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First Edition

 


 

 

There are lights we inherit, 

and lights we must build ourselves.

 

This is about the second kind.

 


Dedication

 

 

For those who survived by dimming their light.

To every soul who mistook endurance for love— may you learn that softness is not surrender, that your body is sacred,

and your truth a home you can always return to.

 

For those who silenced themselves to be accepted— may your voices rise like tides.

May your glow never dim

for the comfort of others.

 

You were never meant to disappear to be loved.

Your light was never borrowed.

It was always yours to keep.

 


Author’s Note

 

This book was not written all at once.

It was uncovered—slowly, tenderly— like light returning to a room that had forgotten the sun.

 

For years, I carried stories I was too afraid to speak aloud.

They lived in my body,

in the silence I mistook for control, in the way I kept showing up for everyone but me.

 

When I finally began to write,

it was supposed to be for an English assignment.

I did not know it would become a mirror.

I did not know it would save me.

 

Parentless, but Living was the hardest to write.

Every line felt like reopening a wound that never fully closed.

But Body Prayer healed me.

It reminded me that softness was never weakness— it was survival.

It was my body asking me to stay.

 

This collection is both a mirror and a release— for me, and for anyone who has ever tried to earn love by disappearing.

It is for those who mistook endurance for strength, who kept quiet just to be kept.

 

Through writing, I learned that love was never gone— only buried under all the noise.

Peace is not loud.

Healing is not instant.

But both are possible.

 

If you have ever doubted that—look at me.

We are safe now.

We can do this.

You can too.

 

When you reach the final page,

I hope you feel what I finally do:

a calm love—

the kind that does not ask permission to exist, the kind that whispers,

you are loved.
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Part I —

When the Light Was Lost 

The beginning: where innocence fractures and silence learns your name. It is not darkness yet—it is absence. The hush before the breaking.

 


 

The Reckoning

The Beginning

 

Before you meet the girl who was parentless, you should know— I was not always soft.

I was not always here.

 

There were years I mistook escape for living— pills for peace,

touch for tenderness,

silence for control.

I called it strength.

But it was only survival

