
Recognition and Isolation 
 
A Manifesto 
 
There comes a moment 
when recognition arrives 
before permission. 
When the world sees the glow 
but refuses to name the sun. 
 
I learned early 
being ahead means being alone. 
Not because you’re arrogant, 
but because vision travels faster 
than consensus. 
 
Isolation isn’t exile. 
It’s incubation. 
 
When you carry something real, 
rooms go quiet. 
Eyes measure you. 
Doors hesitate. 
Not out of doubt 
but out of fear 
that your existence rearranges the hierarchy. 
 
I’ve been applauded in whispers 
and resisted in daylight. 
Celebrated privately, 
questioned publicly. 
That’s how you know 
you’re touching truth. 
 
Recognition without support 
is a test. 
Isolation without bitterness 
is mastery. 
 
I stopped asking to be chosen 
when I realized 
builders aren’t invited 
they arrive with blueprints. 
 



I’ve sat with silence 
until it spoke back. 
I’ve sharpened my mind 
where no applause could reach. 
I’ve learned that loneliness 
is not the absence of love, 
but the presence of responsibility. 
 
Because when you see clearly, 
you inherit the burden 
of walking first. 
 
They’ll call you distant 
when you’re disciplined. 
They’ll call you intense 
when you’re focused. 
They’ll call you lucky 
when you’ve bled in private. 
 
Let them. 
 
Recognition comes in waves. 
Isolation comes in chapters. 
Legacy comes from surviving both 
without losing tenderness. 
 
I am not hidden. 
I am positioned. 
 
I am not ignored. 
I am early. 
 
And if I walk alone right now, 
it’s only because 
the path hasn’t caught up yet. 
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