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Dedication 

For the younger me, who swallowed pain and called it normal— who stood in fire and learned not to scream. 


And for my grandpa, who showed me that silence is not weakness, and that not every storm is mine to answer. 


I did not write this to be understood. 

I wrote it because silence was killing me. 
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This book was written in moments I was not sure I would survive. 

In silence, in chaos, in the spaces where no one was listening. 

To those who loved me gently, you helped me remember who I was. 

To those who did not, you helped me become who I am. 

To my children, my reason, my heartbeat outside my body, you gave me something stronger than the pain. 

And to myself, for enduring, for breaking, for rebuilding... this is proof I am still here. 
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MISUNDERSTOOD 

As she lays here, cigarette smoke curling in slow spirals, She wonders if her heart is playing cruel tricks, Trolling her with memories that sting too sharply. 

She misses him, 

Without him, the world dims, 

Shadows creeping where her light used to shine. 

He put a smile on her face, 

A fragile armor she wore to brace her feelings. 

Her ears strain for good news, 

But it seems everything she hears twists into sorrow. She is just... mis-understood. 

This has not been easy. 

Her chest tightens, her breathing wheezy, 

And she lays there, silent tears tracing invisible paths. Her mind denies what her heart screams, Squealing truths she cannot escape. 

Vodka fills her cup, 

A fleeting peace, a dangerous calm, While beneath, a ticking bomb waits. 

She told him it would be hard, But her heart is charred anyway. The demons in her crawl, clawing at her soul, Screaming their relentless pleas. 

Her body trembles under the weight, 

Her soul aching like a song played in a minor key. 

She wonders if she is too broken, 

Too impossible to love, As her happiness is plucked, stolen, Like petals torn from a fading bloom. 

Her lighter is nowhere to be found, 

She is too much of a fighter to surrender completely. She's impossible to hold, impossible to soothe, As sadness gives her another shove. 

Her thoughts crash like waves, 

Tidal and unstoppable, 

And fear lights every synapse aflame. 

She's a wreck, lips aching for the gentlest peck, 

Her longing stretching across distance, Through nights that echo with absence. 

She wakes from nightmares where he is lost, Her lungs grasping for air in silent terror. 

He haunts the corners of her mind, 

While she drifts into uneasy sleep, 

Eyes wet, bones weak, 

Remembering the warmth of a kiss that may never come. 

Her past whispers, 

A lover who abused and shattered trust, Made her believe the world would always leave her, Taught her to brace for betrayal. 

Time moves, and she finds someone new, 

A light in her darkness, 

A love patient and steady, 

Even as her mind feels like grenades set to detonate. 

Her old abuser guards his anger like a nuke, 

She felt her life a fluke, 

Yet she will not give in— 

She grins through the remnants of fear, 

Saying she is fine, though she wonders if he could ever be truly hers. 

She drifts again, in quiet, 

Hoping for sleep to be a reprieve, Dreaming that everything might be okay. Love may be delayed, But it is not 

gone. 

Soon he will come home, 

His presence a dome of warmth and protection, A spell cast over past wounds, Letting her fail and rise again. 

She is strong, 

She takes a final look at the pain behind her, 

Closes the books on what was, 

And steps forward, 

Beyond all they thought she could endure. 

Her love is enough, 

Her heart is resilient, 

And she knows now... She is beyond tough. 

HER KNIGHT 

She regrets the time she gave, her heart the gift he never tried to save. He says he's sorry, but his words are 

hollow, Echoes of a truth she'll never follow. He speaks in riddles, mind askew, His love a lie she always knew. 

He never cared... just played the part, A dare wrapped in a bleeding heart. 
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