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Introduction
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There are things we learn to swallow before we ever learn to speak.

The quiet emotions. The difficult truths. The wounds we decide are easier to hide than explain. I grew up believing some feelings were too heavy for the world, too messy for conversation, too sharp to be offered without hurting someone, including myself. So I tucked them away. In my jaw. In the back of my mind. In the half-finished poems scattered across years of living. 

This collection is what happened when I stopped doing that.

These pages hold the parts of me I used to silence: the loves that rewired me, the heartbreaks that tried to end me, the grief that made a home in my bones, the questions I asked God when no one was around, the heritage that beats like a second pulse beneath my skin, the truths about Blackness and identity that I once tried to soften for fear of being “too much,” the moments when I was human enough to break and brave enough to heal.

Nothing here is perfect. Nothing here is polished.

It’s all simply true.

These three hundred poems trace the landscape of a life, my life and maybe yours too. They move through desire, loss, fear, faith, ancestry, confusion, joy, numbness, reclamation, and that stubborn little flame called hope. They are unfiltered, unedited by shame, unafraid to feel deeply. They are the stories I carried in silence until I finally decided I didn’t want to live quietly anymore.

I don’t know what you brought with you to these pages.

Maybe a wound. Maybe a question. Maybe a memory you haven’t faced yet.

But if you’re here, something in you is ready to feel again or at least to try.

So here it is:

Everything I hid. Everything I held.

Everything I Haven’t Said.

May these words find the part of you that needs them.

And may they remind you that your voice, too, deserves to live out loud.

All I Haven’t Said
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Part I: The Heart As it is
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I wrote these poems

the way some people pray,

quietly,

and hoping someone would hear.
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Part I: The Heart As it is
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Before the world teaches us to swallow our feelings, the heart speaks in its own language; blunt, urgent, often foolish. This section is the beginning of everything: the spark, the ache, the quiet tremble of wanting someone who hasn’t touched you yet. These poems explore love as it naturally forms; messy, hopeful, wide-eyed, and unafraid to reach even when it knows it might burn.

Here, the heart is honest, impulsive, and painfully alive.

​Soft in Brown

I have learned that love can be quiet.

Not the loud, dramatic kind

that the world expects from us,

but soft,

like sunlight spilling through shutters

onto skin that has known too much cold.

We speak in whispers and glances,

in the brush of hands across shoulders,

in laughter that folds into evening

like the scent of fresh bread on Sunday mornings.

There is strength in this softness,

even if the world calls it fragile.

Our love folds in on itself,

protects itself,

and grows anyway.

I see it in our conversations,

the ones that circle around everything and nothing,

where silence is as meaningful as words.

I feel it in touch,

how your fingers find the small places

that the world tries to erase.

We do not need to prove our love to anyone

except ourselves.

It is a secret fire,

warm enough to heal

but gentle enough to let us rest.

Soft love is revolutionary.

It does not shout to be seen;

it does not clamor for permission.

It hums, it sustains, it endures.

I love in brown, in curves, in rhythms, in quiet laughter.

I love in the spaces where no one is watching,

where our hearts speak in unison

and the world can take notice or not.

And when I look at you,

I understand that love does not have to roar to exist.

It can be soft.

It can be small.

It can be everything.

​Exactly as it Was Meant to Be

They fight over dishes left undone,

words said in haste,

eyes that roll in quiet frustration.

Small storms.

Big storms.

She storms out, he follows,

then they sit on the porch steps

watching rain carve paths across the yard,

and there is the ordinary,

the unspectacular truth:

they are together.

There are silences

long enough to feel like walls,

and words

that fall flat and mean nothing,

but still,

in the quiet,

in the ordinary spaces between the thunder,

they are tethered.

They kiss after storms,

not with passion,

but with the steadiness of knowing,

knowing that love is not fireworks,

not always light or fire,

but the choice to stand together

even when it pours.

Years pass in the rhythm of argument and apologies,

of tired evenings and laughter that surprises them both.

The love is not perfect.

It is worn.

It is real.

