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​GONE LIKE THE WIND



​I. THE FIRST WHISPER OF LEAVING

They told me once that love dies quietly—

not in flames, not in storms, not in the rage of a god

breaking the sky with his fists—

but in the softest whisper,

the kind you barely hear unless you are already broken.

You stood at the doorway that night,

hands shaking like branches caught in winter,

eyes refusing to look anywhere near mine.

And then you said it—

not loudly, not sharply,

but with a tone meant to cut without drawing blood:

“I wish you would just be gone... gone like the wind.”

The wind.

That nameless thing that carries dust

and broken memories

and all the endings we never wanted to face.

I felt my heart turn hollow—

a cup tipped over,

pouring everything onto the floor

for the world to step on.

I never thought I would become

something someone wished away—

a ghost,

a leaf,

a breath that disappears before it forms.

But in that moment,

I learned what it meant

to be unwanted,

unloved,

and painfully disposable.

You didn’t push me.

You didn’t scream.

You didn’t curse.

You just wanted me gone—

as if my presence had become

a sin you were tired of confessing.

And I broke.

Silently.

Completely.

Hopelessly.



​II. THE DOOR YOU CLOSED SLOWLY

Some goodbyes come like storms—

violent, sudden, tearing everything apart.

But yours came like dusk—

not bright, not dark,

just slowly swallowing the light

until I didn’t realize

I was standing alone in the night.

You closed the door the way

someone closes a book

they’ve grown tired of reading.

No slammed hinges,

no shattered glass,

no final scream.

Just that terrible softness—

the softness of someone

who no longer cares if you stay or go.

And the house felt colder after.

The walls felt like strangers.

The floor beneath me

felt like it belonged

to someone else’s story.

I tried calling your name once,

just to hear the echo,

just to prove

I still existed in the space you left behind.

But even the echo refused to return.

Even sound was tired of carrying my hope.

I waited for you to look back—

you never did.

I waited for you to hesitate—

you didn’t.

I waited for your heart to falter—

it had already left.

And the wind outside felt different,

as if it already knew

it would inherit me soon.



​III. THE WIND BEGINS TO CLAIM ME

You wished it.

You meant it.

And the world, cruel as ever, listened.

The wind came slowly at first—

a breeze tugging at my clothes,

lifting strands of my hair,

touching my skin

with the gentleness

you once gave me.

I thought it was comforting—

until I realized

it was trying to pull me away.

Piece by piece.

Breath by breath.

Memory by memory.

The wind does not simply move things.

It erodes them.

Thins them.

Steals them.

And I felt myself unraveling—

my voice becoming quiet,

my reflection fading from mirrors,

my footsteps leaving less and less of a mark.

You had cast your wish like a spell,

and the wind was obeying.

I was dissolving,

becoming smaller,

lighter,

less human.

Until I wondered

if I was already a ghost—

and only my heart hadn’t realized it yet.

The wind wrapped around my chest

like a hand made of disappearing.

And for the first time,

I felt what it meant

to not belong anywhere.



​IV. THE THINGS YOU NEVER SAID OUT LOUD

There are things people don’t say

that speak louder than their mouths ever could.

The way you avoided my touch—

that said everything.

The way you paused before answering—

that said too much.

The way your eyes drifted

toward places that didn’t include me—
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