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This book is born from a deep and honest place.  

From the need to put into words the kind of pain we often don’t know how to express, and from the hope that sharing it might heal—not only myself, but also the one who reads it.  

Here you will find my wounds, my loves, my losses, and my rebirth.  

Because even though the road through grief and heartbreak feels lonely,  

We are not truly alone.  

Thank you for allowing me to share my story with you.  

I hope these pages feel like a hug to your soul.  
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✦ Key Elements of the Book ✦  
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💔 Broken red heart  

Represents deep pain, emotional rupture, and the kind of losses that leave a mark.  

It is a symbol of grief, of love that couldn’t be held together, and the weight carried alone.  

🦋 Blue butterfly  

Represents hope, the transformation that comes after the pain. The soul that survives moves between grief and healing.  It is a symbol of emotional freedom.  

💙 Blue color      The central color of the book. It reflects calm, deep sadness, and the sky that watches pain in silence.  The blue lives in every page like the background of the soul.  

These three visual elements live in every word of this book.  They are not just images: they are emotions.  They are the essence of what was written  from the deepest part of the heart.     
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The Love I Carried Alone  


[image: ]


I carried love alone, like someone bearing a world no one can see. 

I silenced my tears, held myself in the dark, and walked with a broken soul but my head held high. I loved without being loved, waited for answers that never came, and still...  

I kept writing my story with ink of  grief and the strength of a woman. I lost myself to find myself, I fell to recognize my own voice.  

And even though the pain tore me apart, it also taught me that I am still alive.  This book is not an ending, it’s a rebirth.  

Because even with my heart turned to ashes, I chose to feel again, to write again, to believe again in me.   
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Grief  
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The emptiness your absence left is an eternal echo in my chest.  

— Sometimes, crying is the only language a broken soul understands.  

Every corner of the household memories that hurt and comfort.  

— Grief is a journey without a map, but with deep memory.  

I learned that pain can also be a silent teacher.  

— Every tear carries a lesson only time can reveal.  

Absence weighs heavier when silence becomes deafening.  

— In grief, the heart learns to beat alone.  

Between shadows and light, I search for strength to go on.  

— Grief never ends; it only transforms.  

Your voice is no longer here, but I still hear it inside me.

— Love doesn’t die; it just changes form.  

The longest nights are those where I can’t find you in my dreams.  

— A grieving soul looks for signs in every shadow.  

Sometimes I smile just to avoid breaking in front of the world.  

— There’s a pain that isn’t screamed, only survived.  

Your things are still where you left them, as if you might return.  

— The heart holds on even when it knows the truth.  
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My mourning has no expiration date.  

— When love is real, grief is eternal.  

There are days when breathing without you feels like betrayal.    

.  —Absence hurts more when the world keeps going as if nothing happened.  

I lost more than just you, I lost a part of myself, too.  

— Grief takes pieces that never return.  

I'm not prepared to let you go, I'm prepared to live with your absence.  

— Some goodbyes repeat themselves every day.  

I became strong because I had no choice, not because it didn’t hurt.  

— Sometimes strength is just another way to cry in silence.  

Your photos speak to me more than the living.  

— In the silence of the images, I find your voice.  

I've learned to walk with a limping soul.  

— Grief isn’t overcome; it becomes part of the journey.  

Your death changed the color of everything  

I see.  

— Now the world has a tone you no longer reach.  

Missing you isn’t a moment it’s my natural state.  

— Grief is living with you in my thoughts.  

There are no words big enough for the love that couldn’t stay.  

— Tears are the language of interrupted love.  

Some days, I just want to talk to you, even if only in my mind.  

— A grieving soul learns to speak with those who are no longer here.    
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🦋 Love
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I loved so much, I forgot about myself.  

— Love also hurts when it's given without limits.  

I believed love could save everything...  until I lost myself trying to save you.  

— Sometimes love means letting go, even when the soul breaks.  

You promised me forever love, but all you gave me were scars.  

— The love that hurts also leaves marks on the skin of the soul.  

I faked smiles while crying inside, waiting for you to love me again.  

— Love shouldn't hurt, but sometimes it hurts more than it heals.  

I stayed in a love that no longer held me.  

— Sometimes real love is walking away.  

I dreamed of “us” while you only thought about yourself.  

— To love without being loved drains the soul.  

I gave you everything, even the parts I couldn’t spare.  

— Love can also empty us.  
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Loving you was easy. Letting you go was impossible.  

— Not everything we love can be kept.  

I wanted you to choose me without having to ask.       

— Love that must be begged is already wounded.  

I never knew if you left or if you were never really there.  

— Sometimes we fall in love with the idea, not the person.  

I held on to what we were, even when we were no longer anything.  

— Sometimes love only lives in memory.  

Your silence was louder than any goodbye. 

— Love shouldn't hurt with so much absence.  

I don’t know if I missed you or what I felt when I was with you.  

— Sometimes we
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