It is exactly as it was meant to be.

No endings to triumph,

no clean resolutions.

Just the quiet persistence

of two hearts

that refuse to leave the rain.

​What I Never Knew

I told myself I was in love.

The taste of him,

the weight of his hand,

the way his laugh curled around my ribs,

it felt like forever.

But forever was a lie I whispered

to keep the moment from ending,

to make the small flicker of desire

grow into something untrue.

He believed me.

I believed me.

We both believed in a story

that only existed for a breath.

I gave him words

that weighed heavy,

gestures that meant everything

but meant nothing,

and I let him lean in

as though the sparks we shared

were flame enough to last.

It was never love.

It was want.

A cruel, brief illusion

that left both of us

naked and hollow

after the laughter faded,

after the heat dimmed,

after the truth

settled quietly in the corners of our hearts.

We are left

with nothing but the memory

of what we told ourselves

was real,

and the hollow ache

of pretending

that it could last.

​Rose Petals on the Moon

We’ve weathered storms.

Some small, some that shook our bones.

And yet, we hold each other

like the world is quiet and still,

even when the wind rages outside.

I bring flowers.

You smile.

I trace your hand across the table,

and you let me.

Little moments, gestures, rituals-

threads holding us together

against the weight of reality.

We laugh.

We argue.

We make love like it will last forever,

and for now, it does.

The connection is messy,

sometimes fragile,

sometimes too bright,

but it is ours.

I can’t see the end.

You can’t see it either.

And we cling anyway,

to passion, to routine,

to a certainty that may not exist.

I wonder if this is love,

or just survival.

Or maybe it’s both.

Maybe it’s nothing at all.

But tonight,

as I watch you sleep,

rose petals scattered across the moonlight in our room,

I choose to stay.

For now.

For as long as the petals don’t wilt.

​Even in Death We’re Bound

I watch you.

Always.

In the quiet spaces between your steps,

in the moments when you think

you’re alone.

I tell myself it’s love,

this hunger that follows you,

this ache that claws at my chest

every time you pull away.

I tell myself

I’m the only one who truly knows you,

the only one who can keep you whole.

You run,

but I’m already there.

You hide,

but I’ve memorized your shadows.

You build walls,

but I find cracks.

Life without you is no life at all.

I’ve convinced myself of that,

over and over,

until it feels like truth,

until the lie becomes my heartbeat.

You don’t see me.

Not really.

You only see the weight of my presence,

the hands you never asked for,

the words you never wanted to hear.

But I’ll make you see.

I’ll make you stay.

Even if you don’t want me.

Even if you run.

Even in death,

we’re bound.

Even in the silence

of your absence,

I will still be here,

pressing my shadow into yours

until you cannot tell

where you end

and I begin.

​We Didn’t Die After the Honeymoon

They said love fades

after the vows dry

and the photographs start gathering dust.

That passion turns to patience,

and patience turns to silence.

But I still wake up

to the sound of your laughter

mixing with the morning light.

You still steal the blankets,

and I still pretend I don’t mind.

We argue about nothing-

the dishes, the bills,

the way I forget to listen.

Sometimes the silence stretches too long,

and I wonder if we’ve forgotten

how to meet in the middle.

But then you look at me

like the first night all over again,

when the world felt small enough

for just our names to fill it.

You remind me that love

isn’t the spark that starts the fire,

it’s the hands that keep it from dying.

We’re learning how to stay

when staying isn’t easy.

How to hold each other

without losing ourselves.

The honeymoon ended,

but we didn’t.

Our love is quieter now,

less flame, more ember,

and somehow that feels

like its own kind of forever.

​In My Shadow Is Where You’ll Be

You said it was over.

But I still feel you

in every breath I take.

I see you

in the reflection of every passing window,

your shape carved into my vision

like a curse I begged for.

You think you can run,

but I know your rhythm,

your habits,

the way you reach for your coffee

with your left hand,

the way your eyes dart

when you lie.

You taught me every piece of you,

and now I own the lesson.

I wasn’t born to let go.

