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​Dedication
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For the ones

who stopped chasing

what kept walking away.

For the hearts

that learned

love should not feel like confusion.

For the ones

who stayed soft—

but not available

for harm anymore.

This book is for you.

And for the version of me

who finally understood

that kindness

should never cost me myself.

“Some people don’t change.

You just finally see them clearly.”
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​Author’s Note
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This book was not written

in the same place as the last.

This one came

after the questions stopped.

After the replaying slowed.

After the silence

finally said enough.

The Kindness I Kept

is not about missing them.

It is about remembering me.

It is about the moment

you stop trying to understand

someone who never tried

to understand you.

It is about boundaries

that feel like loss

before they feel like peace.

These poems are not soft

in the same way.

They are steady.

They are clear.

They are the kind of healing

that doesn’t ask permission anymore.

If you are reading this

after being confused,

after being hurt,

after being left in silence—

I hope this book feels like truth.

And I hope it reminds you:

You were never too much.

You were just giving too much

to the wrong place.

— M. Williams
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​How to Read This Book
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Read this one differently.

Not as a place to sit in pain—

but as a place to move through it.

These pages are not here

to hold you in the past.

They are here

to walk you out of it.

Some poems will feel like closure.

Some will feel like anger.

Some will feel like freedom

you didn’t know you were allowed to have.

Take your time.

But don’t stay where it hurts

longer than you need to.
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​Opening Blessing
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May this book

return you to yourself.

May it remind you

that confusion

was never love.

May you stop chasing

clarity from silence.

May you learn

that walking away

is not weakness—

it is wisdom.

May your heart

stay soft...

but protected.

And may you one day say:

I didn’t lose them.

I found myself.
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​Part I — I Thought It Was Love
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(Illusion, misread signs, emotional blindness)



​1. I Thought That Was Love

I thought that was love—

the inconsistency,

the waiting,

the wondering

if today were different.

I thought love

was something

you had to earn

over and over again.

That it came in waves—

present one day,

distant the next.

I called it patience.

I called it understanding.

I called it fighting for us.

But it wasn’t love.

It was me

learning how to survive

on breadcrumbs

and calling it a meal.

I thought that was love...

until I realized

love doesn’t make you question

if it exists.

​

​2. You Felt Like Almost

You never felt like mine—

not fully.

You felt like almost.

Almost consistent.

Almost honest.

Almost the person

you said you were.

And I lived there—

in the almost.

Stretching myself

to fill in the gaps

you kept leaving behind.

I convinced myself

it was enough.

Because something

felt better than nothing.

But almost-love

is a quiet kind of damage.

It teaches your heart

to settle

for what never stays.

You felt like almost...

and I mistook that

for something real.

​

​3. I Ignored the Silence

The silence

was never empty.

It was speaking

the whole time.

I just didn’t want

to hear it.

Every delayed reply.

Every unanswered moment.

Every time

I felt the shift.

I explained it away.

“They’re busy.”

“They’re overwhelmed.”

“They’ll come back.”

I gave your absence

the benefit of the doubt
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