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    To Lehandra. the girl who only existed in words, yet carried the weight of a thousand real emotions.I tried to give you a better ending in every story I wrote.I'm sorry I couldn't.
And to the butterfly that landed on my window  you escaped, but your beauty stayed.You remind me that not everything beautiful is   meant to remain, and that's okay. 
For all the others too - the imagined, the fleeting, the lost.You live here still, between the words that remember you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The wounds you hide are the ones that teach you how to heal."— Pain That Healed
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Chapter 1: To the Girl Who Forgot She’s Beautiful
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I don’t know how to begin this, so I’ll start with the truth.
You are beautiful.
Not the kind that filters can define, or mirrors can capture
but the kind that breathes.
The kind that has survived storms, and still, somehow,
looks at the sky as if it owes her nothing.
You don’t see it, do you?
You think you’re broken because the world made you bleed.
Because people left when they promised to stay.
Because pain became so familiar that happiness feels foreign.
But I’ve seen you - the real you - the one who tries to smile
even when the day already decided it wouldn’t be kind.
And I swear, that version of you is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever known.
There was a time I wanted to tell you this.
To tell you that your laughter could quiet entire wars in my chest,
that your silence could shake me more than thunder ever did.
But I never did.
Maybe I was scared you’d laugh.
Maybe I thought love was something you earned,
not something that simply was.
You always reminded me of Hannah.
Not the Hannah from the stories we watched,
but the one who wrote her pain like a will
as if she wanted to leave her hurt behind for someone to understand.
You once told me you were tired
tired of fighting battles that never seemed to end,
tired of being strong when you only wanted to rest.
And I wanted to hold your hand and tell you
that rest doesn’t have to mean ending everything.
You are not a tragedy, though you carry one in your chest.
You are not your scars, though they tell stories no one listened to.
And if the world made you believe that pain is all you’ll ever have,
then I want to spend whatever time I have left proving it wrong.
Maybe this is too late.
Maybe you’ll never read these words.
But if you do
know that somewhere, someone saw you.
Truly saw you.
Not as broken, not as lost
but as a miracle that forgot her own name.
If you ever decide that life isn’t worth living,
please read this again.
Because you are worth living for.
You are worth saving.
You are worth the poems I wrote and the ones I never finished.
And I will keep writing, until my words build you a place
where pain doesn’t hurt as much,
and love feels like something you can stay in.
You are beautiful.
Not because I say it,
but because even your pain couldn’t take that away.

Paper Cuts

You never cried loudly.
Your pain was quieter than rain,
like the sound of paper tearing 
small, invisible, endless.
Every word they said to you
left a mark no one could see.
A whisper here,
a laugh there,
and somehow,
you began believing
that maybe they were right.
That maybe you weren’t enough.
You carried their words like folded letters,
tucked neatly beneath your ribs,
and every night they cut you from the inside,
tiny wounds you told no one about.
People saw your strength,
but they never saw the shaking hands
that held it up.
They saw your smile,
not the trembling lip behind it.
They called you “resilient,”
as if survival was a compliment,
not a confession.
And I wanted to ask you
when did you learn
that silence was safer than truth?
That pain, when hidden well enough,
turns into something beautiful to others,
but unbearable to you?
You are full of paper cuts,
and yet you still turn the page.
You still reach for tomorrow
with fingers bandaged in hope.
One day, maybe,
you’ll stop apologizing for bleeding.
You’ll stop hiding the hurt
beneath your laughter.
And you’ll realize
even the softest hearts
can survive a thousand paper cuts,
and still learn to hold love again.

If You Had Stayed

If you had stayed,
the sun would have found its way back to your window.
It always does, even when the night pretends to own the sky.
You would’ve seen how morning light forgives everything
how it touches even the quietest corners,
as if whispering, you’re still here, that’s enough.
Your laughter would still echo in the corners of classrooms,
in the half-finished sentences you used to write in the margins,
in the songs you hummed without realizing you were singing.
Someone would have noticed
how your voice trembled less when you talked about your dreams,
how you finally started believing they could belong to you.
You would’ve grown your hair longer,
worn that yellow dress you said made you look like sunshine.
You would’ve smiled without rehearsing it first,
and it would’ve looked different - not perfect,
but real, the kind of smile that means I made it through another day.
Maybe you would’ve gone on long walks again,
barefoot on wet grass, collecting little moments
that made life worth staying for.
You would’ve seen how beauty hides
in the smallest places
the smell of rain,
the sound of a stranger’s kindness,
the way streetlights hum like lullabies
to tired hearts that keep choosing to stay.
I think about it sometimes
how the world might have felt softer
if you had given it one more sunrise to prove you wrong.
How different my chest would feel
if I didn’t carry your absence like an heirloom.
If you had stayed,
we would have sat beneath the jacaranda trees,
the petals falling like small pieces of forgiveness.
You would’ve told me about your favorite book again,
and how you believed people are like chapters
some end too soon,
but the story keeps going.
You would’ve smiled at your own words,
and for once, they wouldn’t taste like lies.
You would’ve found that healing isn’t loud.
It’s quiet
a
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