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					Winter stayed longer than promised, and I wasn't ready to leave my blanket cave.

					I knew the breeze at the window no longer had teeth, but the ice inside my chest was still thick and sharp.

					Then, a knock. Soft. Careful. Kind. "Will you breathe with me?" This story is the secret of that moment— when the frost locking my heart first began to crack.
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					Chapter 1.

					Behind the Gray Curtain
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					I bury myself deep in a cave woven of heavy wool, Where the world beyond my blanket looks painted thick and dull.

					It is a canvas of endless gray, stretching flat and wide,A place where no bright colors or happy pictures dare to hide.
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					Shadows dance upon the wall, marking time so slow and tall, I count the floating dust motes

					as they silently rise and fall.

					Here, the clocks don't tick, they only drag their heavy feet, While I listen to the rhythm of my own heart's quiet beat.
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					Winter’s frosty breath still clings tight to the window glass, Blurring the busy street

					into a milky, silent mass.

					It stands like a guard, keeping the golden sun at bay, Turning the vibrant morning into just another shade of gray.
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					Safe here in my fortress, buried secrets lie deep,In a stillness so heavy,I thought they were mine to keep.

					I tell myself I am happy in this kingdom made of gloom, Safe from the noisy, changing world outside my little room.
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					But wait—what is that faint, peculiar sound I hear?

					Drifting through the sealed glass, drawing strangely near?

					A tiny tap, tap... gentle, yet meant to intrude, Piercing through the silence of my heavy solitude.
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					Chapter 2.

					The Sound of the Earth Stretching
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