You told me once I was your forever,

and I believed you,

even if you didn’t mean it.

Even if you forgot.

You can call it madness,

but I call it devotion.

You can change your number,

move cities,

lock your doors,

but I’ll always find you,

because love doesn’t vanish.

It hides.

It waits.

In my shadow

is where you’ll be,

whether you want to or not.

And when you see me again,

you’ll remember

how it felt to be wanted

so completely

that escape was never an option.

I told you once,

we belong to each other.

You laughed.

You won’t next time.

​Nothing Won’t Answer Back

I have loved enough to drown a city,

to set oceans ablaze with my want.

I have thrown myself into hearts

that never returned the favor,

that never met my eyes

with the light I carried in mine.

And still I wait.

Still I reach

for the nothing

that refuses to grasp me back.

I’ve walked through rooms

full of laughter that wasn’t mine,

held hands that slipped from mine

like smoke through broken fingers,

kissed lips that tasted of absence.

Every attempt felt like a question

I already knew the answer to:

empty.

Hollow.

Unanswered.

Yet still I chase.

The need to belong,

the need to feel my pulse mirrored,

drives me into the spaces

where I am always alone.

Nothing won’t answer back.

Nothing never has.

And still, I move toward it,

a moth circling a flame

that refuses to burn for me.

I carry my desperation

like a compass with no north,

following the echo of a love

that will never meet my hands,

that will never return my gaze,

and calling it hope.

Harmless Pain

Have you ever been so happy it hurt?

Your smile just wouldn’t fade,

so your cheeks began to hurt.

The moment felt so good,

the pain was more of a reward.

I had won first prize.

My whole face got stuck,

frozen in joy.

Remembering these moments

and getting waves of excitement,

like it was happening all over again.

When reminiscing about things,

you can somehow manage to find that same thrill,

like teleporting back into your greatest hits,

replaying them over and over.

Mine never get old.

Sometimes happiness is found in moments.

Other times, in that special someone,

that one person you can’t help but think about.

They make you grin from ear to ear,

even if it’s been awhile.

The mere idea of them

sparks something amazing in you,

whether they’re around or not.

When you remember them in these moments,

you carry everything about them with you,

not worrying about how it might’ve ended,

just thankful that it got the chance to start.

Moments, memories, and great people:

the best you could ever have.

Finding joy in everything you do,

creating something that can always be relived,

that’s the goal.

No matter how much the smile hurts,

it continues to shine.

I don’t want to see it fade,

not wanting to know what it’s like without it.

Happiness is never guaranteed,

so I carry mine like precious cargo-

through all the turmoil,

the hardest times.

One simple memory can provide peace,

even if just for a short time.

Daydreaming of old times,

curing a nightmare.

Infectious Pleasure

A simple smile,

widening her eyes,

and at the same time

her whole face lit up.

All of a sudden, while watching her,

the room got brighter.

A warm feeling came over me.

Looking out the window,

a once dim and gray sky

was now a beautiful blue.

I don’t think she can control the weather,

but I’d argue she shines like the sun.

She moves like an angel,

bringing me peace and tranquility.

No matter how distant we are,

happiness can be composed in many ways.

I didn’t imagine a person being mine.

She’s managed to be the joy I needed. Everyday we’ve been together,

misery can’t find me.

She’s hidden me in the stars.

Her beauty extends farther than a smile;

it carries with an infectious laugh

that echoes through me.

Time is no longer a concept,

as her presence won’t allow it.

Nothing seems to burden me.

I don’t know if I’ve said it yet,

but I’m happy,

ecstatic.

Nights I would’ve spent working away,

I instead spend them with her,

never realizing before how important joy really is.

A person’s life shouldn’t be without it.

Thanks to her,

I won’t have to be. Even when she’s not around,

I venture off on my own,

leaping at any chance for joy,

amazingly finding you.

I found a better version of me.

I often catch myself randomly smiling.

I’ve achieved peace.

It feels so genuine.

Thank you, love, for finding me.

Thank you, happiness,

for taking over my life

in every place.

