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  THE GENESIS OF CHRONICLES



Introduction

Dear Reader,

Welcome to Chronicles — Where Shadows Breathe. This book is more than a collection of words—it is a journey through extremes: fire and ice, joy and pain, love and loss, light and shadow. At times we burn, at times we freeze; pain has a way of shifting us between the two.

This fifth edition brings together my most recent works alongside my earlier collections. While Visions of Prosetry was inspired by picture prompts, the pieces in Chronicles draw their life and energy from word prompts—sparks that ignite stories, poems, and reflections directly from language itself. This collection captures a fresh, immediate exploration of emotion, experience, and insight, a complement to the earlier imagery-inspired works.

These pages gather the essence of my life’s work—Poetic Knight, Thorns & Roses, MidKnight Rendezvous, Urban Prose & Short Stories, and the fully realized Visions of Prosetry—showing the dualities that shape us: warmth and cold, creation and destruction, resilience and surrender.

Within these pages you will encounter love that ignites, battles waged both inward and outward, and quiet moments that demand reflection. Some pieces will carry you into realms of imagination, while others stand firmly in the rawness of real life. Together, they reveal not only fragments of my story but echoes of your own.

As you move through this book, let fire remind you of your strength and passion, and let ice grant you clarity and space to breathe. May these words linger with you long after the last page, not as mine alone, but as shared reflections of the human experience.

With honesty, heart, and gratitude,

Nelly Vee






I

Light, Shadows, Flame
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From my mother’s womb, I was made whole. Since I was a child, Mom taught me the meaning of love—how to be loved—and the beauty of the entire package of it. I observed it from the way my dad treated Mom. I was a very happy child, the apple of both their eyes.

Although an only child, most would say I was spoiled, that I got the best of both worlds: a mother and a father—unlike those who grew up in a single-parent home or with sibling rivalries. Yes, I don’t deny the “spoiled” part, being the only child and all, but sometimes I wished I had siblings—a big sister or brother I could run to with my issues, or a little brother or sister to whom I could pin the blame and escape trouble. But it was just me.

It seemed I was fully prepared to enter the real world. The puzzle box set I came wrapped in was indeed now completed. I looked exactly like the beautiful picture on its cover. No man—or anyone for that matter—could have stolen my joy and peace or taken advantage of me. I was indeed whole, but…




You Took A Piece Of Me…

My darling husband, I am writing this letter to you because this is what it has come to. You won’t talk to me, and when I do capture your attention, the look on your face—it’s as if you are looking at some hideous monster. I hope you read this letter first and not discard it like I feel you did with me—without reading the signs, truly seeing me, my pain; without listening to my unspoken heart as it cries to you within.




You Took a Piece of Me…

Can’t you see there is a piece missing from me? You were supposed to be my first love, my soulmate, my best friend. Dammit! We were middle and high school sweethearts. We’ve known each other through our whole childhood tears, but the man you’ve become I do not recognize anymore. Never would I have imagined in a million years that the little boy who hugged me and consoled me when I fell off the monkey bars at six years old would become the person you are today.




You Took a Piece of Me…

I can see you trying to fix it, trying to put back the missing puzzle pieces, but what’s the use of putting back two pieces of the puzzle when you deceptively steal three more? Don’t you think I would notice? Can’t you see the entire puzzle set is me? Besides, when we were little toddlers, we learned that you cannot fit a circle piece into a triangle hole, nor a square into a circle’s. So why do you continue to do this? All you are doing is hurting me even more. Until you take the time to see—truly see—beyond the layer of what you consider a toy (me), you will never grasp the magnitude of the cracks and the damages that are already evident within my heart.




You Took a Piece of Me…

You see, darling, the thing about emotional and physical abuse is that it never allows you to truly forget. It is like a sharp spur, a thorn that buries itself deep within your inner being, a virus-like disease that slowly eats away at your self-esteem. We’ve been in this marriage for almost five years. The irony was when we first reconnected in college, you told me all the beautiful things I heard from my father and treated me exactly how a woman—a wife—was to be treated. It was as if you were a fly on the wall of my childhood home and witnessed the love I genuinely received from my parents. You were the direct mirror image of that love my mom said I deserved as a little girl. You loved me for who I was skin-deep, but lately it is as if I don’t even exist in your world anymore. I thought I was beautiful—at least that’s what you first told me. But you cannot even stand to look at me. See me! I am the same within. I am the same me, my love, but…




You Took a Piece of Me…

I forgave you the first time you strayed. To this day you still deny anything happened, even when I caught you rushing to put on your pants. And that hussy—she looked at me with a smirk on her face like she had all the time in the world to get dressed. She wasn’t even trying to give me the respect I deserved in my own home. Come on! Our kids were in the adjacent room. She was my maid of honor—my best friend. Even though I did not actually catch you committing the crime, it doesn’t mean you could play me a fool. You say things were just getting started when I walked in, but to me, it looked like you both were satisfied and well-fed.




You Took a Piece of Me…

When I am stressed, I eat. I began to gain weight, and as the pounds multiplied on my body, I began to stress even more. Did you help? No! I thought we were a team—a unit. We took the vows “in sickness and sorrow.” You said you would love me until the day you die. Can’t you see I am sick because of the sorrow you are causing me? Instead of helping, you continue to load your gun with hurtful bullets—fiery words—and shoot them at me. You call me fat, you call me lazy, but the most hurtful of all is when you called me nasty. These pointed combinations of words did it for me. They destroyed the sensitive part of me I thought was well fortified—my soul.




