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Epigraph
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And perhaps, in every ache, there blooms a reason—

to begin again,

to love again,

to live, even when the heart forgets how.
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"I swear I was fine when I first saw the sun, the first time I heard the whistle of the wind, and the first melody of my mother’s voice singing me a lullaby.
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It was the first time I truly lived—when joy was pure, untouched, and whole.




I had imagined a life ahead of me, so profound, filled with endless dreams.




Yet no one ever told me—that fairytale was just a word, and living was full of silent screams.




Now, my hopes are tangled in my mind—I only wish to remain hopeful,




and that life, somehow, will stop me from dying... sometimes."
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Dear Readers, 
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I will have you now grasp the memories within these books — not merely the words, but the breaths between them, the silence that rests where my heart once spoke. The pages, though torn, are invisible to the eyes; yet you must believe me, their wounds remain. Ink may fade, paper may crumble, but the scars left behind — those are eternal, carved in the unseen corners of memory.

Each line I wrote was both confession and survival, a quiet attempt to hold onto something fleeting before it disappeared. The past clings to me, weaving its fragile thread toward the inevitable — my future death, a destination I no longer fear. Perhaps, in some tender irony, this connection between what was and what will be is what keeps me alive.

Life must have been kind to you, my dear readers. I hope it has. For if these words ever reach you, may they remind you of gentleness, even when the world turns cruel. Remember that every torn page once carried warmth, and every scar once bloomed from love. And if I am no longer here when you finish reading, know that I wrote not to be remembered — but to be understood.
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I wished, for a moment, that I could die today.

[image: ]




But what would it change? Nothing, I suppose.

Even if I lost my breath, I know the world would go on —
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