
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Between the Lines of Me
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Chapter 1 — Unwritten Words
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I’ve always liked words more when they stay still.

On paper, they don’t interrupt each other. They don’t mispronounce my name.

They don’t ask the kinds of questions that make my chest go tight.

Ms. Vega is pacing the front of the classroom, reading lines from our latest poetry assignment. Everyone else sounds half-asleep, mumbling their rhymes about heartbreak and city lights. I keep my eyes on my notebook — open to a page that looks like a secret.

Ink blots where I pressed too hard.

A line crossed out so many times it’s a bruise.

The poem’s title: “Unnamed.”

She calls on me next. “Jamie? You want to share?”

I shake my head before she finishes the question. The familiar wave of heat creeps up my neck. She doesn’t push, just gives me a small nod. The kind that means I know you’re trying, and that’s enough for today.

I mouth thank you and pretend to take notes while the next person reads.

Across the room, Eli Carter leans back in their chair — dark curls, denim jacket covered in pins, confidence like sunlight. They perform their poem as if the air belongs to them, like every word they speak makes the room wider.

The class claps. Someone whistles.

I shrink into my hoodie and try not to compare the volume of their voice to the smallness of mine.



After class, Ms. Vega stops me by the door.

“Jamie, your last piece for the online magazine — the one signed just J.P.? It was beautiful.”

I freeze. No one’s ever said my writing was beautiful before. Usually, it’s just interesting or different, both of which mean we don’t quite get it.

“Thanks,” I mumble. “I, um, wasn’t sure anyone read it.”

Her smile softens. “More people than you think. You have a way of writing between the lines — there’s truth there.”

Between the lines. The phrase lingers like static as I walk out.



By lunch, I’ve half-forgotten it — until my phone buzzes.

A notification from the magazine’s comment section.

@EliCarterPoetry replied to your poem “Unnamed.”

You said what I’ve been trying to say for months. Thank you for putting it into words.

I stare at the message until my fries go cold.

Eli Carter. The Eli Carter. The one from class.

The one who writes poems that feel like thunder and laughter at the same time.

I reread their comment five times, each one louder than the last.

Between the lines.

Maybe Ms. Vega was right — maybe that’s where I live.

Not invisible. Just unread.



That night, I open a new document.

Title: “Between the Lines of Me.”

And for the first time, I don’t write about what I’m supposed to be feeling.

I write what’s actually there — the parts that never fit right, the names that never stayed long enough, the quiet truth that maybe I’m something different.

My cursor blinks like it’s listening.

I whisper, “You don’t have to be finished to be real.”

And the words stay.
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Chapter 2 — Anonymous Ink
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It starts with one message.

Then two.

Then three.

Every night that week, Eli leaves another comment beneath my poem — short, careful, like they’re afraid of breaking something fragile.

Your words feel like breathing underwater — heavy, but necessary.

Whoever you are, you see things the way they actually are, not the way people pretend.

I’d like to write with you sometime.

No one’s ever asked to write with me before. Usually, writing is where I go to hide.

But I reply before I can talk myself out of it.

@JP: Maybe. I don’t usually share drafts. They sound truer when they’re unfinished.

A minute passes.

Then their response blinks onto the screen.

@EliCarterPoetry: Unfinished things have the most potential. They still believe in themselves.

I don’t know how someone can make me blush through pixels, but they manage it.



At school the next day, Eli sits two rows behind me in English.

They’re scribbling in a small black notebook, pen tapping to a rhythm only they can hear.

When Ms. Vega talks about metaphor and identity, Eli’s hand shoots up to read something new — a poem about a house that changes shape every time someone walks inside.

People laugh softly at first, then go quiet.

The room feels full.

I think, that’s what freedom sounds like.

When class ends, I gather my things slowly, hoping to avoid eye contact. But Eli’s voice cuts through the shuffle of backpacks.

“Hey, Jamie!”

I turn.

They’re smiling — casual, easy — but there’s something behind it. Recognition, maybe.

“Good class today,” they say. “You write, right? Ms. Vega mentioned it.”

My heart stumbles. “A little,” I say.

Just enough to fit between lies and truths.

“Cool,” they say. “I run the poetry club after school. You should come by. We need new voices.”

Voices. The word feels heavier than it should.

I nod because it’s easier than explaining how my throat locks up whenever I try to speak out loud.



That night, I log onto the lit mag again. Eli’s message is waiting.

@EliCarterPoetry: Didn’t mean to scare you today. You looked like you were about to vanish.

@JP: I do that sometimes.

@EliCarterPoetry: Same. But maybe we can be visible together.

I reread it a dozen times before typing my reply.

@JP: What if I don’t know how?

@EliCarterPoetry: Then I’ll help you learn.



Hours later, I’m still awake, notebook open beside me.
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