​He Knew My Favorite Color

He never bought me diamonds.

Never made grand declarations

in front of crowds.

But he knew my favorite color,

not just the name of it,

but the shade.

The one that shows up in the sky

just before dusk,

when the world exhales

and everything feels gentle.

He knew how I took my tea.

That I hated the sound

of ticking clocks.

That I always leave

the last bite for someone else.

He noticed the way I curled my toes

when something made me nervous,

and how I never said “I’m tired”

until I was falling apart.

He didn’t write me poems,

but he remembered

to bring me napkins

when I always forgot.

He held the door

without making a show of it.

He let me rant

without trying to fix it.

He said “I love you”

through actions

more than words.

The world told me

love had to be loud,

had to sweep you off your feet

and make your heart race.

But he made my heart rest.

He made it safe.

And in the stillness,

I learned a different kind of love,

one that listened,

one that noticed,

one that stayed.

So no,

he never gave me roses.

But he always handed me

the things I didn’t know I’d dropped.

And that,

to me,

was love.

​Ocean Palms

You held my hand

like the world had quieted for us alone,

waves folding their applause

somewhere beyond reach.

There was no urgency,

just a rhythm ,

your thumb tracing circles

that could have been promises,

or maybe prayers.

The ocean watched,

patient and knowing,

its tides mirroring our laughter,

our sudden hush,

our leaning closer

without meaning to.

I thought love had to burn,

but here it only glowed;

steady, gentle,

like light through leaves.

You didn’t say forever,

and I didn’t need you to.

Some moments are enough

because they ask for nothing,

because they hold everything

without trying to.

​Sightings

We kept finding each other

in ordinary places;

aisles, bus stops,

the middle of someone else’s story.

At first, it felt like coincidence.

Then it felt like rhythm.

As if the universe had been quietly

arranging these crossings,

reminding us of something

we hadn’t started yet.

You always smiled first,

softly,

like you were protecting the moment

from being too loud.

And I would think,

this is what comfort looks like,

familiarity before knowing why.

Some loves don’t begin with fireworks.

They begin with recognition,

with a warmth that says,

I’ve seen you before,

and a silence that answers,

I’ve been waiting to be seen.

​The Millionth

If there are a million lives,

then you are the millionth,

the one where everything

finally makes sense.

I have met echoes of you before,

in dreams,

in glances that almost remembered,

in strangers who nearly stayed.

But you,

you are the moment the universe

stopped trying to correct itself.

Every word between us

feels like it’s been said before,

and yet it’s new-

as if love, exhausted from its failures,

finally decided to get it right.

You look at me

and the world unravels gently,

unafraid of what comes next.

This is not the first time

my soul has reached for yours,

but it is the first time

you reached back.

I do not need forever,

I only need this forever,

the one that fits inside a single lifetime,

the one where our mornings

taste like forgiveness

and our nights remember

what it means to belong.

Maybe the stars will forget our names.

Maybe time will fold us into silence.

But love,

this love,

will hum in the dust

long after our voices fade.

Because if I have lived a million lives,

then this is the one

I was meant to find you in.

And I would burn them all

to live this one again.

​It Speaks

Love speaks,

in tones we forget to hear.

It hums under closed doors,

between quiet apologies

and half-finished sentences.

It’s the voice that says stay

when pride says run.

It’s the tremor in a breath

that almost becomes a confession

but folds itself into silence instead.

Love speaks through absence too.

Through the cold spot on the pillow

where someone used to sleep,

through the laughter that echoes too loudly

because it’s trying to hide the ache.

It speaks in languages

we were never taught,

in the tilt of a head,

the press of a palm,

the half-second pause

before a goodbye.

We think love is loud-

that it shouts its way into rooms,

but most times,

it whispers.

And when it does,

you have to lean in close-

past the noise of the world,

past your own heartbeat,

to hear it say

I’m still here.

Because even after the storms,

after the leaving,

after the forgetting,

love still murmurs

beneath it all.

Not to ask for return,

but to remind you

that it once existed,

and that was enough

to make the earth

remember your name.

