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When the stars weep, they do not ask us for permission.

They fall silently, carrying both the weight of what has been lost and the promise of what might still be found.

This book is a collection of those moments, the fragments of being human that we try to hold, hide, or heal. These poems are not bound to one feeling, because life refuses to be so simple. They reach for gratitude and stumble into grief. They rest in the warmth of love, only to touch the coldness of fear. They move through sorrow and shame, only to discover, in unexpected ways, that joy still insists on returning.

When The Stars Weep is divided into four parts, each its own constellation of thought and feeling:


●  It Wasn’t What I Wanted: the beginnings of heartbreak, disappointment, and the sharpness of unmet expectation.



●  I Only Fear Myself: the quiet wars we fight within, where self-doubt and shadows are often the loudest voices.



●  What Is to Exist?: the questions that rise when we try to understand life, death, and all the unnamed things between.



●  It Can’t All Be Painful: the reminders that even in the heaviness, light leaks through, and mending is possible.





This book is not about offering answers but about being honest in the asking. It is for those who have broken and for those who are still stitching themselves back together. It is for anyone who has looked at the night sky and wondered if their ache was reflected there, too.

If you carry hurt, welcome. If you carry hope, welcome. If you carry both at once, this book was always meant to find you.

To the younger versions of ourselves who rushed to grow, not knowing what would come next.

To the version we are now. No matter how broken or hopeless, there is more to come and it won’t always be a storm.

To the versions we’ll be in due time. Every version matters, every piece of growth holds purpose. Your star will regain its light. 




-  Makitia Thompson
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Here lies pieces of hearts: shattered, stepped on, forgotten and broken beyond repair. Hearts that sought out love and found pain, hearts that were guided by clouded minds. Minds that couldn’t see when it went from love to war, want to dangerous need.

When the trail of hearts ends you’ll find unrecognizable faces, burdened by loss that can’t be escaped. Pain that follows even past the end of us. It Wasn’t What I Wanted is a tale of desire turned sour and long days with no end in sight. 

​The Ashes of Your Name

(Grief and Obsessive Love)

I have buried you a thousand times,

yet every night,

you crawl out of the soil of my chest

and whisper the syllables of your name

until my ribs are no longer bone

but bars of a cage.

Grief is not a guest,

it is a squatter,

it paints your face on the walls of my silence

and sets fire to my sleep.

I thought love was supposed to heal,

but mine gnaws on its own veins,

a hunger that feeds only itself.

I wake with your shadow pressed

to the inside of my skin,

as though my heart cannot beat

unless it bruises against your absence.

People tell me to let you go,

as if hands could unclench

when they are made of chains.

As if obsession were not a religion

I kneel to in secret.

Your ghost tastes of iron and salt,

and still, I drink it.

Even in ashes,

you burn me whole.

​Where Flame Learns to Breathe

(Love and Passion)

Your hands were the first storm

I ever asked to stay.

They arrived not gentle,

but urgent,

like a match striking

in the middle of winter.

You lit me into something I had no name for,

a blaze that did not consume,

but created.

Passion is not loud,

it is the hum beneath skin,

the way breath trembles between two mouths

before it decides to leap.

It is the language spoken

without alphabet,

without permission.

In your eyes,

I did not see fire,

I saw the forest it longed to grow into.

Love was no longer a fragile word,

it was thunder clothed in warmth,

a shelter built of sparks,

the miracle of being touched

without being burned.

And still,

even now,

when I close my eyes,

I can feel the wildness of you,

not the flames,

but the air they taught how to breathe.

​Petals in the Dark

(Infatuation and Love)

You walked into the room,

and my heart forgot its own name.

It stumbled forward

like a child learning to speak,

tripping on every syllable of want.

Infatuation is a cruel sweetness,
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