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Chapter 1: The Void Finds You

[image: ]


Entrance

You don't choose the void. It chooses you.

It arrives unannounced, like winter settling over a landscape you thought would stay green forever. One moment, you are someone's daughter, someone's sister, someone's beloved—tethered to the world by invisible threads of belonging. And then, without warning, the threads snap. Or fray. Or you realize they were never as strong as you believed.

The void finds you in the absence. In the silence where a voice used to be. In the empty chair at the table, the unanswered call, the realization that the people who were supposed to claim you have let you go—or worse, never held you at all.

It finds you when you become untethered.

And the first feeling is not peace. It is terror.

The Story

I remember the day I understood I was no one's daughter.

Not in the poetic sense, not in the empowering "I am my own person" sense that comes later, after the wound has scarred over and you've learned to speak about it without your voice shaking. I mean the raw, animal understanding that I had been unclaimed. My father—gone before I could form a memory of him, out for milk that never came back. My mother—present in body, absent in love, and eventually, a source of pain I had to walk away from to survive.

The void found me the day I realized I was estranged. Not just from them, but from the idea of "home" itself.

I sat in my apartment, which was clean and quiet and mine, and I felt the bigness of the silence. It wasn't the comfortable silence of solitude. It was the silence of severance. No one was going to call. No one was going to check in. The roles I had worn my entire life—daughter, sister, the one who tries, the one who stays—had been stripped away, and underneath them was... what?

Nothing, I thought.

I am nothing.

The void had found me. And I had no idea it was also looking for me.

Deep Reflection

Loneliness, when it first arrives, feels like annihilation.

We are social creatures, wired for connection, raised to believe that our worth is measured by how tightly we are held in the web of other people's lives. To be loved is to matter. To belong is to exist. And so when the web breaks, when the ties dissolve, we assume we have dissolved too.

But here is what no one tells you about the void: it is not actually empty.

It feels empty because we have spent our whole lives filling ourselves with other people's voices, other people's needs, other people's definitions of who we should be. And when those voices go silent, we mistake the quiet for nothingness. We panic in the spaciousness because we have never been taught to inhabit our own inner landscape without a guide, without a mirror, without someone else to tell us we are real.

The void is not the absence of something. It is the presence of everything we have been too crowded to notice.

Think of it this way: a room full of noise makes it impossible to hear your own thoughts. You might live your entire life in that room, believing the noise is you, that the chaos and clamor and demands are what make you alive. And then one day, the room empties. The people leave. The noise stops.

And you are left with yourself.

At first, it is unbearable. You don't recognize the sound of your own breathing. You don't know what to do with your hands when no one needs them. You feel like a house with all the furniture removed—echoey, purposeless, vast in a way that makes you ache.

But if you stay—if you don't immediately rush to fill the space with new noise, new people, new distractions—you begin to notice something.

The room was always this big. You were always this vast.

You just couldn't feel it until now.

in the theater of my own life with no lines to recite.

The void asks a question that most of us spend our entire lives avoiding:

Who are you when no one else is watching?

Not who do you perform as. Not who do you need to be to keep the peace, to earn love, to prove your worth. But who are you, in the deepest part of yourself, when there is no audience, no applause, no one to convince?

At first, I had no answer.

I thought that made me empty. I thought it meant I was less than whole.

But the void is patient. It doesn't demand an immediate answer. It simply holds the question open, like a hand reaching toward you in the dark, waiting for you to reach back.

The Terror and the Gift

There is a reason we fear loneliness more than almost anything else.

It confronts us with the one thing we have been running from our entire lives: ourselves.

Not the self we present to the world—the curated, capable, socially acceptable version. But the raw, unedited self. The self that is sometimes petty, sometimes afraid, sometimes so full of longing it feels like it might crack open. The self that doesn't have all the answers, that makes mistakes, that is still figuring out what it wants and who it is.

Loneliness forces intimacy with that self. And intimacy, even with ourselves, requires courage.

I spent years avoiding that intimacy. I filled my calendar, my phone, my mind with anything that would keep me from sitting alone with my thoughts. Because alone with my thoughts meant alone with my grief. Alone with the reality that I had been abandoned by a father I never knew and wounded by a mother who should have protected me. Alone with the question of whether I was somehow responsible for not being enough to make them stay, to make them love me right.

The void doesn't let you hide from these questions. It doesn't let you scroll past them or schedule over them or numb them with noise. It holds them up to the light, gently but firmly, and asks you to look.

And looking hurts.

But here is the paradox: the very thing that terrifies us is also the thing that liberates us.

Because when you are alone—truly alone, not in the distracted, scrolling, half-present way we usually are, but deeply, undeniably alone—you are also free.

Free from the need to perform. Free from the pressure to be understood. Free from the exhausting work of translating yourself into a language other people can accept.

In the void, you don't have to be anything other than what you are.

You don't have to smile when you're sad. You don't have to pretend you're fine when you're fracturing. You don't have to carry the weight of other people's comfort on your shoulders while your own foundation crumbles beneath you.

You can just... be.

Messy. Uncertain. Grieving. Angry. Confused. Hopeful. All of it. None of it. Whatever is true in that moment.

And that is terrifying. And that is also the gift.

The Unlearning

We spend so much of our lives learning how to be acceptable to others that we forget how to be honest with ourselves.

