Writing has become my main form of communicating my deepest thoughts, feelings, emotions, fears etc.  
I’ve tried to use my voice to express myself, but, after years of being ignored, dismissed, disrespected and/or told I was being dramatic, basically being told my thoughts, feelings and emotions don’t matter, which equals to I don’t matter.
So, I bottled up every thought and emotion until the point where I stuffed so much deep down inside that I exploded.  I had so much buried that it was making me physically, mentally and emotionally sick. I realized I could not hold things in any longer, in order to be healthy, I needed to express myself somehow.
I started to write, first in my journal which was so healing.  At first, I wasn’t sure what to write, but, before I knew it, I had the pen in my hand and I just kept writing and writing.  I wasn’t even thinking about what I was writing, it was like the pen was in control and knew exactly what needed to come out, what needed to be said in order to heal myself.
Then I started putting my thoughts and emotions in poetry, prose and art.  Never intending for anyone to see, it was just for my own healing.
Two years ago, my brother David, also a veteran, died by suicide.  When I went through his journals, poems and short stories, I felt such a connection.  Our journal entries were almost exactly the same, we expressed the same thoughts, feelings, emotions, and fears.  His journal could have been mine and mine his!
David didn’t talk much, he didn’t express himself verbally but, WOW, he was amazing at expressing himself with his words.
He wrote so many beautiful poems expressing his love for others, his country, and emotional poems about his battles with depression, feeling like he didn’t belong, but desperately wanted to.  His short stories were based on his life and experiences, he told his stories with so much truth, humor, pain, and sadness along with so many other emotions.
After reading his work I knew I had to share it.  I submitted his work to a few veteran organizations.  Since I was submitting his work, I thought, what the heck, I’ll submit some of mine, it can’t hurt right?
Not only was David’s work getting high praise, but, to my great surprise, my work was getting published.
My immediate thoughts were…..WHAT?  Does this mean people are listening to me?  Connecting with my words? I’m being heard? not being dismissed?  Does this mean my voice matters?  My words matter?  I matter??  What an amazing feeling.
I’ve had so many people tell me how much they relate to my story, my poems, my art etc.  They have thanked me for being so honest, raw, vulnerable and for opening their hearts and souls and making them feel like they are not alone. 
I’m so glad I didn’t totally give up voice, some people in my life weren’t listening to my voice, but, with my writing, I’ve found so many more people willing to listen and connect to my words, which makes me feel seen and heard, which is all I’ve ever wanted. 
So, my friends, I encourage you to keep on writing.  It saved my life!




