hand in hand. 
Who understand 
that growing up 
was never meant to mean 
growing cold. 
  
And so we step forward— 
not defined by a role, 
but by the infinite ways 
we can grow. 
And maybe the destination 
was never perfection. 
Maybe it was presence. 
To laugh without needing a reason. 
To hold a hand. 
To forgive. 
To know that being alive 
is not something we have to earn. 
And maybe the bravest thing 
a man can do 
is remember 
the wonder 
he was born with— 
  
and discover the beauty 
  
of simply being. 
 


