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A Begging Heart

By Hassu.M

"Some people leave. Some people take everything with them when they go."

For every person who has ever loved someone

more than they were loved back.

And for the ones who kept loving

long after they ran out of reasons to.

* * *
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Salute to those eyes

that watched their beloved

fade from their sight.

Saw them part

through a blur of breaking light.

And still chose patience.

This book is for you.

You, who stayed soft

after everything tried to make you hard.

You, who kept your hands open

when the world kept emptying them.

You are not weak for how long you waited.

You are the bravest person in the room.

About This Book

BEFORE YOU BEGIN, KNOW this: this is not a story about someone who could not handle heartbreak. It is a story about someone who handled everything - the silence of the people who were supposed to protect him, the departure of friends, the slow and cold education of loneliness - and survived all of it. He survived it so quietly that when love finally arrived, he gave it everything he had ever held back.

That is what this story is about. Not love. The trap of giving your everything to someone who is still deciding whether they want it.

A Begging Heart is a story about trust, about the particular courage of people who have been broken and choose to open again anyway, and about the very thin line between devotion and hurting yourself. It will make you think about everyone you have ever loved. It will make you think about the ones who left. And it will make you think - perhaps most painfully - about the version of yourself that existed before the leaving.

Read slowly. Some of these pages will ask things of you.

There is a kind of person

who loves with no ceiling.

Who gives and gives

past the point where giving makes sense.

The world calls this foolishness.

I call it the bravest thing I have ever seen.

- Hassu.M
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Chapter One
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The Boy Who Used to Dance

BEFORE THE WORLD GOT to him, he was the kind of person rooms missed when he left them.

He was not handsome in the way that stops conversations. He was handsome in the way that starts them - a face always on the edge of a smile, eyes that paid real attention when you spoke, the warm energy of someone who is genuinely glad to be alive. He danced badly and knew it and did not care. He sang in the shower and in the car and sometimes in the middle of a sentence when a song reminded him of something. He had friends. He had laughter. He had the easy, open confidence of someone who has not yet learned that the people who are supposed to love you can also be the ones who damage you most.

That lesson came early.

By the time he was seventeen, the people who were supposed to be his safe ground had taken more from him than most strangers ever could. Not with violence. With something quieter and harder to name: the slow pulling away of warmth. The cruelty of being in the same room as someone who has decided you are not enough. He watched himself get smaller around them. He watched the dancing boy in the mirror become someone he did not recognize.

The singing stopped first. Then the dancing. Then the easy talking. By eighteen, when he arrived at university with his bags and his silence, the only things left of who he used to be were the face - still almost smiling, always - and the eyes that still paid attention. Everything else had gone underground, deep and quiet, waiting.


Lesson: We do not always lose people in loud, dramatic ways. Sometimes we lose them slowly - to small hurts that pile up over years until the person we knew is simply gone. The cruelest goodbyes are the ones that never announce themselves.



The university was loud and crowded and did not notice him.

He found a bench near the main building, facing open sky. On the third day of his first week, he sat there alone with a burger going cold in his hand and looked up. Not at anything specific. At the sky because it was wide and asked nothing of him, and he was very tired of being asked things.

He watched students move past in groups, laughing at private jokes, touching each other's arms with the easy comfort of people who belong somewhere. He felt no envy, exactly. Something more quiet than envy: the simple recognition of something he had stopped expecting for himself.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A BEGGING
HEART

The chapter closes with a begging heart.

My heart still begs to forget you.

Hassu.M

2025





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
A BEGGING
HEART

The chapter closes with a begging heart.

My heart still begs to forget you.

Hassu.M

2025






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





