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Prologue
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If the Wind Could Speak

(The Walls Were Listening)

> Behind the scenes,

behind the silence,

behind every storm I didn’t post...

these words came out.

In passing.

In pain.

In reflection.

In rage.

In healing.

I didn’t write them for applause.

I spoke them because something in me was becoming too honest to stay quiet.

These are not poems.

These are not chapters.

These are drops of me...

words from within.
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CHAPTER ONE: When It’s Too Loud Inside Me
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> Sometimes the pain isn’t just emotional 

It’s physical.

A pressure on the chest.

A storm inside the ribs.

A weight behind the eyes.

This chapter is that moment.

Where your mind screams, your heart begs, and your spirit stays quiet.

But something... somewhere in you, is still trying to breathe.

I Tried

I tried with everything I had.

With heart, with soul, with prayers whispered into dark nights,

with dreams that pulled me toward her like prophecy.

I gave love that could have healed bloodlines.

And still... she chose otherwise.

But I am not broken.

I am wounded, yes.

But from this wound, light will pour.

Declaration to Clear the Energy of Lies

I now release every lie I have accepted into my heart, knowingly or unknowingly.

I let go of the weight of false words, the confusion of half-truths,

and the betrayal of hidden intentions.

I break the spiritual contract I made with people who looked me in the eye and still chose to deceive me.

They no longer have access to my peace, my trust, or my energy.

I reclaim my spirit. I reclaim my voice. I reclaim my power.

This Is What It Feels Like

A confused mind.

A heavy heart.

A ceiling full of questions.

Eyes wide open at 2AM.

Prayers with no shape.

Dreams you don’t even believe in anymore.

But still...

you speak.

You write.

You breathe.

You hold on.

Said This Slowly to Myself 

I do not need to be understood.

I need only to remain true.

Because the light I carry was never borrowed.

It has always been mine.

And today, I stand in it 

unshaken, uninvited to their chaos,

tuned only to the voice within me that says:

> You are enough.

You are here.

You are home.

The Walls Were Listening

The walls don’t echo anymore 

they remember.

They hold the soft cries I swallowed.

They keep the prayers I whispered while pacing the floor.

They watched me scream

without ever raising my voice.

The walls know my truth

because I bled in silence

and rose without applause.
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CHAPTER TWO: Between Letting Go and Holding On
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> This is the in-between.

Where you haven’t healed yet,

but you’re tired of hurting.

Where your voice shakes when you pray,

but you pray anyway.

Where you don’t know if love is coming back,

but you know it cannot find you bent.

This is the part where strength isn’t loud 

it’s silent and tired,

but still standing.

Affirmations for Letting Go and Healing

1. “I have already said everything that needed to be said.”

My silence now is not weakness  it’s wisdom.
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2. “I am not chasing love that hides from me.”

If it was meant for me, it would stand beside me  open, true, and ready.

––––––––
[image: ]


3. “My pain is not proof of failure; it is proof of how deeply I cared.”

I loved purely. That’s my strength, not my shame.
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4. “I choose peace over performance.”

I no longer perform worthiness for someone who refused to see my value.
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5. “I will not shrink to be loved.”

The right one will never ask me to become less in order to stay.
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6. “I am building a legacy from my scars.”

This pain will not end me  it will crown me.
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7. “I am allowed to walk away from confusion and into clarity.”

I am no longer fighting battles that keep rewriting their rules.

––––––––
[image: ]


8. “What’s behind me does not deserve more of me.”

I gave it all. I lost nothing  I learned everything.

I Am the Result of Fire

I am not what happened to me.

I am what rose from it.

I didn’t just come through the fire 

I became the fire.

Releasing What Isn’t Mine

I no longer carry what was never mine.

I return the energies I absorbed in silence,

the weight of unspoken thoughts,

the stares that judged me without knowing my story,

and the whispers that tried to rewrite my truth.

I was once a mirror, reflecting what others projected.

But now, I am the source.

Peace Is a Daily Practice

Peace isn’t a destination.

It’s a decision I make again and again.

Even on the days I feel unworthy.

Even on the nights I ache in silence.

I don’t want peace that performs.

I want peace that knows me 

in my rawness, in my restlessness, in my returning.

A Soft Reminder

You are not crazy.

You are not weak.

You are not broken.

You are in process.

And your process is sacred 

even when it doesn’t look like healing.
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CHAPTER THREE: The Spirit Has Entered the Room
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> This is where the spirit speaks 

not in shouting,

but in certainty.

You’ve been torn apart,

but something in you is now rebuilding 

with fire, with breath, with memory.

And now... you are not asking for peace.

You are commanding it.

Invocation of My Divine Force

I greet the Spirit of the Waters.

I honor the Snake that watches over me.

If you are of light and truth, ride with me now.

Fire burns before me, water flows behind me,

and I walk between the two.

I call back my power.

I step into the path that was made before I was born.

No voice, no spirit, no enemy shall delay me now.

If it is her, let it be revealed.

If it is not, release her from my soul.

I am the light.

I am the child of those who survived.

I am the fire that does not burn out.

I am the water that does not drown.

Let it be so.

I Am the Spirit (Not Spiritual)

I am not spiritual.

I am the spirit.

I don’t seek rituals to find myself.

I breathe,

and the ancestors gather.

I don’t search for signs 

I am the signal.

I don’t visit temples 

I carry one in my chest.

The Fire I Am

I am not a man who needs saving.

I am the flame they warned you about 

the one that doesn’t burn homes,

but burns illusions.

I walk softly,

but nothing in me is quiet.

Not anymore.

Declaration of Return

I return my power to me.

I no longer wait for apologies to be free.

I no longer seek permission to be whole.

What I am is already enough 

even without closure,

even without her.

I Speak for the Version of Me That Couldn’t

I speak now

for the boy who didn’t know how to ask for help.

For the man who thought survival was the same as peace.

For the lover who gave without limit

to someone who held back out of fear.

I speak now,

because silence is no longer sacred if it protects pain.

Energy Can’t Lie

You may forget my name.

You may ignore my silence.

But you cannot un-feel me.

I am not memory.

I am frequency.

And frequency doesn’t fade.

It rises.
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CHAPTER FOUR: I Am the Storm Now
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> This is the shift.

Where your voice returns with weight.

Where you don’t just declare healing 

you become it.
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> You don’t ask to be understood.

You don’t wait to be chosen.

You don’t beg for closure.
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> You just walk 

and let the silence behind you explain itself.

Life Is Afraid of Me

Life is afraid of me.

It knows what I carry.

A fire too ancient,

a light too loud to be dimmed.

So it sends storms

with quiet names,

turns lovers into lessons,

makes silence feel like a grave.

But I walk through it 

barefoot,

with nothing but my spirit

and the breath of my ancestors behind me.

Still 

I rise.

Not because I fight harder,

but because I am the war

it was never prepared to win.

Life is afraid of me.

It should be.

I Release You Without Revenge

I don’t need karma to do the work.

I don’t need life to teach you a lesson.

I don’t need to watch you regret.

I just need to be free.

So I release you 

not with bitterness,

but with finality.

You are no longer allowed to live in rooms inside me

where you never paid rent.

I Am No Longer a Mirror

I was once a mirror.

You looked at me and only saw what you needed.

I reflected your hunger, your longing, your lies,

just to feel like love meant something.

But I shattered.

And when I came back,

I
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