​We’ll Never Know

Maybe we were never meant

to understand it.

Maybe love isn’t meant

to be solved.

We spend years naming it-

first glance,

first touch,

the quiet ache between two people

who never quite get the timing right.

We write songs and poems,

we chase ghosts through our dreams,

and still,

we can’t explain

why someone’s voice

can soften the sharpest pain.

We’ll never know

why the heart insists

on remembering

what the mind begs to forget.

Why even in stillness,

it pulses with a name

that’s no longer ours to say.

There’s a tenderness

in not knowing.

A beauty in confusion,

in the way love can both hold you

and hollow you out

at the same time.

Maybe that’s the truth of it:

we don’t need to know why.

We just need to feel it.

To accept that love is

the one thing

that can break us open

and still make us whole.

So let’s leave it there,

in the space between heartbeats,

in the quiet where words fail.

Let’s not define it.

Let’s not dissect it.

Let’s just breathe it,

as if this uncertainty

was always the point.

​The Ashes of Your Name

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

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

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,

it drips like honey,

yet leaves the tongue aching.

You were a garden I had never touched,

and I swore, in that moment,

the flowers bent toward you

just to teach me envy.

I memorized your laugh

the way poets memorize

the shape of silence.

I collected your glances,

threaded them into rosaries

to pray against the night.

Was it love?

Or only the shimmer before lightning

reminds the world it is flammable?

I did not care.

To be near you was enough,

to ache with the beauty of distance,

to unravel in the possibility

of a kiss that never came.

Infatuation is the first bloom,

fragile, brief-

but oh, how it dazzles

when it decides to open in the dark.

​The Thread That Does Not Break

Love, to me,

was never fireworks.

It was the steady hand

that lights the same candle each night,

knowing it will burn down,

knowing it will have to be lit again tomorrow.

Commitment is not a vow spoken once.

It is a decision made

in the unremarkable hours,

when the world is quiet,

when no one is watching.

It is the willingness

to carry both the weight and the wonder,

to sew yourself into another life

without fear of unraveling.

There were days I wanted to run,

to flee into the wilderness of my own doubt,

but your presence tethered me gently-

not a rope,

but a thread.

Soft, yet unyielding.

Invisible, yet stronger

than the excuses I built.

And so I learned,

love is not in the storm,

but in the shelter we build together,

even as the roof leaks,

even as the floor creaks,

even as we are both

learning how to stay.

I Thought Obsession was Devotion

I told myself it was love

when it consumed me,

the constant checking,

the sharp ache when they didn’t reply,

the need to be everything,

everywhere,

all the time.

I confused possession for closeness,

attention for affection,

jealousy for passion.

But love is not supposed to

hollow you out,

turn you frantic,

make you forget who you are

outside of them.

Obsession is loud.

It drowns out reason,

smothers peace,

makes you mistake panic

for desire.

I know better now.

Love doesn’t chase you

to the edge of yourself.

It meets you softly

and leaves room for your soul to breathe.

Lust Burns Fast

Your touch was wildfire.

Too quick, too bright,

too consuming.

For a moment,

I thought it was love;

the way my skin hummed,

the way my heart raced,

the way my body forgot

everything else.

But lust never asked

how my heart was doing.

It didn’t hold me

after the adrenaline faded.

It didn’t listen to the stories

I kept hidden beneath my ribs.

It wanted my body,

not my soul.

It fed on heat,

not depth.

And I learned the hard way,

passion without care

burns out fast

and leaves you colder

than you ever expected.

The Infatuation Made Me Forget

You were every star

I thought I needed to touch.

Every wish I couldn’t stop making.

I fell too quickly,

too deeply,

without checking if you were even

standing beside me.

I built you into someone

you never promised to be.

Made you magic,

made you salvation,

made you the cure

to wounds you didn’t cause.

Infatuation blinded me,

not because you were cruel,

but because I wanted you to be more

than you could ever hold.

I forgave red flags

in favor of fairy tales.

