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    To those who keep showing up even when they don't know why—

your survival is its own kind of prayer.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Tell me, what is it you plan to do

with your one wild and precious life?"

— Mary Oliver
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Dear Past Self,
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You are standing in the kitchen at three in the morning, convinced that silence is the same thing as peace. It isn't. You will learn this the hard way, when the quiet becomes so loud it drowns out your own heartbeat. You will mistake loneliness for independence and call it freedom.

I want to tell you that the person you're waiting for will come, but they will leave too. Everyone does, in their own way. Some die. Some just stop calling. Some become strangers who once knew the exact rhythm of your breathing. You will survive all of it, though survival is not the same as living.

Stop apologizing for taking up space. Your body is not an intrusion. Your voice is not too loud. Your needs are not negotiations. You are allowed to exist without earning it.

The scar on your left hand—you'll get it next winter, cutting an apple in the dark because you didn't want to wake anyone. That's you in a single gesture: hurting yourself to keep others comfortable. Learn to turn on the light.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


To My Father's Ghost,
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I keep finding you in the strangest places. In the way I hold a pen, tilted left like you did. In my laugh when I'm genuinely surprised—it's yours, unfiltered. In my rage, which is just your sadness wearing a different coat.

You left before teaching me how to grieve you. I had to learn from your absence, which is a cruel kind of education. Now I'm fluent in the language of leaving, in the grammar of goodbye. I can conjugate loss in six different tenses.

Someone told me I have your eyes. I spent an hour in the mirror trying to see what you saw when you looked at the world. Was it this exhausting for you too? This constant ache of wanting to stay but not knowing how?

I forgive you for going. I haven't forgiven you for not taking me with you.
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God,


[image: ]




I'm back. I know I said I wouldn't ask for anything else, but I'm afraid I've been careless again. I left my heart in the hands of someone who doesn't believe in insurance. They dropped it, and now I'm on my knees collecting the pieces in the dark.

Why do you make wanting so painful? Why does every desire come with its own set of scars? I'm tired of being my own battlefield. I'm tired of wars that have no names, no monuments, no end.

My sister calls me every Sunday to check if I'm still alive. I lie and say yes. We both know the truth sits somewhere between my heartbeat and my hesitation. I am alive in the technical sense. My lungs inflate, my blood moves, my cells divide and conquer. But I haven't felt anything sharp or sweet in months.
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