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            Sometimes connections do not survive because they are easy,but because we choose to stay, over and over again.

      

    

Not a loud love. Not a perfect love.
But a love that stays.
That chooses you, even in the quiet.
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SECTION ONE: Too Much, Too Quiet 
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Before love became heavy, it was confusing, soft and uncertain. Something I couldn’t name but couldn’t let go of either. I thought it would be different this time. I thought love, on its own would be enough. These letters belong to the version of me who was still trying to make sense of that hope.

Dear you,

Some days your love feels warm and easy. Like it 

Fits. Like I fit.

You laugh and it settle inside me. Your touch feels so sure,

like you have found your home in me.

on those days I believe in us.

But then the cold comes.

Slowly. Quietly.

You pull away and I’m left reaching for you,

asking questions you don’t even want to answer.

Your silence feels harsh, almost as if you don’t care

what may happen to us.

While I tremble at the thought of losing you.

And still, I stay. I wait.

Not because I do not see the doubt in your eyes,

but because my heart is foolish and faithful.

It keeps choosing you.

Maybe one day,

you will choose to stay...

not just some days,

but every day.

Until then, I wait..loving you even when I’m not sure where we stand.

Yours, 

Loving You Anyway

Dear you

I thought ours was going to be different.

No, I lie.

I didn’t know what I was getting myself into.

Going deep into it I realize;

everything about it feels tangled.

The feeling is suffocating.

You feel the love, 

but you can’t fully

and openly express it.

So you just keep it inside, 

secretly hoping a miracle will come

your way and make everything easier.

A part of you dies every time silence stands between you.

Your mind goes wild trying to figure out 

what could be going on with the other person.

It spirals.

Because what do you mean 

we have to play it safe? 

How can a love this real be lived so quietly?

Sometimes you wonder to yourself what you are planning to achieve

by staying in a complicated relationship.

The love is there. Massive love.

But deep down you know you can’t have a future 

with this person you so love.

Now you can’t even consider leaving,

because you love them with every fiber of your being.

They are all you think about.

Yet you can’t also love them

the way you want.

So it’s all a tangle. That’s what it is,

being in a complicated relationship.

Yours,

Tangled

Dear you,

I felt it...

The spark of excitement

When you finally reached out.

A warm rush,

Like something settling back into place.

And now, in the silence that follows, 

I catch myself craving more. Wanting your attention, 

Your presence, the easy flow of words we used to share.

But I keep pausing to remind myself gently;

That you should deal with whatever life throws at you,

so I don’t overwhelm you.

I hold space for you.

Quietly,

Patiently!

Even though I secretly wish

You could do the same

For me sometimes.

It’s a strange kind of tug-of-war between my heart

And my head;

One leaning in, the other holding back

so I sit here, caught in the in-between.

Waiting. Wanting. Careful Not to want too loudly.

Yours,

Leaning in, Holding Back

Dear you,
There are days when you are all about me.

You say the sweetest things;

Like pieces of you I almost missed.

Deliberate. Intentional.

Soft enough to make me believe.

You tell me I matter.

That I dominate your thoughts.

You talk about a future,

About the shape of your life with me in it. 

And I believe you. 

Because my heart naturally blooms at the sound of hope.

I carry your promises like keepsakes,

turning them over in my mind.

In those moments, everything aligns.

My heart tingles in the right places.

I feel seen. I feel chosen.

I tell myself, ‘this is what love is meant to feel like.

Soft. Steady. Full of light’.

But it never lasts.

Without warning, you begin to dim.

You retreat slowly,

like the tide pulling back from the shore.

You stop saying the words.

Your eyes avoid mine.

The warmth I felt turns

into a chill I cannot ignore.

And still, I search for signs,

holding onto small scraps of kindness,

trying to piece together

the version of you I want to believe in.

The change is subtle,

but it’s enough to leave me unraveling.

Enough to remind me

that I am the only one staying certain.

And you, my beloved,

are slipping again.

Pulling me into the ache of not being enough.

I realize then, maybe I have been delusional.

That love shouldn’t have to be proven over and over,

shouldn’t flicker like this-

bright one moment, gone the next.

Still, I remain where your warmth used to be,

hoping it might return.

Because some part of me

still aches to be chosen.

Yours, 

The Illusion of being Chosen

Dear you,

Things seem to be slipping away.

Why do we have to find ourselves here?

Every now and then?

This happens more than it should.

Interrupting the peace and the joy we share.

whenever it feels like I’m losing you, 

All the negative reasons rush in at once.

For a moment I stop believing in us.

Ready to give up on you.

On us.

But you never tire to remind me 

That you’re here to stay.

Still, I wonder.

Why is it so much easier to believe you’re 

Pulling away than to believe you will never leave?

Is it because when  you seem distant, I start to worry?

That you’ll let space grow between us

when all I want is for you to come closer,

especially when life gets hard?

Is it because, in those moments, 

I feel like a distraction instead of comfort?

I tried to make sense of it.

And I haven’t found the answer.

Yours, 

Slipping Away

Dear you

The silence is growing stronger. 

The warmth fading into something quieter, 

Something I can’t quite name.

Still, you say you’re here to stay.

And yet, I always find it easier to believe you’re letting go than holding on.

Maybe it’s the way you go quiet.

The way you drift instead of anchor.

I try not to take it personally, but it still cuts.

I remember that night, when you walked in 

with tired eyes, your voice barely there.

You didn’t say much.

Just lay beside me,

backs almost touching.

You weren’t ready to talk,

but you didn’t want to be anywhere else either.

You whispered, “I’m sorry I pull away. Sometimes I don’t know how to need someone.”

And I whispered, “You don’t have to know how. Just let me be there.”

Maybe love, for us, is the long process of learning how to stay.

Even when it’s easier to disappear.

Yours,

Learning how to Stay

Dear, you

I miss you a little more today.

We spoke this morning,

but I can still feel the distance lingering on.

I know you asked me to bear with you,

to understand that you’re carrying things.

Things You’re not ready to lay down yet.

And I do understand.

But still, I miss you.

I miss the version of you that leans in,

that’s fully here,

that laughs in the
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