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We all had a life 
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Part I: The Long Winter
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The frost had set its teeth in deep,

A quiet, suffocating sleep.

For years the rooms were swept and bare,

With silent dust upon the chair,

And windows frosted white and thick,

Where time had ceased its steady tick.

I walked like glass, I walked like stone,

A hollow shell, a ghost alone,

Believing that the cold was all—

A permanent, unyielding pall.

The heart can learn to beat in chains,

Can count its losses, count its pains,

And call the numbness peace at last,

When all the present mirrors past.

The days dissolved in shades of gray,

Where night was just a longer day;

No music stirred beneath the floor,

No unexpected knock at the door.

I watched the seasons turn and fade,

A prisoner of the choice I made—

To lock the chambers, turn the key,

And bury what was left of me.

For safety lay in feeling less,

In draping life in quietness,

In letting memory sink so low

It vanished underneath the snow.
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Part II: The Stirring
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Yet memory is a stubborn thing,

It will not sleep through endless spring;

It lies dormant beneath the earth,

Awaiting some forgotten birth.

It was a scent upon the breeze—

The damp, rich soil beneath the trees,

The smell of cedar after rain,

That struck a sudden, unexpected pain.

Not agony, but something keen,

A bridge across what might have been.

And then a sound: a distant tune,

Played on a warm, forgotten June,

A fragment of a melody

That belonged to a younger me.

It slipped beneath the iron door,

And echoed on the wooden floor.

I tried to push the sound away,

To keep the ghosts of yesterday

Locked safely in the dark and deep,

Where quiet secrets go to sleep.

But once a door is left ajar,

You cannot stop a falling star.
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Part III: The Return of Colors
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The past came back not like a storm,

Not wild and fierce, but soft and warm.

It did not break the walls I built;

It brought no bitter shroud of guilt,

Instead, it carried lantern light

Into the corners of the night.

It brought the kitchen table bright

With summer morning's golden light,

And hands that held me when I fell,

And stories only friends could tell.

It brought the sound of laughter thrown

Across the fields when I was known—

Not as a shadow, not as a name,

Before the sorrow and the shame,

Before the world grew small and cold,

And all the comforting tales were told.

I saw the river where we swam

In the old days, before the dam

Of grief and silence blocked the stream.

I saw the embers of a dream

I thought were long since turned to dust,

Corroded by the bitter rust.

They flickered once, they flickered twice,

And melted all the inner ice.
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Part IV: Awakening
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It rushed back in a rising tide,

With nowhere left for fear to hide.

The colors bled into the room—

The deep pomegranate of the loom,

The emerald green of mossy stone,

The golden warmth of wheat full-grown.

My fingers tingled at the tips,

A name rose softly to my lips—

A name I had not dared to speak

For weeks and months and many a week.

My chest expanded, taking in

A breath so deep it felt like sin,

So long since I had drawn the air

Without a weight upon despair.

The blood raced down into my toes,

As sweet and sudden as a rose

Unfolding in the midday sun,

When winter's tyranny is done.

It hurt, this waking from the sleep,

The sudden power of things to keep,

The sharp reminder of what was,

And how the broken clock still buzz

With life, with purpose, and with beat.

I felt the earth beneath my feet.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part V: The Resurrected Self
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I am not what I was before

The winter locked me at the core;

I bear the scars of ice and snow,

The places where the winds would blow.

Yet out of ruin, out of cold,

A newer story has been told.

For the past is not a shallow grave

Where we must hide what cannot save;

It is the root, it is the soil,

The fruit of all our joy and toil.

It holds the blueprints of our grace,

The mirror of a cherished face,

The proof that we could feel and fly

Beneath an open, sunlit sky.

It brought me back—not to re-live,

Not to demand, but to forgive.

To take the shattered pieces,mend

The broken circle at the end,

And walk back into warmth and light,

No longer captive to the night.

The heart wakes up. The pulse beats fast.

I live because I loved the past.

The Missing World

The Return of Everything That Was Gone

I came back to a world I could hardly remember,

A world that had been waiting beneath the weather,

A world that had been turning while I slept,

A world that had kept the promises I never kept,

And I stood beneath the enormous, endless sky,

Wondering how so much could live while I was gone by.

The grass was growing in the places I had known,

The trees had made a thousand rings of their own,

The rivers had continued toward the distant sea,

And nothing had remembered what it meant to be me,

Yet everything was standing in its ordinary place,

As though the world had never lost a single trace.

The morning came with gold across the windows,

With light upon the rooftops and the shadows,

With birds that sang above the sleeping street,

With dew like tiny mirrors underneath my feet,

And I could only stand and stare at what I saw,

As if I had returned from somewhere beyond the law.

For I had been away from all the little things,

From summer's quiet evenings and the winter winds,

From every passing car that traveled down the road,

From every stranger carrying an invisible load,

From every flower opening without an audience,

From every ordinary moment's quiet radiance.

