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    For the ones who see shadows in the light… and still keep walking.



    



  	
        
            
            Every game has rules. The dangerous ones just don't tell you what they are

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Darling , here’s the thing ...Usually, I’d start with some kind of introduction, maybe a clever line or something that sounds as if it belongs in a novel... But this time? Nah.. This isn’t some story I’m just telling , it’s more like I’m talking to you, you're a witness ,and you can't run away from that , consider it as  we already know each other as you probably noticed that I’m stumbling over my words a little and trust me, I’m trying not to...

But sometimes, when you’re trying to explain something important, words don’t come out the way you want. And maybe that’s okay. Cause if I’m honest, that’s kind of how life is ,messy, imperfect, and a little bit stumbling. 

Cause Life isn’t always a straight line; sometimes it’s a winding road you didn’t expect to take....

( Right now, there’s a voice reading this in your head. Nope, it’s not mine. I don’t sound nearly that cool. It’s the voice you picked, the one you’d hear if you read this aloud in your shower or stuck your nose in a book at midnight. )

––––––––
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And here i am through  monstrous ugliness  that wrapped itself tight around me, like a noose woven from the sickly light distilled into color of these hospital walls.

They don’t just stand there , they almost pulse, almost breathing a jaundiced life that claws at my skin, pressing in, suffocating, as if the very air here is tainted with a kind of quiet despair. 

The paint peels and curls away in brittle, dead leaf spirals, each flake falling like a tiny piece of some forgotten sorrow, forgotten by everyone but me.

These walls, these colors , they carry the weight of every whispered fear of mine and every silent scream that has ever passed through these halls ...

Cause we all carry these invisible stories no one sees, but they shape who we are and at least you're witnessing mine ...

––––––––
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and to make it worse ,the fluorescent lights above don’t simply shine; they glare with a coldness so sharp it slices through any warmth, bathing everything in a sterile, unforgiving glow that feels more like judgment than illumination.

––––––––
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Desperately  it’s a world that mocks you with its pretense, a cruel theater where beauty is a joke told only to be laughed at behind closed doors. 

Cause any way the way those colors twist and warp here, was as if the universe itself was playing a prank the the hue of distance among the sky, once a promise of freedom, now feels like a lie painted on a cracked ceiling; the spring’s breath , once a symbol of life, has withered into a sickly shadow, poisoned from the inside out. And there is no escape from this bitter palette... It’s a landscape haunted by all the things we’re told to ignore , decay, despair, and the relentless tick of time is still moving forward even when you don’t want it to.

I watch as hope drains away from everything around, like the slow fading of a vibrant color left out in the sun. 

This isn’t the world of a painter soul ,  it’s the one that stays behind closed eyelids, the one that no brush can truly capture because it’s too raw to witness . 

The ugliness isn’t just in the walls or the lights or the colors , it’s in the silence that fills the spaces in  between, in the weight of loneliness that settles on the chest like a stone. And in that silence, I feel it ... the unspoken truth that sometimes, the collateral beauty of life is nothing but a mask worn by cruelty, fragile and fleeting, always slipping just out of reach...

I think about me and myself  more and all  about all those letters I never sent ...

pages filled with trembling hands and breaking hearts...

Cause hope isn’t always loud; sometimes it’s a whisper you barely hear.

And words that caught fire in my throat before they could fly free cause each letter was a fight against the darkness pulling me under, a desperate, trembling grasp at the dance of shades and shadows twisting in my mind , of ghosts haunting every corner of my head, screaming out loud without a trace of voice , bleeding with the painted veil of existence than real aches , and the cornflower in this case isn’t the kind that warms your skin or lifts your spirits but more  of a sick, jaundiced glimmer before dusk of sickness, of slow decay that eats away at hope like acid eating flesh.

It curls around as the moon wraps the sun , like bruises that throb beneath skin too fragile to hide . It’s the color of a world pretending to live while it quietly dies.

And the cold kiss of twilight that creeps in , that no one talks about the merciless blue that sneaks into the corners of this room like a winter that never ends , it's cold never being peaceful or calm.

It’s biting, relentless, freezing me from the inside out.

It seeps through the cracks in my bones, turns my breath to frost, and leaves me shivering in a silence that screams louder than any noise. It’s the blue of loneliness that's too deep to cry out, a hue drawn from the depths of the soul , that mocks any flicker of light or warmth, the kind  that drowns hope in an ocean of an endless night.

( You probably just shifted in your seat, didn’t you? Maybe even tried the classic “cross your legs then uncross” move like you’re hunting for the perfect spot. I get it , I do this every five minutes. But honestly, there’s no magic comfy pose when you’re about to read something that might mess with your head a little)

Sometimes, when the walls close in and the colors twist so tight around , I can barely breathe, I feel the weight of everything I couldn’t say pressing down like a stone on my chest. The words, the feelings and even the void within me spin inside like a storm I could never  escape. 

And I wonder if anyone will ever hear the letters I never sent, the desperate screams behind my silence, or if I’m just a ghost wandering inside my own mind, trapped in a palette of lost and shadow.... 

( See? You just stopped for a sec. Your brain hit the pause button and went wandering off somewhere. Maybe a memory popped up, or you zoned out thinking about ghosts hunting you by . Happens to me all the time, and honestly, it’s part of the deal !) 

****
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And in the other corner of the room there was this mirror , cracked and splintered as the fragile shards of a broken soul , it clung to the wall like a weary eyelid. 

Each shard offered a fragment of me but never whole. In one, a faint scar under my chin surfaced, a ghost from childhood, reminding me of the day glass first learned my skin. I reached out, but its chill repelled me, and a tear slipped free , unsure whether it belonged to the sting of the moment or the hand of memory brushing past ... 
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