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​Preface
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There is a room inside each of us that we rarely visit.
A room without windows, lit only by the flicker of an unreliable candle. The air is thick with echoes — half-forgotten laughter, sobs pressed into pillows, the rustling of old secrets shifting in the dark.

We keep this room locked, telling ourselves it is safer that way. We hang portraits of the self we want the world to see — bright, controlled, carefully curated. But behind the door, the shadow self waits: patient, persistent, pulsing with all we have denied.

This book is an invitation — or perhaps, a dare — to descend into that hidden chamber. To listen to the whispers behind the heartbeat, to greet the monsters under the bed, to trace your own trembling outline on the walls.

Here, we do not seek to vanquish the shadow. We do not shame it or exile it. We learn its language. We allow it to teach us. Because beneath its darkness lies a raw and unsettling kind of truth — the truth that we are far more than our polished masks.

Poems for the Shadow: An Intimate Descent is not a gentle collection. It is a mirror held up at midnight, a candle offered to the abyss. It is for those willing to explore the labyrinth of their own haunted corridors and return, if not unscathed, at least more whole.

If you feel the pulse of something stirring beneath your ribs as you read these pages — that is your shadow self, rising to meet you.

Welcome to the descent.
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For the ones who dare to turn inward,
who listen for the footsteps in the dark,
who gather their ghosts and dance anyway.
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​The Veil Cracks

Before the monster is named,
before the mirror reveals its second mouth,
there is a tremor —
soft as a moth’s wing against a candle flame.
The Veil Cracks is the first quiet breach.
A hairline fracture in the self,
a hush that vibrates in the bones before the scream.
Here, the ordinary begins to unravel.
The air shifts.
A door you never meant to open clicks softly in the dark.
In this beginning, we learn to listen for the faintest echoes,
to watch the thin line between breath and shadow.
We step barefoot into the soft hallway of our own undoing.
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​Antechamber
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In the hush between heartbeat and hush,
I hear the echo of my other tongue —
a lullaby for monsters,
a hymn for the sins unspoken.
Tonight, I follow the candle’s flicker
down a spiral stair in my ribs,
where dust gathers like small sorrows,
and even the walls seem to breathe.
I come to kneel before the mirror’s ghost,
to name the unnamed,
to press my lips to the cold glass,
and listen for the hush behind the hush.
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