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The bookstore smelled like rain and secrets, its shelves sagging under the weight of stories no one remembered. I stood there, fingers tracing spines, as if I could find my own name carved into leather, a clue to who I was before the world cracked open. My boots scuffed the floor, leaving trails in the dust, and I wondered if I’d been here before, if I’d left pieces of myself in these aisles, waiting to be reclaimed. The city outside buzzed—neon veins pulsing through concrete, taxis honking like lost birds—but in here, time held its breath. I wasn’t looking for anything, not really, just a way to fill the hours that stretched like shadows across my chest. And then I saw it: a manuscript, half-buried under yellowed maps and a broken clock, its pages heavy as if they’d soaked up every tear I never cried.

I pulled it free, and my breath caught, sharp as a blade. The cover was blank, but the handwriting inside—looped and jagged, a dance of ink—was mine. My pulse thrummed, a drumbeat of dread and longing, as I opened to the first page. I loved him like a storm loves the sea, reckless and ruinous, and he loved me back until the stars forgot their names. The words were strangers, yet they knew me, curling around my heart like smoke. Eliot’s name was there, scrawled in the margins, his laughter echoing in the spaces between lines. Five years since he vanished, and still, I search for him in every shadow, every poem scratched into barroom tables. I’m not mad, I told myself, though the mirror in my apartment disagrees, its glass fogged with questions.

I clutched the manuscript, my knuckles white, and sank to the floor, the bookstore spinning like a carousel gone rogue. Who wrote this? Why does it wear my handwriting like a stolen coat? The words spoke of nights I don’t remember: dancing with Eliot under a sky of falling stars, our hands stained with paint, our mouths full of promises. I read until my eyes burned, until the city outside faded to a hum. We carved our initials into the moon, and it bled silver. The surreal weight of it pressed against my ribs—was this memory or madness? I laughed, a brittle sound, because what else do you do when your life unravels like a poorly knit sweater? I’m a poet, which means I’m broke and dramatic, but this was too much, even for me.

The shopkeeper watched from behind the counter, her eyes like old coins, glinting with something I couldn’t name. “That book’s been waiting for you,” she said, her voice a creak of wood and wind. I wanted to ask how she knew, why her words felt like a prophecy, but my tongue was a traitor, heavy with questions I wasn’t ready to voice. I paid for the manuscript—ten dollars, a crumpled bill from my pocket—and stepped into the night, the city swallowing me whole. The air was thick, scented with asphalt and dreams, and the moon hung low, a new moon, invisible but heavy, pulling at my bones.

I walked, the manuscript tucked under my arm, its weight a reminder of everything I’d lost. Eliot was everywhere—in the flicker of a streetlamp, the curve of a stranger’s smile, the graffiti on a brick wall that read Love is a wound that sings. I met him seven years ago, at a poetry reading where the wine was cheap and the words were cheaper. He laughed like a broken piano, his eyes a storm I wanted to drown in, and I was gone, lost in him before I knew my own name. We were reckless, painting the city with our dreams, stealing kisses in alleyways, writing poems on napkins that we burned for luck. But love like that doesn’t last—it burns too bright, consumes too much, and when he vanished, he took half of me with him.

I stopped at a café, its windows glowing like embers, and ordered a coffee black as my mood. The manuscript lay on the table, daring me to open it again. I traced the cover, my fingers trembling, and thought of the bird that had perched on my windowsill last night, black as ink, its eyes like tiny moons. “Find the weight,” it said, its voice a crackle of static, before flying into a sky too bright for stars. I’d laughed then, too, because talking birds belong in fairy tales, not in my life, but now, with the manuscript in my hands, I wasn’t so sure. What weight? The weight of grief, of love, of secrets I’d buried so deep they’d grown roots?

I opened the book again, and the words shifted, or maybe I did. The city is a labyrinth, and you are its heart, beating, breaking, bleeding. I shivered, though the café was warm, the hum of conversation wrapping around me like a blanket. The city had always felt alive, its streets shifting when I wasn’t looking, its buildings whispering secrets I couldn’t quite hear. Last week, I’d turned a corner and found a garden where a pawnshop used to be, roses blooming in the shape of my name. I’d told myself it was exhaustion, too many nights spent writing poems that went nowhere, but now I wondered if the city was trying to tell me something, if it knew more about me than I did.

