
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A World On Fire-A Heart Awake

[image: ]




______________________________________________

Love Letters To The Brokenhearted

Misty Summers

Copyright © 2024 Misty Summers 

All Rights Reserved



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Copyright

[image: ]




2

To the tender rebels, who love with trembling hands,

and bleed roses into silence— you are the miracle.

You are not too broken. You are the bloom after the storm.

Soft is your superpower. Love is your rebellion.

You carry constellations beneath your scars, 

a pulse that defies the cold. Your heart burns like moonlight

on the ruins— fierce, holy, unstoppable.

This book is a mirror, etched in ether and ash,

to remind you: your ache is sacred.

Your love is legendary. 

And you were never too late to rise.
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T

he world looks radiant at first glance. Skyscrapers pierce

the clouds like iron prayers. Satellites orbit our blue

planet, beaming down precision and distraction in equal

measure. Digital gardens bloom with filters and influencers,

and the marketplaces of man hum like modern temples of

success.

We have built wonders. We have split atoms, spliced genes,

summoned data gods, and crowned ourselves rulers of the

Anthropocene.

And yet?beneath the glow of artificial suns, something

ancient is cracking.

The Earth is not broken from without, but bleeding from

within. And that wound, unspoken by policy and missed by

headlines, whispers through smog-choked skies and hollow-

eyed children: ?We are dying of forgetfulness. Of touchless-

ness. Of unfelt love.?

It was a quiet Thursday when Misty returned from the

hospital. One night under the sterile glow of machines, her

body s bloodstream invaded by unseen saboteurs? an

infection not loud, but insidious—not whispering of mortality but

of slow undoing.

She had felt it?not just in her veins, but in the collective

8

pulse of a world overdosing on speed and starving for stillness.

Driving home under a bruised dusk sky, the freeway roared

around her like a beast with no handler. Suddenly, from behind,

a motorcyclist, flinging himself forward like a soul chased by its

own shadow. He disappeared into the dark like a comet too

angry to burn with grace.

And Misty knew: That man was all of us. Speeding toward

some imagined salvation. Fleeing sorrow. Chasing significance.

Avoiding the only medicine that ever mattered: LOVE.

?We are not human beings having a spiritual experience; we

are spiritual beings having a human experience.? ? Pierre

Teilhard de Chardin

That night, as her rearview mirror caught the last flash of the

rider s taillight, Misty felt the cry?not hers alone, but

humanity s. A low, ancient weeping beneath the world s noise.

It rose not in sirens, but in subtle signals? the glance from a

stranger, the tired smile of a cashier, the quiet implosion of

hearts too strong for too long.

This book was born from that cry.

It is not a diagnosis. It is not a manifesto. It is an invitation: to

remember, to re-feel, to re-imagine. To kneel at the altar of the

human soul and ask the oldest question in the universe:

?What if love is not optional, but oxygen??

Beneath the noise of progress, beneath the glittering towers

and glowing screens, something sacred is sobbing.

Misty Summers
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Not in rage. But in remembrance.

The oceans, once cradles of life, now swallow plastic

lullabies. Forests fall like tired elders, and no one comes to sit

by their side. Children are born into a world where bees vanish

like forgotten myths and the rain tastes faintly of sorrow.

We scroll past suffering with calloused thumbs, mistaking

numbness for peace and artificial for alive.

?It is no measure of health to be well adjusted to a

profoundly sick society.? ? Jiddu Krishnamurti.

We are thriving, they say. GDPs swell. Economies soar. But

the soul? She limps barefoot behind the parade, whispering,

?You cannot outgrow what you refuse to outlove.?

We are not at the brink of destruction?we are deep within it.

Yet the veil is so beautiful, so convincing, we forget we are

dancing on the bones of the future.

But what if this collapse is not the end? What if this crumbling

is the sacred groan of rebirth?

Somewhere between midnight and memory, the Earth sighs.

Not the breeze-swept sigh of a quiet forest, nor the satisfied

hush of an ancient sea?but a deep, soul-rattling exhale of

exhaustion? a sob that s been centuries in the making.

