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				RESOURCES & SUPPORT

				If you or someone you know is in crisis, please reach out for help:

				Australia:

					Lifeline: 13 11 14 (24/7 crisis support)

					Beyond Blue: 1300 22 4636 (anxiety, depression support)

					Kids Helpline: 1800 55 1800 (for young people)

					Suicide Call Back Service: 1300 659 467

				International:

					USA: 988 (Suicide & Crisis Lifeline)

					UK: 116 123 (Samaritans)

					Canada: 1-833-456-4566 (Talk Suicide Canada)

				Online Support:

					www.lifeline.org.au

					www.beyondblue.org.au

					www.headspace.org.au (youth mental health)

				You are not alone. Help is available.
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				Preface 

				Grief doesn’t always look like tears.

				Sometimes it looks like silence. 

				Sometimes it looks like strength. 

				This book is for those who’ve lost people, places, versions of themselves — and are still standing. 

				It’s not a guide to healing. 

				It’s a companion for surviving.

				If you’ve ever felt broken, this book won’t fix you. But it might remind you that broken things can still shine.

				C.E. Jordan
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				The sun came up. 

				I hated it for that. 

				Didn’t it know

				the world had ended? 

				Didn’t it feel 

				the silence in my chest, 

				the ache in my bones, 

				the absence where you used to be? 

				But it rose anyway. 

				And so did I. 

				Barely. 

				But I did. 
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				I didn’t say goodbye. 

				Not properly. 

				Not the way I wanted. 

				I said “see you soon” 

				like I believed it. 

				Like time was on our side. 

				Now I talk to the air, 

				to the stars, 

				to the silence. 

				I hope you hear me. 

				I hope you know. 

				I hope “I love you” 

				still counts 

				even now. 
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				I’m not cold. 

				I’m frozen. 

				There’s a difference. 

				Cold is temporary. 

				Frozen is survival. 

				I’m not numb. 

				I’m protecting myself. 

				Don’t rush me. 

				Don’t fix me. 

				Just sit with me 

				until I thaw. 
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				I found your Hoodie. 

				Still soft. 

				Still yours. 

				It smells like winter, 

				and safety, 

				and you.

				 

				I wear it 

				when I miss you most. 

				Not because it fixes anything — 

				but because it holds something 

				I’m not ready to let go. 
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For the days when silence feels heavier than words.
These poems hold space for sorrow, remembrance,
and the quiet strength of healing.

CE Jordan
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