You Took a Piece of Me…

Your hateful words became my reality. They distorted the vision I had for myself. Anyone with high self-esteem can be broken down gradually. You hear the same thing over and over and eventually it becomes a truth. This is how I feel. This is now the subconscious image of who I am. It turned out I was never as strong as I believed myself to be.




You Took a Piece of Me…

It’s incredible how you love our children the way you do. I admit, you do take care of them as a father should. But what about me? Am I not a part of their making? Did they not come from my womb—the same womb we grew and nourished together? Honestly, you planted the seed, but I cared for and protected them for what seemed to be an eternity through all elements of your continuous abuse. You’d think I’d get some credit.

There are no boundaries with you, however, and your existence is an oxymoron within itself. You say you love our children, but you curse me, you call me names, you slap and fist me in front of them. Is this your love? Can’t you see each time they stare in silence as their mother suffers your abuse, they are terrified? They only run to you with love because they are forced to do so, afraid of what you would do to them if they get out of line. It’s not genuine love. Who would want such a love like this? Love should never be a forced gesture. This is how I feel when you say you love me during the same breath your hands rain down blows and blows upon my head. You beat me because you love me? You beat me because I am me? I don’t understand this concept—your rationale of why you continuously keep taking a piece of me…

(To be continued)




Read the Prequel “Scars,” found in this book.
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“My dear child, don’t be afraid. Mommy’s right here. Mommy’s got you.”




I float in darkness, a liquid world where every sound is muted, every movement cushioned by warmth. Pressure coils around me, tight and relentless, like an invisible hand testing my strength. I twist, curl, push—yet the walls of my home hold firm, relentless, shaping me, pushing me to fight before I even know how to fight.




Every heartbeat I feel is hers—strong, rhythmic, insistent. It’s a drum, a call, a tether. I press back instinctively. I am alive, I must survive.




“My dear child, don’t be afraid. Mommy’s right here. Mommy’s got you.”




Her voice reaches me through the liquid, a vibration I feel more than hear. Calm, fierce, steady. My first anchor in a world I’ve yet to see.




I clench the sheets, sweat slicking my skin, every contraction a hammer pounding through me. My body fights with a force I cannot control, my mind flickering between panic and determination. Each wave of pain screams, push, breathe, hold on.




Hours stretch. Every sound outside is muted, irrelevant. It’s just me and the child, connected in ways I cannot describe, but feel in every fiber of my being.




“You can do this. I know you’re tired. I know it hurts. But you’re coming, my love. I’m right here.”




My breath shakes. My voice quivers. My body moves in rhythms older than time, instincts older than thought. Every contraction feels like the edge of the world, and yet, every one pulls us closer together, closer to life outside.




I feel a shift. Pressure intensifies, sharp and undeniable. There is no darkness now—only a path I cannot see, only the pull of a force that demands motion. I twist, I push, I fight alongside my mother, even though I don’t know it yet.

Her voice guides me: steady, unwavering. 




“My dear child, don’t be afraid. Mommy’s right here. Mommy’s got you.”




I respond with every ounce of instinct, every curl of my tiny fists. I fight through the squeeze, the stretch, the unknown.




The world changes abruptly. Light. Cold. Air that stings. Sounds I cannot comprehend—voices, machines, footsteps, and her heart beating still, pounding still, calling me forward.




Hands scoop me up, warmth replacing the cold. Skin against skin. Her chest rising, falling, carrying me before I can even name the sensations. I tremble, cry, gasp. She weeps. I feel it in her touch. Every tear, every relief, every fear—all wrapped around me in a blanket of love that I will carry forever.




“My dear child, don’t be afraid. Mommy’s right here. Mommy’s got you.”




Air floods my lungs, sharp and unfamiliar. I scream instinctively, a mix of fear and life. The sterile smells, the antiseptic, the warmth of her skin, the sound of her heartbeat—all collide. I am alive.




Her hands rock me. Her whispers anchor me. Every shiver, every cry, every blink met with her love. She is my tether. My first home outside the womb.




Years pass. Scraped knees, broken hearts, sleepless nights, and moments of triumph—through all of it, I hear her. Through storms, through loss, through the mistakes and the pain of growing, her voice carries me.




“My dear child, don’t be afraid. Mommy’s right here. Mommy’s got you.”




Now, decades later, I close my eyes and feel it: the push, the pressure, the cold, the warmth, the fight, the cry, the embrace. I understand the full weight of it—the sacrifice, the fear, the courage it took to bring me into the world.




Her love shaped my first breath, my first heartbeat outside the liquid world, and every step I’ve taken since. The bond forged in those first minutes endures, unbroken.




Even now, in quiet moments, I hear it echo—steady, unwavering, eternal.

Voices through the water…
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In the heart of Chroma, where colors tell tales,

I dressed in hues that span my life’s scales:

Black, for the nights in marriage’s embrace,

And the void that echoed after its erase.

Red, for the love and the wars overseas,

Where bravery met loss that brought me to my knees.

Gold for the glow in my children’s eyes,

Moments of pure joy that money can’t buy.

Silver threads weave through my years of wisdom earned,

For calm amidst the storms that fiercely churned.

Topaz sparkles for the highs amid the lows,

Lighting up my path where the dark shadow goes.

Bullied in youth, a palette dim and cold,

Self-esteem frail, in whispered tales retold.

Yet here I stand in Chroma’s vibrant maze,

Wearing my spectrum, enduring all phase.

My colors clash, yet they dance in the light,

Reflecting a life of love, war, and plight.

In this city of hues, my story I tell—

Each shade a chapter, where heartache and joy dwell.
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