We learn to read rooms before we read our own hearts. We learn to manage other people's emotions before we acknowledge our own. We learn to shrink, to soften, to shape ourselves into whatever form will keep us safe, keep us loved, keep us from being left behind.

And then loneliness comes, and all those learned behaviors become useless.

There is no room to read. There is no one to manage. There is no shape to conform to.

There is only you, and the truth of what you actually feel, and the slow, uncomfortable work of unlearning all the ways you've hidden from yourself.

I had to unlearn the belief that my worth was tied to how useful I could be to others. I had to unlearn the idea that love was something you earned through perfect behavior, through never asking for too much, through making yourself small enough to fit into the cramped spaces other people were willing to offer.

I had to unlearn the story I'd been telling myself: that I was abandoned because I wasn't enough.

The void taught me a different story. It whispered, quietly at first and then louder: You were enough. They were just looking at the wrong things.

But I couldn't hear that whisper until I stopped filling the silence with other voices. I couldn't learn who I actually was until I unlearned who I thought I had to be to survive.

Quiet Integration

I wonder if you've felt it too—that moment when loneliness wraps around you like a weight you didn't ask to carry. The moment when you realize the people you thought would stay have gone, or were never really there to begin with. The moment when the noise stops and you are left with only yourself, and you're not sure that's enough.

If you're in that moment now, I want you to know: the void is not a punishment. It is not evidence that you are unlovable, or broken, or too much, or not enough.

The void is a threshold.

It is the place where the old definitions fall away and the new ones have not yet formed. It is the fertile dark where seeds are planted, where transformation begins in silence, where you learn to stand in your own company without flinching.

You are not nothing. You have never been nothing.

You are simply, maybe for the first time, becoming aware of the vastness inside you. And vastness, at first, feels like emptiness because we have been taught to fear space, to fill it, to never let it breathe.

But space is not the absence of something. Space is potential. Space is room to grow. Space is the question that hasn't been answered yet, the story that hasn't been written, the self that is still unfolding.

Perhaps you are sitting in that space right now, wondering what comes next. Wondering if the loneliness will ever ease, if you'll ever feel connected again, if you'll ever stop waking up to the ache of being untethered.

I can't promise you that the loneliness will disappear. But I can promise you this: if you allow yourself to stay in the void long enough to listen, you will hear something you've never heard before.

Your own voice. Clear and certain. Unborrowed. Unperformed.

The voice that knows who you are when no one else is watching. The voice that has been waiting, patient and persistent, for the world to quiet down enough for you to finally hear it.

That voice is not loud. It doesn't shout over the noise or demand attention. It speaks in whispers, in intuitions, in the quiet knowing that rises up when you stop seeking validation from outside yourself and start trusting what you feel inside.

The void makes space for that voice.

And once you hear it, once you learn to trust it, you realize something profound: you were never actually alone. You were just surrounded by so much noise that you couldn't hear the one person who has been with you all along.

Yourself.

The Beginning, Not the End

The void finds you at what feels like an ending.

The end of a relationship. The end of a family dynamic. The end of a version of yourself that you thought was permanent but turned out to be temporary, a costume you wore until it no longer fit.

But endings are also beginnings. They are the space between what was and what will be. They are the blank page before the first word is written, the silence before the first note is played, the inhale before the exhale that will carry you forward.

When I stood in my quiet apartment, newly estranged, newly untethered, I thought I was standing at the end of my story. I thought losing my family meant losing my place in the world.

But I was wrong.

I was standing at the beginning. The beginning of a story I would write myself. A story where I wasn't defined by who claimed me, but by who I chose to become. A story where loneliness wasn't the villain, but the catalyst. The force that pushed me toward myself when everyone else had walked away.

The void didn't find me to destroy me.

It found me to introduce me to the person I had always been but never had the space to meet.

Closing Echo

The void found me when I was no one's daughter.

But in that void, I discovered I was still someone.

An author. A singer. A woman building a life from the raw materials of her own imagination and will. Not because someone else named me those things, but because I chose them. Because I had the space, finally, to hear my own voice and follow where it led.

The void is not a place of nothingness.

It is the place where you meet yourself for the first time.

And that meeting, though it begins in loneliness, is the most important introduction you will ever make.
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Chapter 2: What We Lose When We Lose Them
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Entrance

There is a particular kind of grief that comes with losing people who were never fully yours to begin with.

Not the grief of death, where the absence is clean and final and the world agrees with your sorrow. But the grief of walking away. The grief of being left behind. The grief of realizing that the people who were supposed to love you unconditionally never actually knew how.

This grief is complicated. Messy. Shot through with guilt and relief and rage and longing all at once.

It doesn't arrive with casseroles and condolence cards. It arrives in the middle of the night when you reach for your phone to call someone who wouldn't answer even if you tried. It arrives on holidays when you realize there's no table to sit at, no tradition to return to, no "home" to go back to because home was never a place—it was supposed to be people, and those people are gone.

Or worse: they're still alive, still out there in the world, just not in yours.

And you have to grieve them anyway. Grieve the versions of them you needed them to be. Grieve the family you thought you had. Grieve the daughter you tried so hard to be, the one who believed that if she just loved hard enough, tried hard enough, stayed long enough, things would change.

When we lose the people who were supposed to claim us, we don't just lose them.

We lose ourselves.

Or at least
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