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For the women who’ve been broken,

and still chose to love again.

For the ones who walk through fire

with ash on their skin and softness in their hearts.

For every survivor who stitched herself back together

in silence.

This book is for you.

You are the reason I kept writing.

You are the reason I never stopped.

With everything I have,

M. Williams
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There are some stories that don’t come out in full sentences.

They live in the body first—

in the tightness of the chest,

the tremble in the hands,

the ache that stays long after goodbye.

Scars Woven into Starlight was never written for applause.

It was written for survival.

These poems were born in the aftermath—

of grief that took up too much room,

of love that didn’t stay,

of moments that cracked me open

before I was ready to heal.

They came quietly,

in the middle of sleepless nights,

or loud and shaking

when I finally let myself feel.

This collection is not linear.

Because healing isn’t.

It’s messy and nonlinear,

filled with forgetting and remembering,

with silence and scream,

with falling apart and learning how to rebuild

again and again.

Every poem in this book is a fragment of that becoming.

Every stanza a piece of the pain,

the softness,

the strength.

And maybe if you’re here—reading this—

you’re carrying something too.

Maybe you’ve been haunted,

or broken,

or told that your story was too much.

I want you to know this:

You are not too much.

You are not alone.

And your scars do not make you less beautiful—

they trace a path back to who you’ve always been.

If anything in these pages speaks to you,

I hope it’s this:

Even when it hurts,

even when it’s quiet,

you are still rising.

And you are never without light.

— M. Williams
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This is not just a book of poems. It is a body I had to break open to write.

These pages carry the ache of what was lost, the silence that followed, and the way pain lingered like smoke long after the fire was gone. These are the poems I wrote when I could barely speak. When grief curled against my ribs. When I didn’t know if I’d survive the weight of what I was carrying.

There were days I unraveled, slow and quiet. Nights I held my breath through the hurt. I wrote through those moments—not to make them pretty, but to make them real. Because healing isn’t clean. It’s sharp, and sacred, and it tears you apart before it lets you bloom.

These words are blood and bruise and the soft, stubborn spark of hope.

They are the ghosts I had to sit with.

The wounds I named.

The strength I didn’t know I had.

And if you’re holding this book, maybe you’ve felt it too—

The heartbreak.

The haunting.

The hollow.

The moment you start becoming someone new.

I hope these poems meet you where you are.

I hope they remind you: You are not alone in the breaking.

And there is a light inside you still—

even if all you can see right now are stars.
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This book would not exist without the women who reminded me that survival is not only possible, but sacred. To every survivor who has ever carried silence, pain, or grief—you are the reason I wrote these words. Thank you for your courage, your honesty, and your unyielding light.

To my family—your love is the steady ground beneath me. Thank you for holding space for my words, even when they were heavy. To my children and grandchildren—you are my greatest proof that love is always worth it, and that life continues to bloom even in the hardest seasons.

To the friends who listened to my brokenness without judgment, who reminded me that my voice mattered—you helped me find the strength to speak again.

To the readers: thank you for turning these pages, for carrying these poems in your hands and hearts. It is no small thing to hold someone else’s scars with tenderness. I am humbled and grateful beyond measure.

And finally—to the girl I used to be: thank you for surviving long enough to let me write this book. These words are for you. These words are because of you.

With gratitude and love,

M. Williams
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