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Foreword

Dear Reader,

This collection is personal.

Each poem in The Quiet Between is a quiet moment, a question, or a truth I’ve carried — sometimes for years. They reflect life as I’ve come to see it: not in certainties, but in nuance; not always in volume, but often in stillness.

I’ve spent years writing, rewriting, and listening to the spaces in between — the pauses, the silences, the soft details that shape us.

It means a great deal to share these with you now.

I hope you find something here that feels familiar, comforting, or quietly stirring.

With gratitude,

Andy D’Souza



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A Lonely Cowboy
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At dawn, the cowboy wakes.

No songbirds, no voices.

Nothing but darkness to greet him.

His belongings are few,

gathered like memories in dusted canvas.

But his prized possession,

his guitar, more than an object,

rests close.

A manifestation of his soul.

He is a man of few words,

but in silence,

he finds solace, 

and speaks more than most do in crowds.

He is a drifter,

a rootless soul

moving from ranch to ranch,

never lingering,

never settling.

By day he herds, brands, ropes,

his hands calloused,

his brow lined with sweat.

The work is relentless.

Breaks are scarce.

But he never complains.

His reward,

an hour alone after supper,

where the land grows quiet,

and shadows stretch long.

He walks to the far reaches of the ranch.

There, beneath a sky decorated with

million-year-old stars,

he sits.

He picks up his guitar.

And plays.

A melody rises.

Raw, unpolished, honest.

Nature is his only audience:

the hush of grazing cattle,

the whisper of grass,

the slow sigh of wind.

Through music,

he bares his soul.

Each note spills from
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