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    For every woman who fights, feels, and dares to speak.

      

    



  	
        
            
            In every whispered struggle, there is a roar waiting to be heard.

      

    

“I’m a writer who bleeds through words. I turn pain into poetry and silence into stories”.
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Dedication
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For the unseen warriors, the silent voices, and the hearts that refuse to break.
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Section 1: Shadows & Pain
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Pain is often silent, but it shapes us. These poems capture the battles that no one sees, the shadows we endure, and the strength we quietly summon.

Poem 1 

Crown of Shadows

I never longed for shadow’s crown,

But you kept trying to strike me down.

You played me false, you played me sly,

Now watch me strike and hear you cry.

You lit the spark, I fed the flame,

You wrote the rules, I’ll change the game.

You drew the blade, I wore the scar,

Now watch me rise for who you are.

I am the queen of night’s domain,

Born from betrayal, forged in pain.

The chains are gone, the mask is mine,

I walk the dark, my grand design.

You wanted war, I’ll give you more,

A thousand storms outside your door.

You called me villain, wrote that part,

But I’m the queen with a burning heart.

So, hear my vow, it’s carved in stone,

I’ll claim the throne you thought your own.

The crown is twisted, sharp, and true,

The villain lives, because of you.

Poem 2

Broken

My soul feels shattered 

Dreams lie all scattered 

A heart once beating with fire,

Now cold and battered 

The sky once painted with blue,

Is torn and tattered 

Yet in each fragment of pain,

A hope is gathered 

For even dust of despair,

Can bloom when weathered

Poem 3

In Quiet Hours

In quiet hours, where worries bloom,
You sit and sketch your world from gloom.
With hands that tremble, yet still try,
You chase your dreams, you reach the sky.
You've worn the weight of unseen war,
Yet walked through every shattered door.
They questioned you, misunderstood,
But still you stood, and still you stood.
Your heart, a fire not made of flame,
But of soft strength they'll never name.
You carry hope like fragile glass,
And build again from broken past.
You doubt, yet rise-each test you face,
With kindness stitched in every grace.
You speak in sighs, in thoughts unshown,
You found your fire while all alone.

Poem 4

Scared, Yet Unbroken

Scared I'll be the burden that they name,
Scared my laugh will call them to complain;
Scared they'll put my heart aside as blame,
Label me "unwanted" in their frame.

Scared my life will slip to average size,
Scared to dim beneath another's eyes;
Scared to marry only to economize,
Scared my worth will fold into disguise.
Scared to mother in a life of small designs,
Scared our days will tally like thin lines;
Scared the future's gate with quiet signs
Will close on dreams and file them under "fine."
But listen, fear is not my final song,
I am more fierce than what they think is wrong;
I will shape my name, I will stand my strong,
I will claim a place where I belong.
Not just a woman boxed to fit their plan
not merely measured by a nameless man;
I am a storm and I am also land:
owned by no one, steady where I stand.
So, keep your judgments I will keep my flame;
turn your "burden" shouting into my name.
I will not vanish; I will not be tame
I will live loud, exact, and boldly claim.

Poem 5

Hope

Some days I pray they’ll say my name,

Remember fire, remember flame.

A soul that tried, a heart that bled

A spark that lived where others fled.

Some days I wish to reach the end,

No trace of me for time to bend.

Just fade like wind, dissolve like air,

No weight to hold, no cross to bear.

Between the two I stand and sway,

A ghost of night, a breath of day.

Hope pulls me close, then lets me fall

To be remembered... or not at all.
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