I sipped my coffee, bitter and cold, and let the manuscript pull me back. Eliot said the moon was a mirror, reflecting every life we didn’t live. I remembered him saying that, his voice soft as moonlight, but the memory felt wrong, like a photograph with the edges blurred. Had he said it, or was the manuscript planting seeds in my mind, rewriting my past? I closed my eyes, and there he was—Eliot, with his crooked smile, his hands stained with charcoal, his laughter a melody I’d never forget. I loved him so much it hurt, a physical ache, like a bruise I couldn’t stop pressing. And then he was gone, leaving nothing but silence and questions.

The café faded, and I was somewhere else—a memory, or maybe a dream. Eliot and I were on a rooftop, the city sprawling below us, its lights like scattered stars. He held a paintbrush, dripping red, and painted my face, his touch gentle but urgent. “You’re a poem,” he said, “and I’m the fool who’ll never finish writing you.” I laughed, but the sky cracked open, rain falling in sheets, and when I reached for him, he was gone, the paint on my face turning to ash. I opened my eyes, gasping, the café snapping back into focus. The manuscript was open to a new page: The rooftop was our cathedral, and we were its only gods.

I shoved the book away, my heart racing. This wasn’t just a story—it was my life, my pain, my love, laid bare in ink. But how? I hadn’t written it, not consciously, yet it knew things I’d never told anyone, not even myself. I thought of the shopkeeper’s words, the bird’s cryptic message, the city’s shifting streets. Was this some kind of game, a puzzle I was meant to solve? Or was I losing myself, slipping into a madness that felt too real to be false? I laughed again, louder this time, and a woman at the next table glanced over, her eyes wary. “Sorry,” I muttered, but I wasn’t sorry—I was terrified, exhilarated, alive in a way I hadn’t been since Eliot left.

I paid for my coffee and stepped back into the night, the manuscript a weight against my chest. The city was different now, its edges sharper, its shadows deeper. A streetlamp flickered, and for a moment, I saw Eliot’s face in the light, his eyes pleading, his mouth forming words I couldn’t hear. I blinked, and he was gone, but the ache remained, a reminder of what I’d lost, what I was still searching for. I walked, my boots echoing on the pavement, and the moon—new, invisible, heavy—followed me, its silence louder than any scream.

I don’t know what this manuscript is, or why it found me. I don’t know if Eliot is dead, or alive, or something else entirely. I don’t know who I am, not really, not anymore. But I know this: I’ll read every page, chase every clue, unravel every secret, even if it breaks me. Because love is a wound that sings, and I’m still bleeding, still singing, still searching for the weight of a thousand moons.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Waxing Crescent

[image: ]




The manuscript sits on my kitchen table, its pages curling like petals in the morning light, daring me to read more. I haven’t touched it since last night, when the city’s pulse seemed to sync with my own, when Eliot’s name inked across its lines felt like a summons. I’m afraid—not of the words, but of what they might make me remember, or forget. My apartment is a museum of half-lived lives: stacks of poetry books, a typewriter that jams on the letter e, a coffee mug chipped from a night I don’t talk about. I pour myself a cup, black as regret, and stare at the manuscript, wondering if it’s a mirror or a maze. The moon outside is waxing, a sliver of silver in the dawn, and I feel it pulling, tugging at the threads of me that unravel in the dark.

I was twenty-nine when I met Eliot, at a poetry reading in a basement bar that smelled of whiskey and despair. The kind of place where dreams go to drown, where poets recite their hearts to strangers who clap out of pity. I wasn’t there to read, just to hide, nursing a glass of wine so cheap it tasted like vinegar. I’d been writing poems that went nowhere, love letters to a self I didn’t know, and the city felt like a cage, its streets too narrow for my longing. Then he walked in, and the air shifted, like the world had taken a breath it forgot to exhale. Eliot, with his hair like a raven’s wing, his smile crooked as a half-remembered dream, his hands stained with paint as if he’d been wrestling with gods.
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