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Dedicated to

Ilker Ramadan

Sad are the hearts that love you

Silent are the tears that fall

Living our lives without you

Is the hardest thing of all






Author’s Note [image: ]



If you are here reading this then you have supported my mind or my heart in one way or another and I just want to take a moment to say thank you. No matter how many times I thought I’m not gonna make it through this one, I did, and I need you to know you can too. I hope my words bring solace to your heart, the way you have brought solace to mine.

I appreciate you.
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Ask God Why [image: ]



I think I will ask God

“Why”

For the rest of my life

And never will I come to understand it

Even if God himself stood in front of me

And told me the reason

I don’t think I would accept it.

Some loves are too hard to bear

And with great love comes great pain

And with great loss,

Comes the greatest pain of all

If love could have saved you

You would have lived forever…
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2 Faced [image: ]



Do you know how many times I’ve taken an ‘L’ and just nodded ok?

Or how many times I’ve replaced a whole text with 2 words, instead of an essay

Do you know how many times 1 tear has rolled down my face when I realize that

REAL EYES REALIZE THE REAL LIES And I REALIZE

I wasn’t worth the truth and I ate your lies because my heart was hungry

And how many times my pain is shattered pieces of “I thought they loved me”

How many times I took betrayal on the chin and I took greed, wrath and envy from the rehearsal of their 7 deadly sins

I stayed humble when I watched the people I love stab me in the back

And I took that knife and cut them off with it and forced myself to not look back

I don’t wear my pain on my face but it’s written in my eyes

And if you speak the language, you’ll identify with mine.








Chosen [image: ]



And I wondered what it was like… To be CHOSEN.

I was never CHOSEN…

I was a maybe, a probably, sometimes even a definitely but never the one.

Never the CHOSEN one.

As I grew up I realized the mistake I had made was to wait to be CHOSEN.

By Him or by Her or by Them.

I wasn’t even choosing me so why would anyone else choose me?

So now I simply don’t wait.

I don’t wait for a man to notice me and I don’t wait for a girl to choose me.
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… I CHOOSE MYSELF
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How come?

The best of us leave this earth too soon while the bad

seem to live forever

The ones we love the most are gone and all you can

do is try to remember

How come?

It’s the happiest people with the biggest smiles that

tend to carry the most pain

They cry inside while dedicating their lives to making

sure WE don’t feel the same

How come?

The prettiest people are the most insecure, we tend to

think of them as God’s favorites

They’re deceptive of self and neglected because well…

Why does a beautiful person need help? And that’s

the danger

How come?

It’s the kind hearted that tend to carry the most pain

it’s insane, to be kind is a gift we all deserve

Yet, when you’re kind you’re more of a target, don’t you think that’s absurd?

How come?

The good die young, that’s how the saying goes and

it’s proved to be true time again so it shows

that the devil is here and this can’t be the end

for the best ones are taken to heaven so young…

… How Come?








Excerpt – Story of Dad [image: ]


I always struggled with the idea that living is forever. It seemed too long to me, so overwhelming. You mean I have to be here until the end? Trapped in this mind of mine. I may as well be in prison. Because there was no way out for me. A million eyes crossed mine and not one of them noticed, I mean really noticed. Maybe I was just too good at hiding it. Or… maybe it wasn’t real. It was all just in my head. “Yes I KNOW!” I would reply. But how do you show someone that something is real when you have no proof? You’re highly functioning. Life and soul of the party. That can’t be true.

Until one night my heart was ripped out of my chest… and everything that once made me sad disappeared. How trivial, you silly stupid girl. Life taught me what real sadness was. I spent so many years wanting to die not realizing how much I had to live for. Now I have to struggle to stay alive, with so much pain to die for.

It didn’t beat again.
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Fathers [image: ]



When referring to the Fathers

We speak of the unspoken Hero

For there are no limitations on the lengths

A Father would go

To protect, to provide and to the children

He is the biggest man in the world

They look at him in awe and they feel

Safe when he is home

The unspoken is the Father

For he wears that cape every day

But along with it comes a mask and no matter

How tough things get they never say

We take them for granted most days

Because they never let us down and we get

So used to what they do for us we don’t think to

Offer anything in return

A Father’s love is silent but it’s the most

Powerful of all, they’re our greatest teachers and their Hug could break you, but it also makes you stand tall

Sometimes they go unnoticed and the way they

Struggle gets so suppressed

But no matter which one of us you ask we say
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Betrayal [image: ]
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Betrayal is the hardest of the emotions to deal with

Because it never comes from your enemies more like the people you live with

You can be in love one day and be heartbroken the next

Someone can whisper forever to you in one moment and destroy your nest in the next breath

And when you look at them you think, how could you do this to me?

While the constant narrative of why wasn’t I enough? plays on repeat

You look in your kids’ eyes and you feel guilt for letting them down

Even though it wasn’t you that’s left their little faces upside down

But you know what my favorite saying is:

“God will put you right back together in front of the people that broke you”

And no it won’t be easy but I promise you one day they’ll think about the things they did to you

And when your light is shining so bright that the

Wanderer can’t help but want to return to the Pack

Take a look at the little faces you turned around and promise yourself you won’t look back.








More [image: ]



And should they stop loving you one day I hope you know that it was nothing to do with your capacity to be loved but their own capacity to live up to the expectations they had built within the love they had displayed unto you.

I hope you know that it does not make you unlovable, it just means that this love is no more

but that you will be more without it.



[image: A continuous black line forms a heart shape in the center, with loops extending outward on both sides.]






Extraordinary [image: ]



You don’t need to be extraordinary

to not be ordinary

You just need to be you

and keep it in your mind’s eye

that there’s nothing you can’t do

There is no one with your genetic makeup and especially not your DNA

you are created one time only

and you will never be created again

To be ordinary would mean to be

the same as everyone else
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