I had missed the world, and the world had missed nothing,

Or so it seemed beneath the morning's gentle coming,

For clocks had never stopped to wait for my return,

And candles had continued in their patient burn,

And somewhere children had grown taller than before,

And someone had become a stranger at a familiar door.

I wondered if the world had changed while I was gone,

If all the little things had somehow carried on,

If people had discovered things I never got to know,

If gardens had forgotten where the old flowers used to grow,

If cities had become a little more immense,

If time had built a wall beyond my comprehension.

I looked upon the buildings rising toward the clouds,

The crowded streets, the hurried feet, the nameless crowds,

And every face contained a life I could not see,

A thousand hidden histories that had unfolded without me,

Each person held a universe behind their eyes,

Each person had watched countless mornings fill the skies.

A woman crossed the street with flowers in her hand,

A man was reading messages he could barely understand,

A child was dragging one untied shoe along the ground,

And somewhere in the distance came a familiar sound,

The rumbling of a bus, the barking of a dog,

The whisper of the morning lifting slowly through the fog.

I wanted to ask them what had happened in my absence,

What had changed beneath the ordinary world's appearance,

What songs had filled the rooms when I was not around,

What names had disappeared without another sound,

What dreams had been abandoned, what new dreams had begun,

What happened to the evenings when the day was done.

But how could I explain the reason I was asking?

How could I describe the years I had been masking?

How could I tell a stranger standing at a light

That I had lost the world somewhere beyond the night?

That I had missed the seasons turning into years,

That I had returned with pockets full of silence and of fears?

So I walked along the sidewalk, slowly, without speaking,

With a heart that felt both broken and awakening,

And watched the sunlight fall across a bakery's door,

Across the dusty windows of a little corner store,

Across the benches where the tired people sat,

Across a child who laughed because a pigeon stole his hat.

And I laughed a little too, although I could not say why,

Perhaps because the world was still beneath the same blue sky,

Perhaps because the pigeon had no knowledge of my sorrow,

Perhaps because the world could offer me tomorrow,

Perhaps because a laugh could still escape my chest

After all the nights when I had forgotten how to rest.

I kept on walking past the houses and the gardens,

Past the gates and fences, past the silent wooden arbors,

Past the mailboxes standing in their rows beside the road,

Past the people bent beneath the weight of what they owed,

And every little detail seemed impossibly alive,

As though the world had found a thousand ways to survive.

The leaves were turning yellow on a tree beside the lane,

And somewhere in the distance I could smell the coming rain,

A dog was sleeping peacefully beneath a porch,

A neighbor was attempting to relight a torch,

And all the little ordinary things I used to overlook

Were opening before me like the pages of a book.

I had forgotten how the sunlight warmed a wall,

How the evening made the smallest windows tall,

How the wind could move a curtain from within a room,

How a single flower could outlive the coldest gloom,

How the world could be so beautiful and so severe,

How the things we lose can make the things we have appear.

I had forgotten how the clouds could form a mountain,

How a thousand drops could gather into fountains,

How a river could remember every stone,

How a person could be lonely in a crowded home,

How a single word could travel through the years,

How a quiet room could hold a thousand unshed tears.

I had forgotten how the sky became a painting,

How the light could make a ruined building seem enchanting,

How the stars could rise above the sleeping town,

How the darkness laid its velvet blanket down,

How the moon could find a road through every cloud,

How the silence of the night could speak so clear and loud.

And so I walked until the afternoon grew longer,

Until the shadows stretched and all the colors became stronger,

Until the shops began to close their doors,

Until the sunlight spilled across the floors,

Until the world began to settle into evening's deep embrace,

And I could feel the passing hours written softly on my face.

I came upon a little park I thought I once had known,

Where children chased the pigeons and the old trees had grown,

Where benches held the names of people long since gone,

Where grass had covered pathways I had once walked upon,

And there I sat beneath a tree that shaded half the ground,

And listened to the city making music all around.

I wondered who had sat there when I was far away,

Who had watched the afternoon surrender into day,

Who had cried upon that bench and stared into the leaves,

Who had whispered secret hopes into the autumn breeze,

Who had held another's hand beneath that very tree,

Who had found a reason there to keep on being free.

Perhaps a lonely father had sat there after work,

Perhaps a tired student had arrived to hide and lurk,

Perhaps a couple had decided they could never be together,

Perhaps a stranger had escaped the stormy weather,

Perhaps a child had dropped a toy beside the ground,

Perhaps a thousand little lives had passed that way around.

And none of them had known that I would someday sit there,

With the weight of missing years tangled in my hair,

With questions like the branches stretching overhead,

With memories of places that existed in my head,

With a heart that felt as though it had been torn apart,

And a world that kept on beating like an enormous heart.