She weeps in frequencies few can hear now: through the

silence of extinct birdsong, in the tremble of melting glaciers, in
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the quiet panic of a child who has forgotten how to play.

And we—we are floating ghosts in our bodies. Eyes glowing

in the blue light of false connection. Pulse synched not to the

drum of nature, but to the tick of deadlines and dopamine hits.

We are the ones with maps in our hands and no idea we re

lost.

?In a time of deceit, telling the truth is a revolutionary act.? ?

George Orwell

Not by force of fate, but by human hand? A million choices

made in unawareness, in hunger, in fear. We've turned

progress into poison, comfort into chaos, while beauty dies

quietly in the corner, ignored like an inconvenient truth.

But even now?especially now?there is another possibility.

There is a path back to wonder, a return to something tender,

primal, essential.

It won t be in headlines. It won t trend. It will not seek your

approval.

But it will stir in your bones when you are finally still. It will

rise in your throat when you can no longer bear the ache. It will

take your broken pieces and whisper: Not the end. The

beginning.

This book, this journey, this invocation? is not for the

complacent or the comfortably asleep. It is for the sensitive

warriors, the dreamers with dirt beneath their nails, the ones

who ache like the earth and still offer love in the face of
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extinction. This is your call. To awaken. To return. To

remember.

That buried beneath the bleeding, love waits like fire beneath

ash. That healing is not a dream?it is a rebellion. And that no

civilization will save us until we remember how to be human.

Because if you're still here, reading this, you are not lost. You

are awakening.

And love? Love is waiting.

A World on Fire
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T

he sky weeps in silence, not from rain, but from

forgetting. We have become strangers in our own skin,

chasing illusions while our hearts starve for truth.?

The fog descends. The world today does not scream. It

whispers through aching bones, through lonely streets lit by

neon hunger, through the tired sighs of mothers who have

forgotten how to rest. There is a mist across our vision. Not the

gentle haze of a sacred dawn, but a smothering fog of

disconnection?a damp, heavy sorrow that clings to our lungs,

yet goes unnamed.

We walk with smartphones and shattered spirits, scrolling

past tragedy like it s wallpaper. We wear smiles curated by

algorithms, while the soul screams quietly into its cupped

hands. And underneath it all, the world bleeds.

It bleeds through the forests we burn in the name of

commerce, through children s empty bellies while others dine

on waste. It bleeds in boardrooms where greed wears a suit,

and in bedrooms where love has curled into a corner, forgotten.

But the pain we see outside is not separate. It is the
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reflection of what we do not face within.

We bury loss beneath distraction. We numb our wounds with

overwork, with wine, with glassy-eyed entertainment, preten-

ding wholeness while hollowed out inside. We have inherited

ancestral pain, unwept tears from generations past, and in our

silent suffering, we perpetuate it.

We call it stress, anxiety, and burnout. But underneath those

terms lies the holy ache of estrangement: from nature, from

others, from ourselves.

?We are not dying of disease,? the Earth seems to say. ?We

are dying of forgetting.?

Every war on the outside mirrors a war within: The corruption

of systems reflects the corruption of values. The violence

against the earth mirrors the violence against our bodies, our

hearts. The exploitation of others echoes the exploitation of our

authenticity.

And yet?this is not a condemnation. This is an invitation.

What if every wound we see in the world is a map?a sacred

signpost?guiding us back to the heart?

To step into healing, we must first become witnesses to the

grief. Not to judge it. Not to escape it. But to listen.

Example Practice: The Vigil of Silence. Set aside one hour.

No phone. No noise. Sit in a quiet place with a journal and a

candle. Ask this question: ?Where does the world hurt inside
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me?? Then listen?really listen.

Let tears come. Let numbness come. Let discomfort arise.

This is the first offering. Presence. Not fixing. Not fleeing. But

allowing.

Example Practice: Seeing Beyond the Veil The next time you

walk through a city street or scroll social media, don t look for

content. Look for sorrow hiding in plain sight?in the faces, in

the headlines, in the detachment. Name it silently. Say, ?I see
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