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    To those who have loved and lost,to those who carry silence heavier than words,to those who mistake scars for failuresthis book is for you.May you never say goodbye to the world,even when the world tries to say goodbye to you

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A poetic journey through love, loss, and the stubborn beauty of survival."
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​Broken bread
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Once bread is broken, it won’t come whole,

The crumbs that fall won’t return to the bowl.

Even if you gather them, it’s not the same 

It holds the bitter taste of a hopeless flame.

These patch-ups - just masks, they deceive,

Same dough, perhaps, but new price to believe.

I can’t swallow that bite anymore,

The one that once tasted like honey before.

Now I know well when bread doesn’t bind 

It feels like a lie that myth has enshrined.

Cross-legged at our well-set table,

Silence bites harder than hunger is able.

Better to starve than be fooled again,

Better love free than in ashes remain.
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​The faces
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There are faces that fade like names in the breeze,

And some that await you, just once, to be seen.

There are smiling masks with lips carved in ice,

And faces that shine,  serene, and wise.

There are faces that speak without a sound,

That don’t forget you, even when you’re not around.

There are faces that hide a knife in their hug,

And those that still glow when the world feels mugged.

There are faces that never once met your eye,

Yet felt your wounds better than you could define.

And then there are faces, like shadows they come,

When old memories stir and the soul grows numb.

One by one, I saw them all pass,

I couldn’t decide which face to grasp.

But in the end, I made my vow 

I chose the one I saw at dawn’s first glow.

The one that deceives me never,

That walks beside me, always... ever.

The one that gives water, even when dry,

The one that never hid truth with a lie.
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​Love has no price
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You won’t find it on a shelf,-  it has no tag, no price,

It’s not on clearance when the season ends nice.

No tax receipt, no promise to return,

Not a thing you discard when fashions turn.

You can’t buy it online with a couple of clicks,

Nor search it with filters and digital tricks:

“Tall, loyal, romantic, and sincere...”

True love doesn’t show up through keywords, my dear.

There’s no manual, - and if there were,
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