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Author’s Note

Once, I searched for truth as if it were hidden in distant stars.
I wandered through silence and sleepless nights,
believing that wisdom waited somewhere beyond pain.
But in the end, I found it where I had not looked —
in the questions of a child,
in the hush before a dream,
in the courage to feel and to wonder.
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I learned that every shadow carries a whisper of light,
and every sorrow hides a seed of meaning.
Life does not speak in thunder — it speaks in echoes,
through stories, through songs,
through the hearts that dare to listen.
These tales are my way of listening —
and of helping others hear what life has always been trying to say.
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The Shadow That Speaks

I am the shadow that never leaves,
I walk with you through nights and dreams.
I seem to appear beneath your feet,
Only when you know what that truly means.
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When you stop chasing all the noise,
When you hush the world’s loud toys,
You’ll hear me hum beneath your skin ,
The voice that’s always been within.
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I’m Life; the whisper in your ear,
The sound you feel but never hear.
I’m the tear that makes your vision clear,
The joy that hides behind your fear.
I’m the storm, I’m the calm, I’m the spark, I’m the flame,
Call me shadow, call me name, we are the same.
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I bloom in sorrow, I dance in rain,
I paint your laughter out of pain.
When you fall, I’m the ground you find,
The mirror that shows your quiet mind.
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You’ll find me not in what you own,
But in the silence when you’re alone.
Each breath you take, I softly weave,

I’m Life; the whisper in your ear,
The sound you feel but never hear.
I’m the tear that makes your vision clear,
The joy that hides behind your fear.
I’m the storm, I’m the calm, I’m the spark, I’m the flame,
Call me shadow, call me name, we are the same.
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Don’t run from me when darkness grows,
That’s when the deepest beauty shows.
For even stars must sleep in night,
To dream
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“We are addicted to story.
Even when the body goes to sleep,

the mind stays up all night,
telling itself stories.”





