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😻 Chapter 1: The Soul's Echo (And the Accidental Twin)
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​To live a life fully... to live a life purely full of sorrows... or a life overflowing with love? Spoiler alert: you don't get to choose just one.

​One thing isn't possible, darling. Not really. You will get hurt. You will, inevitably, hurt people—sometimes the ones you love most—and most importantly, you'll live a life entirely based on what you feel in that moment. It's messy, it's hilarious, and sometimes it's downright awful. So, take a deep breath, hold on tight, and let this absurd, beautiful, and slightly terrifying rollercoaster ride take you wherever it damn well pleases.

​Well, thank you for choosing this book. But let me tell you something right off the bat: It has absolutely nothing to do with cats. (Unless you count that feeling you get when you finally curl up with the person you love most—that purring, sunbeam-on-the-window-sill contentment. Maybe.)

​Is it a love story? Maybe a sad one, depending on the mood you brought with you today. No, let me correct myself. It is a book about a life in this world, specifically my life, after I realized the world was a lot bigger than just me.

​Every person longs, dreams, and stumbles toward something, and everyone's journey is different. But there's this silly, four-leaf-clover of a word: "soulmate." For years, it sounded like a lovely, over-hyped lie cooked up by Hollywood. My perspective didn't just change; it detonated into a million sparkling pieces the day I met mine. And to be honest, "soulmate" doesn't do it justice. It's less a partner and more like a missing part of your own soul. When you're without them, you always feel like you've left your keys or your phone behind—a persistent, nagging emptiness. And when you're with them? You feel completely, ridiculously over-loved, like you just won the happiness lottery and the prize keeps on giving.

​This is where the title, "Copy Cat," finally makes sense. When you find your true soulmate, you will always feel like you are copying them or they are copying you. You laugh at the same exact moment in a movie. You order the same obscure dish at a restaurant. There's this undeniable, almost embarrassing feeling of: "Do we know each other? Have we met before? Or are you, like, stocking my entire life and preferences?" It's this strange, unimaginable mirroring. You realize that your soul isn't just missing a piece; it's found its echo.
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​From the day I met you...

​. . .

​There was a mountain of struggles I was climbing, every single day.

An ocean of "what ifs" and anxieties I was drowning in.

​. . .

​

Then, a sudden, silly glance of you made all those worries just... evaporate. It was like someone finally turned the volume down on the chaos in my head. How your innocence and heart—a magnificent, hilarious combination—managed to free me from my harsh, cynical reality, I'll never know. You were my unplanned, perfect escape.

​. . .

​

How beautiful you became, day by beautiful day...

Or was I just blind to your beauty? Was I so caught up in my own mess that I didn't truly see you before?

​. . .

Forgive me for...

​That one, perfect moment I snatched and captured in time.

A glorious, messy moment of great embrace.

A moment that was pure, unfiltered us.

I trapped it, selfishly, in a bottle with no air.

I trapped it in a timeless, sparkling loop of love.

Hoping it would survive eternity, or at least until the next sunrise.

. . . 

​The absurd, vital sound of your heartbeat echoes in my head when I'm miles away. My own words spill out without me thinking, aiming for your healing, I assume, because your heartbeats are already drumming the rhythm of my own mind.

​A perfect life imagined. The one my heart constantly craves for. Yet so near, I can almost reach out and touch it, but sometimes, still agonizingly out of reach.

​I appreciate you simply for being you. Because I haven't given you much—I'm clumsy and awkward with grand gestures—yet you cherish the few seconds of kindness, the silly jokes, the small moments. The desire in my heart to hold you, to hug you tightly, grows more insistent each day because I'm not being looked at the way you look at me—like I hung the moon. I don't know how to show you this strange, overwhelming kindness and love. If only it were a physical task, I would have already done it! But the hug I want to give you is much more. It's like a cloud of feelings trapped inside me, and when I finally let it out, I want you to feel the flying. I want you to feel the sheer, joyful force of how you made someone so happy. You feel the warmth you've given me, a warmth that seeks to take away the pain from your heart. And, most importantly, I want you to feel, deep down, that someone loves you—for exactly how you are, who you are, with all the lovely perfections and messy imperfections you think you have. 🥰❤️

​In short, you can never truly define what you feel in words. You will always look for the right ones, and you will always try to express yourself as much as you can. But after expressing it, you will always feel something is missing. That space is the magic.
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​🧭 Chapter 2: The Daily Ascent (A Mountain Made of Tiny Choices)
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​If Chapter 1 was the breathless, sun-drenched euphoria of finding the echo, this is the brutal, beautiful reality of keeping the echo alive.

​How do I deserve this? That single question has become the quiet, relentless soundtrack to my life. I have shown you the parts of my soul I usually keep locked away in a soundproof box: the raw anger, the clumsy mistakes, the cynicism that tastes like rust and old copper. I’ve shown you my worst self. Yet, you look at me with that same magnificent, unwavering kindness. You choose me. Every single day, every fleeting second, you keep making that choice, often while hiding the incredible struggles and storms you’re weathering just to stand beside me.

​It amazes me, this choice.

​The Effort of Staying

​They say falling in love is easy. They say being with someone is easy. Perhaps that’s why so many relationships vanish like smoke on a windy day. They fall in love deeply, achieve the prize, and then, slowly, gradually, they stop giving it importance. They treat the miraculous as if it were routine.

​Loving someone isn't a final destination. It isn’t “game over, life will be good now.” That’s a lovely, over-hyped lie. Love is about staying. It’s about choosing them over and over again, the same way you chose them on day one. Remember the struggles you embraced? The efforts you put in? The mountain you climbed just to reach them? You have to climb that mountain daily.

​It’s about tending to the child inside—the joy, the hope, the silly, purring contentment—and keeping it alive. That’s hard. It’s incredibly hard, especially when the day-to-day grind and its relentless struggles leave you exhausted and running on empty. Sometimes, one person can’t put in the effort. Sometimes, they simply don’t have the energy to climb.

​But that doesn't mean you stop. You have to do your part, and sometimes, you have to do their part, too. You have to be the strength they lean on when they’re too tired to stand.

​A Reminder for the Short-Term Heart

​For people like me—the ones with the short-term memory, the ones who get lost in the noise and forget the prize—we need anchors. We need a system.

​We need reminders. Little notes. Alarms. Post-its that scream: “The climb is still on!”

​I put them everywhere now: in my wallet, on my bathroom mirror, and saved in the Notes app on my phone. They remind me of the fundamental truth: The gap between where we are and the perfect life my heart constantly craves for is not bridged by magic; it’s bridged by conscious, daily effort. It’s bridged by listening. It’s bridged by making that tiny, ridiculous choice to choose you one more time, until the next sunrise.

​Because you look at me like I hung the moon. And you deserve someone who never stops trying to be worthy of that view
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