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    This book is dedicated to anyone who has ever felt broken, lost or forgotten. 
To those who cried in silence, fought battles no one saw and kept going even when life felt too heavy. 
May these pages remind you that no matter how shattered you feel, you can still pick up the pieces and rebuild yourself and turn your pain into purpose.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Before the Cracks Appeared

My life was quietly moving along before everything changed. I did not talk loudly of my ambitions but my ambitions resided in me, determined, consistent, and close-knit. I was of the opinion that development was made through perseverance and not applause. I also believed in becoming even at the slowness of the process and when it was not noticed by others.

I did not rush life. I trusted timing. I trusted efforts. I had faith that, eventually things will be fine as long as I continued to put in my best and go about doing what had to be done at any time and in the presence of no one. Every day was a step forward, even if development was slow. Success was not measured by the speed of my arrival but by my adherence.

I valued peace deeply. I did not talk because I was empty; I did it deliberately. I liked my company and did not overstep other limit boundaries. I listened more than I spoke. I observed before I acted. My words were handled very cautiously as I knew their weight.

My silence was usually misjudged by people as a sign of weakness. The assumption made by them is that, so far as I did not declare my strength, I didn’t have it. What they did not realize was that it was my silence that was my base. It enabled me to reason easily, be emotional, and make honest decisions. It was the place by which I digested life, pondered upon my decisions and made my mind up.

I had a heavy burden of being responsible, particularly to the people I loved. Family mattered to me. Friendship mattered. Loyalty mattered. My understanding about relationships was that, they were built on respect and care and when trust was given it was pure. I never handed it carelessly, and when I did, I handed it all the way. 

I showed up.

I supported.

I stayed.

I was the type of person that remembered details, I checked in and noticed when something was wrong. My understanding of love was that it was shown in a consistent way, and not about huge gestures. I thought that being there, was one of the best presents you could give someone.

Now I can feel how innocent my intentions were. I did not love halfway. I never worried with suspension. I have not figured out the amount of myself to bestow. I hoped that people would handle my heart as I was handling their hearts. That was my world vision and what my relationships were.

I was silently constructing dreams at that time. Academic goals. Personal growth. A future at which I would stand untroubled by what I was becoming. I tried my best even when nobody noticed the job. I was also disciplined when the motivation went off. I was sure that nothing can happen in this world that does not reward efforts and that nothing will defy integrity.

I felt that in case I truly live an honest life, the life would trade my honesty too.

What I did not learn at that time was that good will not sometimes result in security.

Life tends to offer lessons which cannot be avoided even with the help of preparation. Failures and mistakes are not the greatest teachers sometimes but one can learn a great deal through trust, and wrongful trust. At times the cracks are not caused by our enemies, but by our hands, which we thought to be secure.

I was yet to know that even being good does not protect one against harm. Being real does not imply that you will not be hurt ever. That being well hearted will not save you when people who are poorly using their access to your good heart.

These are the truths that are not to stiffen us but they wake us up.

Before the cracks appeared, I thought that trust was easy. You gave it, and it was honored. I believed love was safe. I thought of loyalty as having a two-way street. I thought that friends who came my way would deal with my weakness sensitively.

I was wrong but not foolish.

The lesson that I have learned now is that strength does not present itself immediately after a fall. It is present even before the action. The knowledge I gave and the path I had followed, the principles within me, the love I offered freely, those were not my lost qualities. They were the tools that I would use later to live.

I had been a tough girl before it all went down.

I was already aware of how to survive before the betrayal.

I was already strong before the cracks began to appear.

I just didn't know it yet.
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Knife I Never Saw Coming

I could also think that quietness was my virtue.

I wasn't loud. I did not have to make myself heard. I didn't fight to be seen. I remained in my path with my purpose in mind doing life the way I pleased. My mates tended to misinterpret me. They called me reserved. Some called me too calm. Others labeled me distant.

However, what they did not realize was this, I am not passive, I was peaceful. It was not accidental, but deliberate on my part.

I loved deeply. I cared sincerely. I gave fully.

And perhaps that was where the cracking up set in.

I have always been that type of a person that places other people first. I would endure and lose my comfort to ensure that another person is happy. I would downsize my emotions to safeguard the feelings of another person. I thought that loyalty came naturally. I thought that when I behaved to a person like he/she is a family member then he/she would behave to me the same way.

I believed in sisterhood. So, I was not being casual when I addressed her as a sister. It was sacred.

She knew my secrets. It is the type you do not share with anybody. The type that embraces your weaknesses. The type that would leave you naked as you utter the words. I confided in her some of the things in me that were yet tender.

One day I happened to learn that trust was violated.

It wasn't just gossip.

It was not simply a misconception.

It was betrayal.

The one that gives you a bellyache.

That sort that fills your ears with ringing.

The type that you yourself would challenge.

I recall the point of changing it all. My body could not sense but my heart was like it was in the hands of a person. I couldn't breathe properly. I flashed back on all the memories we had had together and attempted to trace down where I had been so flaky when it should have been uncovered.

How did I not see this coming?

It was like turning around and finding a knife and knowing who has it. The hand with which I used to be friendly. The hand I trusted.

I have kept that image in my mind days after days. I returned to my room and cried hysterically in a manner that I had never done previously. I did not only cry, I fell down emotionally. More tears than it had ever deserved, my pillow drank. My pain was a silent scene I observed in my bathroom. My tears combined with the shower water, and I was so confused that I did not know what water was, what and what tears at a point.

I felt humiliated.

I felt foolish.

I felt exposed.

However, what hurt her the most was not what she did.

It was what it did to me.

I started doubting myself.

Was I too open?

Too friendly?

Too trusting?

Too lonely?

I questioned my personality. I questioned my worth. I wondered whether there is something about me that begs betraying.

That is how heartbreak spreads when it is not handled well, it transfer the responsibility of the wound to the victim.

My grades began to slip. My focus scattered. I withdrew from people. I avoided conversations. I avoided eye contact. I avoided myself. The silent girl was more silent.

But this time, it wasn't peace. It was pain.

I was like returning to a shell not that I needed to grow, I was afraid to get hurt. I  begun to treat everybody as a threat. Every smile felt suspicious. All compliments were temporary.

And something terrible took place in the bottom of that darkness.

I even had a thought, which I had never intended to have.

What if I just disappear?

What if I stop trying?

What if I give up?

It scares me to admit that now. But it takes honesty to prove the healing.

I got to the stage where in my head I could hear the pain more than hope.

But here is the turning point.

and in this very darkness I could hear a voice within me.

It wasn't loud.

It wasn't dramatic. It wasn't a miracle.

It was a quiet reminder:

"You are still here."

I caught in, that instant, a force of the new even broken glass will give light back;

I was broken, yes.

But I was breathing.

I
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