
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: ]

What Remains of Absence
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This book is not only about absence,

But about what absence leaves behind.

​It is about the quiet fractures no one sees,

The memories that return unbidden,

And the slow, patient grace with which the heart learns to live again.

​Longing does not always ask us to go back.

Sometimes, it simply asks to be felt,

To be named,

To be cradled with tenderness until it softens.

​And healing does not arrive all at once.

It comes gently, In barely noticeable ways,

Until one day, we awaken to find

The ache has lost its rule over us.

The First Trace

Not everything that touches the heart announces itself loudly.

Some things enter our lives with such softness that we do not notice their weight until they are gone. 

They arrive like a quiet breeze, serene and unassuming, and yet they leave behind something that lingers far longer than we ever expected.

This is how certain connections begin.

Not with grand declarations, but with a warmth so subtle it unsettles the heart in the most beautiful way.

A simple conversation, an ordinary moment, a presence indistinguishable from the rest until time reveals that some people do not merely pass through our lives.

They leave a trace of themselves within us.

The first trace is rarely visible.

It lives in the small things: in the way we begin to wait without meaning to, in the way a name quietly brightens the day, in the way the world feels slightly less heavy for reasons we cannot fully explain.

And perhaps that is why first traces remain unforgettable.

They belong to the moment before caution, before the heart learns restraint, before we understand how even the gentlest things can one day become the source of our deepest emptiness.

There is a tenderness in those beginnings that can never be repeated in quite the same way.

It is the tenderness of an open heart, still innocent enough to believe that what arrives in warmth is meant to stay.

Something Changed

Change does not always arrive with noise.

It rarely stands at the door, announcing its arrival to alter everything. 

More often, it slips in quietly through a colder tone, a delayed reply, a question no longer asked, a warmth that begins to thin at the edges.

At first, we try not to name it.

The heart is reluctant when it senses loss approaching. It prefers excuses over truth, patience over recognition. 

It tells itself that people get tired, that life becomes busy, that distance is sometimes only temporary.

And so we hold on a little longer, not because we do not see the shift, but because seeing it clearly would hurt too much.

Something changes when words no longer carry the same life.

When silence grows heavier than comfort can explain.

When closeness begins to feel like a memory even before it is gone.

And what hurts most is not always the change itself, but the moment we realize we had felt its weight long before we admitted its presence.

We knew. 

Somewhere deep within us, we knew.

But we chose tenderness toward our own denial because heartbreak is often easier to approach in fragments than all at once.

Something changed.

And perhaps part of growing is learning not to chase what has already withdrawn, not to beg old warmth to return in its former shape, and not to confuse love with the refusal to let go.

What Remains of Absence

Absence does not only take people away.

It also takes away the version of us that existed beside them. 

It leaves us standing before unfamiliar mirrors, trying to recognize ourselves without the presence once quietly woven into the fabric of our days.

And the difficult thing about absence is that it is never complete.

If it were complete, perhaps it would be easier.

But it leaves pieces of itself everywhere in songs, in streets, in seasons, in ordinary moments that suddenly carry the weight of memory.

What remains of absence is not only remembrance.

It is the silent conversation that continues inside us.

It is the instinct to turn toward a name no longer bound to our present.

It is the ache hidden in places no one else can see, the private emptiness that returns with the smallest trigger: a familiar scent, a passing phrase, a certain hour of the evening.

Still, absence does not remain sharp forever.

At first, it is a wound. 

Then it becomes a scar. 

And in time,

it turns into a chapter of the story that shaped us without destroying us. 

It does not disappear, but it loses its power to undo us each time it returns.

That is the quiet mercy of healing.

Not that we forget, but that we learn how to carry what is gone without collapsing beneath its weight.

The Warmth of Beginnings

There is a softness that belongs only to beginnings.

A tender illusion, perhaps, but no less real for being fragile. 
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