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To those who survive absence,

Who endure erasure,

And who discover themselves in the quiet spaces left behind.
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​Author’s Note
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Some books are optional. This one isn’t.

This book was written quietly.

It does not seek to accuse, explain, or persuade. It is not a record of events, nor a defense of memory. It is a meditation on absence, presence, and what remains when recognition is withdrawn.

Any resemblance to lived experience is intentional only in feeling, not in detail. The story belongs to itself now.

Read gently.
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​Chapter One: The Family Erasure After the Compound Losses 
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There is a peculiar loneliness in outliving your place in the story. In discovering that your continued existence requires explanation, justification, reassurance.

They had quietly rewritten the world without her. Every room she once belonged to remained intact.  The faded armchair by the window, the heavy wooden table where meals had been shared, the narrow hallway where laughter once echoed but she no longer belonged in them. She was no longer acknowledged, no longer counted, no longer necessary. Her history existed only on paper, in memory, but as a footnote she could not edit.

The losses accumulated silently, like dust settling in the corners. Family gatherings went on without invitation. Stories were told that excluded her. Voices that once called her name now passed by as if she had never existed. Photographs captured moments she had been part of, but she was absent even there: cropped out, blurred, or left behind. And she learned, painfully, that absence could be manufactured as easily as presence.

It began with small erasures. At first, she excused it. Everyone was busy. Life was complicated. Forgetfulness was human. She told herself this because it was easier than accepting intention. Each overlooked moment was explained away as coincidence, each silence softened by generosity she alone extended. But over time, the pattern hardened. The omissions became consistent, predictable, almost disciplined. What had once felt accidental began to feel curated. Her birthday passed, remembered only by her. A photograph on the mantel that ignored her presence. A conversation in the kitchen where her favorite dish was prepared and she was never called to taste it. She tried at first to remind them, to insist on her place, but each attempt was met with polite neglect, laughter, or simply silence. The absence of recognition became a wall around her, invisible but impenetrable.

Her reflection in the mirror confirmed the truth she had long suspected. The real damage, she discovered, was not in being unseen, but in what invisibility demanded of her. She became careful. Measured. Quieter. She learned to anticipate dismissal before it arrived, to soften her presence before anyone else had the chance to erase it for her. Her voice adjusted, her posture followed. Without realising it, she began to take up less space emotionally, physically, existentially as though shrinking might make her absence easier to justify. She had been erased. Not violently, not suddenly, but deliberately. Her own face, framed by the familiar contours of bone and hair, looked back at her with quiet disbelief. The eyes were hers, but in them shimmered a question: Am I still allowed to exist?

Memory became both refuge and torment. She remembered the rooms alive with voices, the corridors filled with footsteps, the warmth of gatherings that had once welcomed her. Now those same spaces were cold, silent, and indifferent. She walked through them like a ghost, brushing against tables, chairs, doorframes, anything that might anchor her to a reality she was being denied.

In the early mornings, before anyone else had stirred, she traced the edges of the house with quiet observation. Sunlight spilled through curtains, casting long shadows across the floorboards. Dust danced in the golden light, unnoticed, unclaimed. In that quiet, she felt the echo of her absence. Every creak of the floor, every hum of the refrigerator, every whisper of wind against the windows seemed to whisper: You are no longer needed.

And yet, in that quiet, a strange awareness emerged. Absence had a weight, but it was a tangible thing, something she could measure, something she could name. It was a presence by itself. A hollow, a gap, a space she could feel and examine. For the first time, she saw that her world had not simply moved on; it had been deliberately rearranged, as though someone had rewritten the lines of a play and cast her out of the scenes she had once inhabited.

At night, she would lie awake, listening to the silence, trying to remember her own voice. What frightened her most was not loneliness, but disappearance. The fear that one day she might stop resisting the erasure altogether  stop remembering herself, stop insisting inwardly that she had once mattered. She guarded her memories fiercely, revisiting them not out of nostalgia, but out of necessity. They were proof. They were anchors. Without them, she feared she might dissolve quietly into the background, unnoticed even by herself. She whispered her name softly, testing the sound, confirming that it still existed. But even the voice in her own throat seemed diminished, uncertain, tentative. The family she had known the people who had shared meals, laughter, arguments, secrets had become strangers in their absence. And the erasure was not marked by anger or confrontation; it was insidious, quiet, and absolute.

Yet, even in the hollow of absence, something persisted. She began to notice small fissures where the world had left itself unguarded. A window left open, sunlight spilling in like an invitation. A creaking floorboard that answered her step. These small openings hinted at spaces she could reclaim. And in noticing them, she began almost imperceptibly to remember that she still existed, that she still could.

Her reflection in the mirror, her quiet footsteps through empty hallways, the dust in sunlight all became her companions in the new world she had inherited: a world where she had been erased, yet where, by the sheer act of noticing, she could quietly insist upon her presence.

The losses were immense. The erasure complete. And yet, beneath the weight of absence, the first flickers of survival stirred.
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​Chapter Two: The Loneliness of Existence
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She looked in the mirror and did not recognize the person staring back. Not because the face had changed though it had but because the reflection held no witness, no acknowledgment, no confirmation. The eyes were hers, yet they seemed to ask a question she could not answer: Who am I without them?

Every habit, every thought, every instinct that had once anchored her now felt provisional. Words that had once come easily stumbled on the tip of her tongue. Gestures she had taken for granted felt strange, as if she were rehearsing life in a room with no audience. Even the smallest decisions which cup to drink from, whether to linger near the window felt like acts of courage, performed in private.

She remembered the days when attention had arrived naturally, when laughter was a soundtrack that affirmed her presence. Now, silence had become her companion. A quiet room was no longer restful; it was a reminder that she existed without acknowledgment. The faint creak of a floorboard under her step, the distant hum of a conversation elsewhere, even the smell of tea all became markers of a world that had moved on without her.

She realized that the self she had inhabited for so long was built for other people for recognition, for approval, for belonging. The realization was both freeing and frightening. She had learned to anticipate every gaze, every comment, every expectation, and had tailored herself accordingly. Now, without the constant measuring, she felt unmoored, exposed
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