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Series 2: The Light She Chose

She faced the glass with cautious grace,
A stranger stared back from her place.
No crimson lips or powdered skin—
Just scars she wore like truth within.
Her eyes were bruised, but not with pain—
They shimmered soft like after rain.
She'd learned to bow, to break, to bend,
But now she met her truest friend.
No longer chained by past control,
She bore the map of a healing soul.
Each mark, a tale she used to hide,
Now whispered strength she kept inside.
The mirror spoke in silver tones:
“You’ve walked through fire, you walked alone.
You loved too hard, you lost too deep,
But look at all you chose to keep.”
She smiled, though not the way she used—
Not polished bright, not charm-infused.
But like a woman calm and wild—
Both aching storm and steady child.
She did not wish for what had been,
Or mourn the loss of might-have-been.
She kissed the past, then let it rest,
And placed her hand against her chest.
“I know you now,” she breathed aloud,
“No need to shrink, no need to bow.
I’ve worn my grief, I’ve borne my blame—
But none of that defines my name.”
So if she breaks, she breaks in bloom,
Like flowers fighting for their room.
The mirror watched, her voice ran clear:
“I am the girl who made it here.”
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Dear Becoming, don’t be scared,
The road is rough, but you’re prepared.
You’ve cried through nights that had no end,
But every wound you mend, my friend.
You're learning not to beg or chase,
To hold your truth with quiet grace.
To walk away without regret,
From love that taught you to forget.
The girl you were, she did her best—
With broken heart and aching chest.
She held on tight through storm and flame,
While others only spoke her name.
But now you rise with softer tread,
And kiss the scars where hope once bled.
You speak with voice once locked away,
And bloom in dawn, not drown in grey.
You’re not too much, you’re not too late,
You’re not defined by hurt or hate.
Your worth is not in who believes—
It’s in the breath your soul retrieves.
So when you doubt, just look within—
The fire you feared now burns your skin.
Not wild to scorch, but warm and kind,
A flame that frees your brilliant mind.
Forgive the tears, forgive the fall—
You lost some things, but not it all.
You found your spine, you found your song,
You found that soft does not mean wrong.
And when they ask who lit your spark,
Just say: I found myself in dark.
You are the home you’ve longed to see—
Becoming more. Becoming free.
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She did not roar or break the sky,
She didn’t scream or question why.
She simply rose, a step, a breath—
A quiet war with pain and death.
She made her bed, then made her tea,
And smiled at shadows she could see.
She swept the floor, she stitched her seams,
And dared to touch forgotten dreams.
No headlines marked the way she healed,
No medals pinned, no fate revealed.
But still she moved, despite the fear—
A whispered yes the world could hear.
She said “I’m fine” and meant it true,
Not perfect—just a clearer view.
She wore her flaws like softened thread,
And left old ghosts beneath her bed.
No lightning cracked, no thunder clapped,
Just peaceful truths her hands had mapped.
She brushed her hair, she faced the day,
And learned to dance her hurt away.
She watered plants that once had died,
Then placed fresh roses by her side.
Each bloom a vow, each stem a scar—
Proof healing grows from where we are.
No one applauds the daily fight
To get back up, to reach for light.
But still she walked that sacred mile—
And every step became her smile.
So call her brave, not for her screams,
But how she stitched her shattered dreams.
A rebel wrapped in quiet grace—
A warrior with a gentler pace.
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He touched my hand, but didn’t claim.
He said my scars weren’t mine to shame.
He didn’t ask what I had lost—
He only saw the storm I crossed.
His voice was calm, not like the past,
No need to win, no grip too fast.
He never loved me just to own—
He left the door to healing... known.
He didn’t flinch at what I’d been,
Or chase the pieces locked within.
He sat beside the girl who bled,
And listened close to words unsaid.
He never fed me sugar lies,
Or dressed his want in sweet disguise.
He asked for nothing I don’t give—
Just space to breathe, and choose to live.
His hands were warm, but never burned,
They didn't take what I had earned.
He kissed my cheek, not like a thief—
But like he knew I still held grief.
He wasn’t light—I had the flame.
He wasn’t cure—I had the name.
He didn’t try to heal my pain—
He stood beside me in the rain.
He never said, “Forget what’s done,”
He said, “You’re more than what you’ve won.”
And when I feared I’d fall apart,
He held the shape of my brave heart.
So when they ask if love is kind,
I think of him and what I find—
A man who saw the war in me
And loved the girl I chose to be.
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