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Preface

Some thoughts came when my heart was calm, some when it was not but each one is real.

This collection was not planned. It came together like quiet conversations with myself. Some pieces were written in one breath, others after long pauses. But all of them, rose from moments that touched something inside me; a memory, a realization or simply the need to speak without raising my voice.

These reflections and poems don’t claim to have answers. They’re just footprints left behind during my own walk through emotions: gratitude, pride, trust, closeness, love, and longing.

If you find a piece of your own story here, I hope, it stays with you for a while. Because sometimes, even if only for a moment, words can become a home.

Acknowledgement

I would like to thank every reader, who pauses to listen.

Every person, who offered kindness, understanding, or simply stayed.

These reflections and poems are a mirror of emotions I carried and I’m grateful, they found a place in your hands.

Your presence here, means more than you know.

.

Table of Contents

Reflections, I Didn’t Borrow - A personal collection of quiet truths

1. Gratitude — A living response

2. I am the Best — and that’s okay

3. Pride isn’t the problem

4. Togetherness isn’t closeness

5. Trust — My choice, My lesson

6. The unseen shackles

7. Motivation – Not one size fits all

8.  The Power of silence

9. Consistency: A Silent Victory

10. Loyalty — A Virtue or a Chain?

Poems – Whispers between the lines

1. If ever you remember me

2. No path back

3. Love — A strange sea

4. It all could change

5. Listen

6.  Shattered dreams

7. Love in bloom

8. How time has changed

9. Everyone has a reason

10. O time, please stay

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Gratitude — A Living Response
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For me, gratitude is not just about being thankful. 
It’s not limited to saying “thank you” or “Jazak Allah.” It goes deeper, far beyond words. True gratitude, as I understand it, is about carrying the good forward.
If someone sits beside me in a moment of pain, listens without interrupting, comforts without judgment, and simply chooses to be present then their act becomes a silent gift.
And gratitude for that gift doesn’t end with acknowledgment. It comes alive when I do the same for someone else.
When I see another person weighed down, I remember how I was once held and I offer the same space, the same patience, the same quiet understanding.
To me, that is gratitude: Not just a feeling, but a way of responding, a way of being.
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I Am the Best — And That’s Okay
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Loving yourself isn’t wrong. In fact, I believe it’s one of the best things, you can do for your well-being, your growth, and your peace.
But somewhere along the way, society blurred the line between self-love and narcissism, making people afraid to acknowledge their own worth. We hesitate to praise ourselves, as if it’s arrogance. We downplay our strengths, as if humility means invisibility.
But I ask: If I don't believe in myself, who will?
If I don’t say, “I am worthy,” how can I expect the world to see my worth?
Some days, I might look in the mirror and notice the wrinkles, the spots, the signs of age and for a moment, feel less than others. But then I would remind myself: This is not a flaw. This is the proof of life lived in pride and dignity.
And a face that wears belief in itself, in its purpose is always more beautiful than one that hides behind filters.
So yes, I will tell myself: I am the best. Not because I’m better than anyone else but because I choose to be my best. And that’s what, moves me forward.
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Pride Isn’t the Problem
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Pride is one of those words that often gets judged too quickly. The moment, someone says, “I’m proud of myself,” or “I’m proud of my family,” there’s a wave of discomfort as if pride is something shameful or ego-driven.
But there’s nothing wrong with pride , not the kind I mean.
To be proud is to acknowledge your journey, to appreciate your efforts, to say: “I’ve come far, and I value where I stand.” That isn’t arrogance. That’s self-respect.
The problem begins when pride turns into arrogance, when someone sees themselves as superior, and in doing so, belittles others.
True pride lifts you up, arrogance pushes others down.
So no, I won’t hide my pride. I will hold it with grace — not to show off, but to stand tall in a world that constantly tries to shrink us.
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Togetherness isn’t Closeness
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Togetherness isn’t about simply being together. It’s not about proximity, or being physically present. It’s about something far subtler and far more meaningful. It’s about feeling together, thinking together, living in rhythm even if not under the same roof.
True connection lies in understanding one another through gestures, not just words. Because as the old saying goes: Actions speak louder than words. If I truly care for someone, my concern won’t just be expressed in phrases, it will show in how I notice, respect, and respond. If someone I love, is clearly not okay, but doesn’t want to talk about it, I don’t have to push. 
Maybe they need space. Maybe they aren’t ready. And caring, in that moment, might mean not asking but simply being gentle, being there, or even pretending not to notice — not out of coldness, but out of deep respect. Because sometimes, togetherness is not closeness. It’s not constant checking-in. It’s not sticking too close. Sometimes, it’s the quiet gift of space. 

The silent knowing that says: I see you. I feel you. I’m here — whenever you’re ready.
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Trust — My Choice, My Lesson
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I often wonder why people say, “I was betrayed,” or “I was mistrusted.”
And every time, my question is the same: Who allowed that person into your most personal, safe zone? Because trust is not forced, it is given. And if I choose to trust someone, that choice is mine. So, if the person turns out to be unworthy of that trust, blaming them entirely doesn't feel fair. Yes, they may have been wrong but I chose them.
Maybe, they had their own reasons. Maybe, their choices made sense in their world, even if not in mine. That’s why, I try to imagine: What if I were in their place? Would I have acted differently? 
And if I find that I might have done the same then blaming them feels hollow. If not, I still hold the lesson — not the grudge.
Trusting someone and getting hurt is painful — YES! 
But blaming, cursing, or complaining doesn’t solve it. Learning does. Because in the end, trust is always a risk. And every risk teaches something.

The Unseen Shackles

We often believe that the greatest prisons have bars of steel, thick walls, and locked doors but the most suffocating cages are invisible — made of expectations, guilt, responsibilities, and the roles we never chose but were handed down.

What others see as strength may sometimes be nothing but endurance. We survive silently in lives, we never truly authored.

We smile on cue, speak when expected, and suppress the loud thud of our hearts, screaming for something different. Sometimes, the act of staying where you are, in the name of love, duty, or peace, becomes a form of quiet rebellion against your own soul.

The cost? Your freedom. Your joy. Your becoming.

And yet, no one notices because your chains make no noise.

But here's the quiet truth: even unseen shackles can be broken, if we dare to acknowledge they exist.

Motivation — Not One Size Fits All

Motivation is often considered the most important factor in any achievement. That’s true but it's not always that simple.

There are two types of motivation: positive and negative. Some parents, for instance, try to motivate one child by comparing them with another: "If he can do it, you can too." It sounds encouraging, but often, it’s not. This form of negative motivation can lead to jealousy, insecurity, and resentment.

Each human being is unique. What motivates one person might demotivate another. So, it’s dangerous to use a one-size-fits-all approach.

Motivational strategies should never be static. What worked ten years ago may fall flat today.

Motivation is deeply personal, it must be crafted with empathy, timing, and understanding.

The Power of Silence

The power of silence cannot be ignored.

Some believe that speaking more, or speaking louder, earns them respect or attention. But often, a loud voice is just noise — and no one likes noise. There are situations in which silence works like magic. It’s a tool of the wise, not the weak.
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