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Some pain leaves loudly.

It breaks things, takes names, slams doors, empties rooms, and makes itself impossible to ignore.

But some pain stays quietly.

It lingers in the body, in memory, in routine. It lives in the spaces where someone used to be, in the version of yourself that no longer exists, in the ordinary moments that somehow still hurt the most. It does not always announce itself. Sometimes it simply sits beside you and becomes part of the way you move through the world.

Yes, I Cry. was written for those aches.

For the grief that doesn’t end when people expect it to.

For the heartbreak that keeps finding its way back.

For the sorrow that settles into the ribs and learns how to stay.

For the quiet kind of pain that still deserves to be named.

These poems are not polished versions of healing.

They are not here to make suffering beautiful.

They are here because some things hurt, and pretending otherwise has never made them hurt less.

This collection is for the people who have lost someone, lost themselves, lost time, lost softness, lost safety, or simply lost the version of life they thought they were supposed to have.

If that is you, then these pages know you.

And if your pain has ever made you feel too emotional, too tender, too much, I hope this book reminds you of something simple and sacred:

To feel deeply is not weakness.

Sometimes it is the only proof that your heart, despite everything, is still alive.
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Yes, I Cry

Parting Poem

Yes,

I cry.

And yes,

I’m still here.
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I Call It Love

Haunt Me Better

If you’re going to haunt me,

at least do it right.

Don’t just leave your name

on the backs of old receipts,

or a ghost of your cologne

in the clothes I forgot to burn.

If you’re going to linger,

stay long enough to explain

why I still check the door

before sleep.

Why I confuse pain with passion

and silence with safety.

You never left clean.

You dripped through the cracks,

stuck to the walls,

bled into my reflection

like ink in water-

quiet, slow, irreversible.

I keep thinking I’ve moved on.

That I’ve painted over the damage.

But then your voice shows up

in someone else’s disappointment,

your shadow in the shape

of a promise not kept.

You haunt like habit.

Like muscle memory.

Like a love that never loved me back

the way I needed,

only the way it knew how.

Which is to say,

carelessly.

Briefly.

Dangerously.

So if you’re going to stay,

haunt me better.

Come with answers, not echoes.

Sit beside me

when the new ones start to sound

just like you.

Stop knocking on the door

you shattered

then blamed me for opening.

I don’t need reminders

of what you were.

I need closure

you were never brave enough to give.

I need peace

in the parts of me

you made believe

that chaos was love.

––––––––
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​Where Shall My Hand Rest Now?

I still reach for you.

In the dark,

in the quiet,

in the spaces where your warmth

used to live.

My hand remembers.

It remembers your chest,

steady beneath my palm,

the heartbeat that guided me home.

It remembers the way you’d squeeze back

without words,

just to say you were there.

Now the sheets are cold.

The air feels wrong.

I move through rooms

that once held your laughter

and feel the silence pressing

against my ribs.

I thought love ended with anger,

with distance,

with choice.

But I never imagined

it could end

with absence.

They tell me you’re gone,

but my body refuses to believe it.

My hand keeps searching-

for your hair,

your breath,

your touch-

finding nothing

but the echo of you

lingering like smoke.

How do I live in halves

when every part of me

was built to lean on you?

Where shall my hand rest now

that it can no longer rest on you?

I whisper your name

into the pillow

like a prayer no one answers.

The world keeps moving.

I stay still.

And in every small moment

between night and mourning,

I reach again,

and find only air.

––––––––
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​Nothing Won’t Answer Back

I have loved enough to drown a city,

to set oceans ablaze with my want.

I have thrown myself into hearts

that never returned the favor,

that never met my eyes

with the light I carried in mine.

And still I wait.

Still I reach

for the nothing

that refuses to grasp me back.

I’ve walked through rooms

full of laughter that wasn’t mine,

held hands that slipped from mine

like smoke through broken fingers,

kissed lips that tasted of absence.

Every attempt felt like a question

I already knew the answer to:

empty.

Hollow.

Unanswered.

Yet still I chase.

The need to belong,

the need to feel my pulse mirrored,

drives me into the spaces

where I am always alone.

Nothing won’t answer back.

Nothing never has.

And still, I move toward it,

a moth circling a flame

that refuses to burn for me.

I carry my desperation

like a compass with no north,

following the echo of a love

that will never meet my hands,

that will never return my gaze,

and calling it hope.

​Your Death Was My Awakening

When you died,

I didn’t cry right away.

Grief came slow,

like fog rolling over the ruins

of something I once called home.

They said I should be relieved,

that you can’t miss the fire

once it’s out.

But I do.

God, I do.

You burned me alive,

and I called it warmth.

You tore me down,

and I called it love.

I worshiped your chaos

because it was louder than my silence.

When your heart stopped,

mine started again.

For the first time in years,

I saw myself in the mirror

and didn’t look away.

The bruises under my ribs

began to fade
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