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I’m back again.


Sam is back.




You missed me — even if you won’t say it.




Two years gone,




two years cut out of her life like a bad reel, like a door slammed so hard it forgot my name. I was there and not there, breathing but postponed,




living inside the after of every sentence.




Now I make time for myself.




Not borrowed time.




Not time that waits for permission.




Mine.




I write this with hands that remember survival, with a spine rebuilt from silence,




with a heart that learned how to sit alone




without begging the dark for company.




I am not knocking.




I am not asking.




I already crossed the threshold.




Back again—




not to be forgiven,




not to be understood,




but to be here,




whole,




and unafraid of my own name.
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I used to think life was a sprint


and love was the finish line—




that if I ran hard enough,




bled enough,




learned her language well enough,




the tape would break for me




and the crowd would finally clap.




But the race was crooked.




The ground slanted toward her wants. Every mile marker tasted like her mouth, every breath I took




was measured by how close it brought me back to her.




That is how you ruin a race—




not by stopping,




but by running toward the wrong horizon.




I am learning now




that the right way to live




does not chase applause,




does not beg a shadow to stay still,




does not season every day




with someone else’s hunger.




The right way to live




is quiet at first.




So quiet it scares you.




It begins with waking up




and not checking your phone for her ghost.




It begins with eating food




that does not remind you of her hands.




It begins with walking




without narrating the street to someone who is no longer listening.




At first, the silence feels like punishment.
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You mistake it for exile.

You think: This is what I get for loving wrong.

But silence is not punishment.

It is soil.

I had to unlearn her taste—

how it coated everything.

Music.

Sleep.

Memory.

Even pain tasted like her,

sharp and familiar,

addictive in the way poison is addictive when it keeps you warm. Her taste ruined the race

because I ran with her tongue in my mouth, her opinions in my knees,

her doubts laced through my breath.

I wasn’t moving forward—

I was circling her absence

like a dog tied to a post.

The right way to live

cuts the rope.

Not dramatically.

Not with speeches or revenge.

But with repetition.

With discipline.

With mornings that do not mention her name.

I had to learn

that love is not proven by endurance alone.

That staying is not always courage.

That sacrifice without dignity

is just erosion.

I gave her years like matches—

one after another—

until all I had left
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was smoke and the idea of warmth.




Now I build fires that last.




The right way to live




means you stop confusing intensity with truth.




Stop mistaking chaos for destiny.




Stop letting someone’s appetite




decide your worth.




It means you eat slowly.




Sleep deeply.




Say no without rehearsing the apology. It means when memory comes— and it will—




you do not wrestle it.




You let it pass through you




like weather,




not like a verdict.




Some nights I still taste her.




That is not failure.




That is biology grieving habit.




The right way to live




does not demand amnesia.




It demands honesty.




I tell myself:




She was real.




She mattered.




And she is not my future.




Those three sentences




took me longer to learn




than any love language.




I had to forgive myself




for wanting what would destroy me.




For running with blind faith




and calling it devotion.




There is a version of me




who stayed too long,
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who bent until bending felt holy,

who thought pain was proof.

I do not kill that version.

I thank him.

I bury him gently.

The right way to live

respects the dead without becoming them.

I no longer compete

with the man she left me for.

I no longer race the clock

to prove I was worth staying.

The finish line was a lie.

Life is not a race.

It is a practice.

You wake up.

You choose clarity.

You feed what feeds you back.

Some days the choice feels clean.

Some days it feels like dragging a body uphill.

Both count.

I stopped letting her taste

decide my pace.

Stopped letting nostalgia

sugarcoat what starved me.

The right way to live

is not loud.

It does not announce itself.

It looks like a man

who can sit alone

and not reach for ruin.

It looks like building mornings

that don’t ache for a witness.

It looks like running again—

not to escape,

not to impress,
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but because your lungs remember joy.




I am slower now.




Stronger.




I know when to stop.




I know when to drink water.




I know when to walk away.




That is how you win a race




that was never meant to be won—




by choosing the road




that lets you arrive intact.




The right way to live




without her




is not a punishment.




It is a return.




To your name.




To your breath.




To a future




that tastes like your own mouth again.




And for the first time,




that is enough.
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