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This journal belongs to:

(A beautiful soul)
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For the version of me who once silenced her pain, the one who carried storms in her chest but spoke only in smiles, may these pages be the home she never had for her unspoken words.

And for every soul to read and journal this, may you find your softness again, beneath the weight of everything you have survived.

~Keaobaka Pearl Kgosi
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Sometimes the letters we never send still save us.

Write, even if your voice shakes.

Write, until it stops trembling.

~Keaobaka Pearl Kgosi
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~Sometimes the only way to heal is to speak the words you have been keeping quiet for too long. ~

























	SUBTLE LETTERS





Subtle- /SΛt (e) l/

(adj.) delicate, understated, quiet in power, whispering what words cannot scream.



Letters-/lεt.ez/

(n.) the words we never sent, the emotions we folded into silence, the fragments of self we write to remember who we are.
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Dear not gentle reader,

This book is not polished, and it is not meant to be. It is messy, raw, sometimes loud, sometimes quiet, much like the thoughts I carry inside me every day.

I am writing this because I have been holding on for far too long. Holding in feelings, thoughts, frustrations and moments I did not have the courage to speak aloud.

There is a weight to silence that most people do not notice until it becomes unbearable. We carry small stones in our pockets, thinking they are insignificant, only to realize, days later, weeks later, months later or maybe years later, that the collection of them has shaped the way we move through the world; slower, cautious, sometimes withdrawn. This book is an attempt to release some of that weight. But it is not just for me, it is for you who have felt the invisible burden of holding it all in. It is for you, you who have cried alone in silence, laughed when your soul was heavy, or smiled at the world while feeling hollow inside.

You may have come here, here in this journal, our journal, with a storm inside you, emotions you cannot name, stories you no longer wish to carry alone. This journal does not demand beauty from your pain. It only asks for your honesty. Write with trembling hands if you must.

Why did I write Subtle Letters?  When I started therapy during the course of my second year at college, I genuinely believed that talking would fix things. On top of my beliefs, my therapist told me that, it would fix things, if I showed up consistently and tried hard enough to let go. She promised, that if I could just try, things would loosen their grip on me.

But every time I tried to speak about what hurt, why it hurt, about memories, fears, or the things I never learned how to name, I would cry. Not the kind of crying that leads somewhere, not in a cathartic way. Not in a way that felt productive or relieving, but the kind that stops everything. Sessions would end before anything meaningful could begin. Progress felt theoretical.

Trust me, it was not that I did not trust my therapist; Besides her being my favorite Guidance and Counselling lecturer, she still makes it to one of the sweetest people to ever exist my entire 25 years of existence. I just could not organize my pain fast enough to say it out loud. Speaking felt like being put on the spot with emotions I spent years avoiding. There was pressure, gentle, unintentional pressure to explain, to clarify, to respond. And I was not ready for that. I felt I needed time I did not have in a room with a clock. I would feel horrible and assume I am probably wasting her time as she had to attend her other lectures, instead of feeling the same way, she would stand up, across me, lean towards me and smile to my face, followed by a few pats on my shoulder. Priceless gestures!

Another unproductive session came, I did not get the usual pats, she got me a paper and a pen instead. 

She asked me to allow her to attend her lecture while I try put anything I wanted to share on paper.

On paper, nothing required an immediate answer. I could stop mid-sentence. I could contradict myself. I could write something harsh, something unfair, something embarrassing, and not have to watch anyone react to it. I did not need to protect anyone’s feelings or manage their perception of me. I did not need to be brave in real time, I could be honest in private.  I slowly realized that I was not refusing to communicate. I was overwhelmed by the immediacy of it.

That is when and how the letters started. At first, they were messy. Unstructured. Angry. Repetitive. Some were written to people who hurt me. Some to people I never allowed myself to be angry with. Some to versions of myself I did not recognize anymore. Others were written with no clear recipient at all, just a direction for the feeling to go so it did not stay trapped inside me. 

None of these letters were meant to be sent. They were not written to start conversations or repair any of my relationships. 

They were not confrontations or apologies. They were just a way of me of telling the truth without consequences. A way of saying what I never said when it might have changed something.

Subtle Letters come from that place. It is for us who shut down when we try to explain ourselves. It is for us who cry when we have been told to “Just talk about it!” without being given space to figure out what “it” actually is. It is for the thoughts that surface at night, the words you practice in silence, the feelings that do not translate well into conversation.

The letters here are subtle because they were never meant for an audience. They are quiet and unsent on purpose. They exist not to be read by someone else, but to be acknowledged by YOU. 

There is no right way to use these pages. You may write daily, or when your heart feels heavy. You may skip, return, scribble, tear or cry. What matters most, is that you come to yourself through the ink, and that you remember your emotions are not inconveniences but messages. Each one holds a truth about what you need, what you desire, and what you are ready to release. 

After every chapter, you will have a quiet moment to meet yourself where you are. There will be prompts; (Letters to the self) for you to answer, not perfectly, but truthfully.

You are not broken for needing space to vent. You are human for feeling deeply. And you are brave for staying present through it all. Sometimes healing does not start with being heard. Sometimes it starts with finally letting yourself speak without interruption, without expectation and without having to send the letter when you are done.

Take a deep breath.

Turn the pages.

Let your pen wander.

Let your heart speak now.
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~You are not your anger, You are the light still beneath it.~
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Letters to the self

If your younger self were sitting across from you right now, what would you want them to know?

——————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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What emotions have you been avoiding lately, and why might they feel unsafe to face?


——————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————
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What kind of peace are you craving today? Describe it. What does it look, sound, or feel like?


———————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————
[image: ]



What does “safety” feel like to you? When was the last time you truly felt it? In your body? In your space? Or within someone’s presence?


———————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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Release the weight you have been holding by filling the space below with lines, strokes or scribbles that best represent the truth of your feelings right now. Close your eyes and start scribbling while releasing whatever it is. Only stop when you feel lighter.















SADNESS AND RELEASE

There are silences that ache like open wounds. Yet even grief hums softly of love, proof that something once mattered enough to be missed.

Sadness is not a weakness, it is a deep, quiet language of the heart. It visits us when we have lost something precious, when life has demanded more than we could give, or when our expectations collide with reality. Often, we rush to
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