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I Am Never Leaving Your Heart

I. The Field Before the Dawn

The night lay heavy with its long silence,

the stars broken into pale crumbs,

and somewhere far off,

the heartless enemies murmured their names like a prayer to no one.

I stood on the hill where the frost bit my boots,

where the old wind spoke in tongues I barely understood.

The soil was cold and old,

but it remembered the weight of my steps,

and I remembered yours.

I am never leaving your heart.

I said it into the emptiness,

into the trembling field,

into the aching sky,

as if the words could plant themselves like seeds in the dirt

and grow into a tree between us.

II. The Shape of the Enemies

They were not men alone—

they were shadows dressed in steel,

their laughter rusted, their eyes hollow.

They moved as if carrying the debts of a thousand winters,

their footsteps pressing scars into the earth.

They had no language for mercy,

only the clanging grammar of knives and smoke.

When they spoke, the grass withered;

when they touched water, the river turned away.

I have seen them,

but I will not kneel to them.

I walk away from the enemies,

though their spears try to stitch my shadow to the ground.

I walk away as a man walks away from a burning house

holding the hand of the one he loves—

not looking back,

because the fire is not worth seeing again.

III. The Blessings Hidden in Ruin

In the rubble of the world’s cruel corners,

there are still flowers stubborn enough to bloom.

I have found them between cracked stones,

petals soft as forgiven sins,

faces turned toward the broken sunlight.

I have found bread left on the doorstep by strangers

who knew hunger and could not bear

to see another starve.

The blessings are small,

but they are not small to me.

They are the weight in my palm,

the warmth in my coat,

the echo of your voice saying my name

like it was made of something sacred.

If blessings were coins,

I would scatter them across every road you walk,

so you would never know the taste of dust again.

IV. A Promise in the Midst of War

I am never leaving your heart.

Not while the sky bends low with sorrow,

not while the streets are loud with rage,

not while the enemies gather in doorways like mold.

Your heart is my only city,

its walls built from every night we survived,

its gates held by the memory of your hands in mine.

Even if the enemies came dressed as angels,

I would know them by the absence of warmth in their touch.

Even if they came bearing crowns,

I would see the rust beneath the gold.

I will walk away from them,

over and over,

until their voices are nothing but

a faint wind in the grass behind me.

V. The River Between Us

Once, I dreamed of a river

that ran between me and the world’s harm.

On my side, the ground was soft,

the air smelled of pine and rain.

On the other side, the heartless enemies

gathered like storm clouds over barren land.

They called to me,

offering power,

offering vengeance,

offering crowns cut from the bone of those they conquered.

But the river would not let me cross—

its waters rose like a shield.

And in the dream,

you stood on my side of the river,

barefoot in the grass,

your eyes steady as the moon,

and you said:

The river is not here to protect you from them;

it is here to protect your heart from becoming them.

VI. The March Away

I have walked away from the enemies a hundred times,

my steps leaving a trail of salt for the wind to carry.

Each time, they called after me with words

meant to twist my spine into their shape.

Each time, I answered with silence,

because silence is a blade they cannot dull.

I walk into the country of blessings,

where the soil smells of rain,

where the trees hold their leaves like promises.

I walk toward the house

where your heart waits like a candle in a dark window.

And though the enemies still call,

their voices are dim as forgotten bells.

VII. The Weight of Staying

To stay in your heart is to carry a weight

that is somehow lighter than air.

It is to live inside a room

where every shadow has a name,

and none of them are my enemies.

Here, the floorboards remember the rhythm of our steps,

the windows open to mornings

where the light pours in like forgiveness.

I have fought long enough

to know that love is not always soft—

sometimes it is the armor,

sometimes it is the shield,

sometimes it is the sword you lift

only to keep the enemies far from its gates.

VIII. When the Enemies Come Again

And they will—

because the heartless do not know rest.

They will come with banners stitched from stolen cloth,

they will come with torches lit from stolen fire.
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