I closed my eyes and listened to the distant traffic,

To the laughter and the footsteps, to the sounds so automatic,

To the leaves that whispered softly as they trembled in the breeze,

To the rustling of the branches of the old and patient trees,

And I imagined that the world was speaking in its sleep,

Telling stories it had gathered in the places shadows keep.

It told me of the winter when the roads were white with snow,

Of the children who had watched the frozen rivers flow,

Of the families gathered close around a fire,

Of the lonely souls who watched the flames grow higher,

Of the mornings when the frost had covered every pane,

Of the springtime when the flowers rose again.

It told me of the summer when the thunderstorms arrived,

Of the gardens that had withered and the gardens that survived,

Of the fields of golden wheat beneath the burning sun,

Of the evenings when the day refused to be done,

Of the nights when lightning painted every distant hill,

Of the mornings when the whole world seemed impossibly still.

It told me of the autumns when the leaves began to fall,

Of the red and amber colors spread across the garden wall,

Of the children who collected them in paper bags and hands,

Of the farmers bringing harvest from the fields and distant lands,

Of the geese that flew in patterns through the cold and fading light,

Of the trees that stood like skeletons against the coming night.

It told me of the people who had fallen in love,

Of the promises they whispered to the stars above,

Of the weddings held beneath the sunlight and the rain,

Of the lovers who had parted at a railway station again,

Of the letters left unopened in the bottom of a drawer,

Of the people who had waited for a knock upon the door.

It told me of the babies who had opened their eyes,

Of the first time they had seen the enormous skies,

Of the tiny hands that reached for fingers in the air,

Of the quiet, tender moments when somebody was there,

Of the sleepless nights and lullabies and mornings full of light,

Of the love that held the darkness through the longest part of night.

It told me of the children who had grown into their names,

Of the playgrounds and the schoolyards and the little childhood games,

Of the bicycles abandoned in the grass beside the street,

Of the scraped and muddy knees and the summer's dusty heat,

Of the books that had been opened and the lessons that were learned,

Of the dreams that had been kindled and the bridges that were burned.

It told me of the elders who had watched the decades pass,

Of the wrinkles slowly gathering like shadows on the grass,

Of the stories told at dinner that nobody had heard before,

Of the photographs that waited in a box beside the door,

Of the voices growing softer as the years went slipping by,

Of the names that stayed forever when the people said goodbye.

It told me of the workers who had risen before the sun,

Of the jobs they never wanted and the work that must be done,

Of the hands that built the houses, of the backs that carried stone,

Of the people who came home each night exhausted and alone,

Of the quiet acts of kindness that would never make the news,

Of the countless hidden battles people fought without a clue.

It told me of the artists who had painted through the night,

Of the writers who had searched for words to make the darkness bright,

Of the musicians playing softly in an empty, crowded room,

Of the dancers turning sorrow into motion through the gloom,

Of the dreamers who had followed paths that others could not see,

Of the worlds that they had built from possibility.

It told me of the scientists who had studied distant stars,

Of the travelers who had crossed the oceans, borders, roads, and scars,

Of the people who had wondered what the universe contained,

Of the ones who had asked questions when no answers remained,

Of the telescopes that searched the darkness overhead,

Of the countless little mysteries that waited to be read.

It told me of the forests that had swallowed ancient roads,

Of the rivers that had carried mountains' broken loads,

Of the oceans turning blue beneath the distant sun,

Of the creatures moving silently where human feet had never run,

Of the deserts holding secrets underneath the shifting sand,

Of the ice that held the memory of a long-forgotten land.

It told me of the cities growing larger every year,

Of the towers reaching upward as the clouds drew near,

Of the streets that once were quiet now filled with rushing cars,

Of the windows glowing brightly underneath the distant stars,

Of the neighborhoods that changed while old traditions stayed,

Of the buildings that were finished and the buildings torn away.

It told me of the villages that rested near the sea,

Of the farms where generations had planted every tree,

Of the roads that wound through mountains like a ribbon through the stone,

Of the little houses where the wind became a familiar tone,

Of the places that the maps forgot to mention by their names,

Of the lives that carried on without applause or fame.

It told me of the oceans, of the waves that never tire,

Of the sunsets pouring crimson like a slowly fading fire,

Of the seagulls turning circles in the cold and salty air,

Of the ships that carried people to a place they had to share,

Of the storms that rose like giants and the calm that came again,

Of the shores that held the footprints washed away by rain.

It told me of the mountains standing silent through the ages,

Of the snow that covered valleys like the pages of old sages,

Of the climbers who had struggled toward the summits in the cold,

Of the stories carved in stone that were a million years old,

Of the eagles circling higher where the air was thin and clear,

Of the courage that was born from learning how to face a fear.

It told me of the moonlight falling softly on the fields,

Of the roots beneath the soil and all the life the darkness shields,

Of the mushrooms after rainfall and the worms beneath
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