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DEDICATION

For those who walk through darkness
and still believe in light.
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Author’s Note
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The Crossing of Shadows was not conceived as a book but as a survival.
Each letter was written in the quiet hours of loss, when silence felt heavier than words.
What began as a collection of unsent messages turned into a map of endurance 
the record of someone learning to keep walking when the light of another could no longer be trusted.
If these pages find you, may they remind you that every human being carries a secret ember.
It trembles, it hides, yet it never truly dies.
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Epigraph
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"When the night becomes unbearable,
the soul learns to speak in light."
— Anonymous prayer found after the storm
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Introduction: The Letter Never Sent
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The night the journey began had no stars. The sky was a sealed curtain, and the wind carried secrets it was afraid to speak aloud. I walked with hesitant steps, feeling every stone on the road as if each had been placed there on purpose to test my endurance.

You walked beside me, not as one who truly shares the path, but as someone who knows the exact distance needed to stay close without belonging. In your hands, you held a lantern. Its small flame trembled against the wind, and for a moment I believed that light was also mine. But I soon realized you lit it only to see your own way. When the darkness thickened around me and I reached for that glow, you put it out.

I stumbled alone, forced to invent my own steps in the dark.

That was the night I learned a bitter truth. Some presences hurt more than absence ever could. Because absence can be named it is lack, it is silence, it is space. But an intermittent presence is illusion. It feeds you for a moment and then abandons you, leaving a hunger deeper than before.

I walked beside you carrying that weight, never sure if your light would shine again or if your steps would still align with mine. I learned to live with uncertainty as someone who carries a stone inside the chest.

That is how these pages were born. Not as a plan, not as a book, but as letters written in haste through nights of crossing. Letters I never sent, because deep down I knew you would never read them with the attention they deserved.

Still, I needed to write. Not for you, but to survive the silence you left behind.

If this book has found its way into your hands, reader, it is because I believe you too have known the weight of walking beside someone who is never entirely there. Perhaps you have felt the warmth of a hand that later vanished. Perhaps you have waited for a light that never returned.

This book is for you. Not to give answers, but to share a road.

It is made of unsent letters, of reflections that rise from darkness, and of images that have accompanied me: the lantern, the birds, the interrupted dance, the silence heavier than words.

I write as one who sits beside a small fire. The flame does not light the whole night, but it burns enough to keep me from freezing. And if these words reach your heart, let them be sparks to help you cross your own shadow.

The truth is this: a crossing is not meant to be understood, it is meant to be lived. To live between light and darkness is to learn not to depend on another’s glow, but to discover the secret ember within oneself.

These are the letters I never sent. They are memories of a road where I walked alone, even when I believed we were together. They are confessions from someone who learned, through pain, that absence can be a teacher, and that shadow, once accepted, can become a guide.

If you read until the end, you will find what I found that the greatest lantern is not held by the one who leaves, but by the one who decides to keep walking, even in the dark.
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Letter 1 – The Lantern That Shares No Light
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I write when the city sleeps. One by one, the lights on the balconies fade, as if every window has decided to stop arguing with the dark. The night is wide, the wind walks through the streets with invisible feet, and a thin whisper of leaves slides over the asphalt like an old secret. I sit at the table, light a small candle, and let the flame find its own breath. It is from this fragile brightness that I begin.

I remember the start of our crossing. The road seemed new, not because it truly was, but because promise made it shimmer. We walked side by side, and I believed the lantern in your hands was an act of sharing. Its circle of light moved gently ahead of us, soft and calm, and for a few moments I felt a trust I had not known for years. I thought that was how the path became lighter, when two eyes chose the same horizon.

Then came the first curve. The wind lifted dust from the ground, the flame flickered, and I realised it was not mine to protect. The glass of your lantern guarded the light only for you. At the narrowest part of the road, you extinguished it. I stopped, instinctively, as if an abyss had opened where the path had been. My eyes took time to learn the darkness, my body searched for balance, my feet traced the invisible relief of the earth. You took two more steps, turned
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