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​THE MISSING LINK OF HER LOVE, FOUND IN MY HEART
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I.

I searched the chambers of my chest

like an archaeologist of broken hours,

brushing the dust from old promises

that cracked beneath the quiet weight of time.

I didn’t know what I was looking for.

I didn’t know why the nights

kept calling me back to the empty places

where her voice used to echo,

soft as rain on childhood windows.

II.

There is always a missing link

in the chain of a heart,

a small crooked piece of truth

that refuses to disappear.

Hers lived inside me like a spark

that never learned how to die,

a flicker beneath the ribs,

a silent survivor of storms

that tore half the world away.

And every time I thought I had outrun it,

there it was—

waiting for me in the quiet.

III.

I felt her in the places untouched by reason:

the hollow behind the sternum,

the hidden vein of hope

running like a river beneath disappointment,

the forgotten pulse beneath scars

that should have sealed shut

but never did.

Her love left an imprint

like a constellation pressed into wet clay,

an outline of something eternal

drawn by hands that once trembled

whenever they held mine.

IV.

Do you know what it's like

to wake up inside a memory

you didn’t ask to revisit?

To feel her name rise inside your throat

like a prayer that refuses to stay buried?

To hear her footsteps in the dark

even when the world insists

she is nowhere close?

The heart is a traitor

and a historian.

It forgets nothing.

It forgives everything.

V.

I have walked through my life

carrying a question shaped like her:

Where did she go?

And what piece of me

did she take with her?

Some lovers leave scars.

She left geometry—

angles that do not balance,

lines that refuse to meet,

a theorem of longing

that collapses every time I try to prove

I no longer miss her.

VI.

I kept thinking love was missing

because she walked away.

But maybe the missing link

was always mine—

a door I never opened,

a truth I never faced,

a broken hinge in the machinery

that holds the heart together.

Maybe she was the reflection

of the part of me

I never learned how to believe in.

Maybe she was the last candle

in a room of fallen matches.

VII.

Still, I cannot deny this:

her love lived like a ghost

that refused to fade.

It lingered in the marrow of memory,

in the echo of my own voice

when I whispered her name

to the wind that carried it

back to me unanswered.

VIII.

I searched for her in other faces,

other voices,

other arms that folded around me

but never quite knew

how to hold what was breaking inside.

And every time I lied to myself

and said

This is enough,

the heart laughed softly,

as if to say,

You know the truth.

Because the missing link

of her love

was carved into the emptiness

before any other love could reach it.

IX.

She was the unfinished sentence

and the vanished answer,

the closed door

and the lingering perfume

behind it.

She was the kind of love

that does not die—

it simply buries itself

in the folds of the mind

until the right moment

unearths it like a relic

meant to outlive wars.

X.

And yet,

some nights,

I feel her not as loss

but as presence—

as if a warm hand

rests against the cold edges

of who I have become.

As if she whispers,

I never left. You simply forgot

where to look.

XI.

That thought terrifies me.

It comforts me.

It unravels me like a tapestry

pulled apart by memory’s fingers.

It stitches me back together

with threads of everything

I tried not to feel.

XII.

The missing link of her love—

I found it where I least expected:

not in the world she abandoned,

not in the photographs fading like old songs,

not in the letters I never sent

nor the apologies I rehearsed

until they turned to dust.

I found it inside myself

like a seed planted so deep

I mistook it for pain.

And maybe it was.

Maybe love is always pain

in an early stage of becoming.
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