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  Chapter 1

  
  







The people, places, and moments that planted something in us.








  
  
  The Water Knew My Name

  
  




I walked away from the place

where you left me waiting,

a widow without a blessing.




I thought it was better

to start a new chapter,

never knowing

I would be burned by its ending.




Yet it taught me

to see the light

through different colors and corners.

It made me feel

like more than a follower.




Still,

When I return to our place by the water,

The wind brushes through my hair,

stirring memories into the air.




Swallowing the pain,

wiping away watery eyes,

I wonder about the millions of whys.




As I tried to walk away,

I heard the whispers of the water

calling my name.




I turned my head.

And there they were…




The shadows of a couple

still sitting on that bench,

while my heart remained

caught in a painful clench.








  
  
  The trees bend

  
  




In the rain, I mend

through the lost and the vent.

Lightning strikes, the trees bend,

while typhoons swallow the land.




Frenzied roots and rotten stumps,

left like a broken tape undone,

repeating echoes of a soul

already buried, cold as a stone.








  
  
  Roots

  
  




Take the roots out of the ground. 

The ones that I finally found…




Connected strongly,

mournfully underneath.




Cut the ties, release the chain…

from a silent, tightening wreath.








  
  
  She is beautiful too

  
  




It is true.




She is beautiful too.




She carries

a quiet light.




I only hope

you never look at her

the way

you once looked at me.




Believe…




my tears

could have filled the sea.




I know

it is selfish.




Yet your absence

left every room

emptier

than silence.




I saw

your wedding pictures.




You looked…

happy.




I hope,

somewhere

between those smiles,




our memories

still linger

somewhere.




I watched

the screen grow brighter,




while the room around me

grew quieter.








  
  
  Wildflower Child

  
  




They called me a white wild goat.

Can you even believe that?




A child who preferred solitude,

hiding behind closed doors,

content with silence.




I was a wildflower,

not planted in a garden,

but growing between stones,

hidden in the shadows.




Surviving storms

and cold winters,

never complaining,

always wearing a smile.




Loneliness watered my roots.




The scars became another season,

and I grew taller,

and bolder.




In this life,

wearing the skin of a sheep

never works for long.




Sooner or later,

you must wear your own.




Hidden in the farthest places,

far from the sun,

I learned to survive in the wild

without becoming one.








  
  
  The House That Raised Me

  
  




The house that raised me

was not large,

but large enough

to hold all my dreams and scars.




The kitchen was always cozy in the winter,

filled with the scent of food and firelight.




For hours,

I sat beside the stove,

watching the snow fall.




Once,

I thought I would share

those memories with you.




Now,

I am not even sure,

as we are no longer two.




Some rooms were warm.

Others were cold.

Some were loud with laughter,

others were quiet with unspoken storms.




Whispers chased one another

through the halls and sounds.




What was once a house

slowly became an island.




Floating.




Drifting.




Changing with the seasons.




And so I learned to swim.




Not in rivers,

but in a vast ocean,

where sharks moved

side by side.




In the end,

I understood

that even islands

must learn

to survive the tide.















