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The Roar of a Broken Heart is a poetic odyssey through the human condition — from the innocent dawn of love to the haunting twilight of loss, and finally, to the quiet sunrise of self-discovery.

Each verse is a reflection of raw emotion: the tenderness of affection, the ache of separation, and the sacred healing that pain brings over time.

Structured as a single, flowing epic poem, the book explores the evolution of love as both creation and destruction — the way it shapes identity, memory, and spirit. In the ashes of heartbreak, the poet finds not an ending, but a beginning — the transformation of suffering into art, and silence into strength.
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Would you like me to also create a “Foreword” (a one-page reflective piece written in a slightly different tone — as if someone introduces the poet and poem emotionally before the reader begins)?

It would make the book feel even more complete and professional.
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Arman Rashid was born on March 11, 2005, in Durjanimahal village of Rupsha Upazila, Khulna District, Bangladesh. His father's name is Molla Aminur Rashid, and his mother's name is Rehena Parvin Shilpi. He completed his secondary education from Khulna Zilla School, Khulna, and completed his higher secondary education from Government Bangabandhu College, Rupsha, Khulna. He is currently studying in the English department of Northern University Bangladesh. Along with his studies, he writes poems and short stories in Bengali and English. His first book in English literature is called "With Love," and he also writes various poems in Bengali literature. Nature, human feelings, and the small moments of life are the main inspirations for his writing. In his free time, he enjoys playing cricket and traveling. Writing is an integral part of his life and the main source of creativity.
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Introduction
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Some stories cannot be spoken — they must be felt.

The Roar of a Broken Heart is one such story, written not with ink, but with emotion. It is the journey of love from its softest whisper to its loudest silence — and beyond that silence, the sound of rebirth.

This poem is not just about heartbreak. It is about what remains after everything falls apart — the fragile strength that grows from pain, the quiet courage that follows loss, and the fire that rises again when love seems gone forever.

In these verses, love is not a perfect tale; it is human — flawed, tender, and true. It teaches, it wounds, and it transforms. Through sorrow and solitude, the heart learns to speak in a new language — one of resilience, hope, and awakening.

Every stanza of this poem carries the pulse of a memory, the echo of a goodbye, and the light of self-discovery. It tells us that even in the deepest silence, the heart does not die — it roars.

This is the roar of healing.

This is the roar of love that refuses to fade.

This is The Roar of a Broken Heart.

— Arman Rashid
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Love was born in silence deep,

In eyes where secret oceans sleep,

You came like rain on a burning shore,

And life felt whole, I wanted no more.

Your voice was soft, your words were fire,

They built my heaven, shaped desire.

I called your name like morning’s prayer,

Believing love was always there.

The moon would blush to see your smile,

Your laughter echoed mile by mile.

The stars bowed down to your tender grace,

The night adored your gentle face.

But love, my love, is a fragile glass,

It shatters the quiet when storms pass.

You held my heart with careless hands,

And left it bleeding in shifting sands.

I wrote your name on every dream,

In every tear, your eyes would gleam.

You promised “forever” under the rain,

But forever was just another pain.

The breeze once whispered of your touch,

Now screams of loss—it hurts too much.

The garden where our laughter grew,

Now blooms with thorns of memory’s dew.

Your silence spoke what words could not,

The truth I feared, the pain I got.

You turned away, the sun turned cold,

My story broke, the pages old.

In every mirror, I saw your ghost,

A fading light was the one I loved the most.

You left no note, no last goodbye,

Just a shadow beneath my sky.

Nights grew longer, breaths grew slow,

Where did the warmth of your promise go?

I searched the wind for your sweet tone,

But found an echo—cold, alone.

The stars now hide behind their fears,

They cannot shine through my tears.

The moonlight weeps upon my floor,

It knows your feet will come no more.

My chest still burns with your soft name,

A candle dying without flame.

I try to sleep, but dreams betray,

They bring you back, then drift away.
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I stand beneath the crying sky,

Each drop reminds me of how to die.

Your laughter still inside me rings,

A ghost that hums on broken strings.

My world collapsed but made no sound,

Just silence spread on sacred ground.

The dawn still comes, but feels like night,

Without your smile, there is no light.

The walls I built with faith and trust,

They are ruins now, covered with dust.

Each memory claws my wounded chest,

Where love once lived, now pain finds rest.

I once believed your heart was true,

But lies were dressed in shades of blue.

You played your part with perfect art,

Then tore apart my helpless heart.

The air feels heavy where you stood,

A ghostly place misunderstood.

Even the wind repeats your lies,

In whispered tones of sad goodbyes.

I try to run from what remains,

But love still beats within my veins.

Each breath recalls your touch so near,

Each silence screams that you’re not here.

You taught me how to dream and fall,

To give too much, to lose it all.

I learned that trust can blind the wise,

That love can live in sweet disguise.

The letters you wrote now fade away,

Like ashes of a dying day.

Yet still they hum a lullaby,

That makes me smile and want to cry.

My heart repeats a broken tune,

It dances drunk beneath the moon.

I whisper to the wind,

“Tell her, I tried, but couldn’t mend.”

I wander the streets with haunted eyes,
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The scent you wore still fills the air,

A ghostly perfume of despair.

Love once was golden, now it bleeds,

It grows in pain, like strangled weeds.

I taste your name in every tear,

And wonder why I kept you near.

The rain becomes my closest friend,

It knows of love that has no end.

Each drop a verse, each storm a cry,

Each thunder a question—why?

The mirror shows a stranger’s face,

Once full of love, now void of grace.

I stare too long, I lose my ground,

Your echoes are the only sound.

I write and burn, then write again,

My ink is blood, my words are pain.

If hearts could speak, the world would hear,

A roar too deep, too pure, too clear.

You broke me not with hate but care,

A gentle wound I had to bear.

You smiled and said, “It’s for the best.”

While carving chaos in my chest.

My soul became an empty hall,

Where footsteps of your memory fall.

I tried to run, I tried to pray,

But love refused to fade away.

Each day I breathe, I break once more,

Love’s corpse is still knocking at my door.

I beg the sky to set me free,

But chains of hope still cling to me.

Yet in this pain, a spark remains,

A strength that blossoms out of chains.

The heart you broke begins to rise,

It learns to roar, it learns to rise.

I wander streets where silence hums,

Where every shadow softly numbs.

The city breathes, but I do not.

I am the flame that time forgot.

Each step recalls your fleeting grace,

Each turn reveals your ghostly face.

The night becomes my endless friend,

Its whispers tell me, “This won’t end.”

Your laughter hides in candlelight,

It flickers faintly, then fades to night.

I chase it still through mist and rain,

But only echoes call my name.

My heart’s a house with shattered glass,

Where memories like phantoms pass.

The floorboards creak to your silent tune,

The walls still hold your last monsoon.

I find your scent on books I read,

Your voice within each word I bleed.

Even the ink remembers you,

Each line becomes a wound anew.

The clock ticks slowly — it mocks my tears,

Counting the ghosts of vanished years.

The mirror sighs, “You’ve loved too deep.”

While I forget the way to sleep.

In dreams, you stand beyond the shore,

You smile, then fade — I beg for more.

But dawn arrives with cruel deceit,

It steals the warmth, leaving cold defeat.
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