And when the daydream faded,

I had to meet the version of you

I refused to see.

And the version of me

I’d forgotten to protect.

Family Love Isn’t Always Gentle

They told me blood meant loyalty,

that family was forever,

no matter the weight,

no matter the wound.

But some love is laced

with manipulation,

with guilt dressed up as care,

with obligation disguised as affection.

I tried so hard

to be the good child,

the forgiving one,

the one who made peace

even when I was breaking.

But family should not

ask you to shrink,

to bend your spine

into something palatable.

I’ve learned family

is not just blood-

it’s safety, it’s warmth,

it’s people who choose to love you kindly.

And sometimes,

it’s found outside the home

you were born into.

Platonic Love Saved Me

There were days I thought

romantic love was everything,

the pinnacle, the goal,

the proof I was worthy.

But it was your friendship

that stitched me back together.

Your check-ins,

your laughter on quiet afternoons,

your ability to hear my silence

before I spoke it aloud. You loved me

without expectation,

without condition,

without asking for anything

except honesty.

You reminded me that love

doesn’t need roses or grand declarations.

It can live in simple moments;

movie nights,

inside jokes,

the comfort of knowing

someone always has your back.

You were proof

that love can be safe,

and sometimes,

the strongest love

isn’t romantic at all.

Unconditional Love isn’t Harmful

I used to think

unconditional meant limitless,

no lines, no boundaries,

endless forgiveness.

But I learned

real love doesn’t ask you to stay

when staying hurts.

It doesn’t demand sacrifice

until there’s nothing left of you.

Unconditional love is gentle,

but it’s also honest.

It’s caring without possession,

forgiving without forgetting,

giving without self-erasure.

I can love you

and still walk away.

I can hold compassion

and still protect my peace.

Love without limits

doesn’t mean I must endure harm.

It means I choose kindness

without losing myself in the process.

Love Grew in the Small, Quiet Moments

I used to look for fireworks,

for drama,

for the kind of love that knocked me off my feet.

But the best love came quietly-

in soft morning touches,

in knowing glances across crowded rooms,

in the way they listened,

really listened.

Love grew in the way they remembered my favorite songs,

the way they made space for my silence,

the way they let me be flawed

without trying to fix me.

It wasn’t about the highs.

It was about the steadiness,

the kindness,

the safety.

I stopped craving chaos

when I realized peace

was the loudest kind of love.

––––––––
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I Can’t Apologize for Loving Deeply

They called me too sensitive,

too emotional,

too intense.

They said I felt too much,

loved too hard,

cared too deeply.

But I’ve learned,

I will never apologize

for the depth of my heart.

For the way I notice the smallest aches,

for the way I hold space

even when others don’t.

My love may be messy,

but it’s real.

It doesn’t flinch,

it doesn’t fade,

it stays when it matters most.

I’d rather be too much

than feel nothing at all.

I will never shrink my heart

to make others more comfortable.

––––––––
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Healthy Love Wouldn’t Feel Like This

The right love

will not ask me to make myself smaller.

It will not flinch at my dreams,

not silence my loud days,

not shrink my ambition

into something easier to hold.

The right love will sit beside me

when I’m messy,

hold me steady when I’m restless,

and celebrate me

when I shine too bright for others.

I do not have to shrink to be loved.

I do not have to dim

to be safe.

Real love welcomes all of me,

even the parts that take up space.
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Part II: When Love Scorches
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Love doesn’t just warm; it chars, blisters, shatters, unthreads you. This section is for the endings that arrived without permission, for the emotional wreckage that teaches you what you really believe about yourself. These poems come from the ruins: the distance, the letting go, the hollow aftermath that lingers long after the person has left.

This is where affection discovers its breaking point.

​A Thief of Hearts

I held him once.

I held the weight of our days,

our hours stitched together

in the fragile thread of love.

Time took him.

Or maybe it simply revealed

what I had always known:

some hearts are not meant to stay,

and some love cannot survive the quiet

between the fights, the silences, the distance.

I sit with the fragments now,

counting the cracks,
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