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    For every heart that has known the weight of silence and still chooses to seek the sunrise. This is for you.

      

    


Dear readers,
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[image: ]


"My heart overflows with gratitude for you having chosen 'Words That Embrace Pain'."

This book is a beacon on your journey, a hug in the form of poetry so that you never feel alone.

He offers:


&  Identification: To validate your feelings.

&  Company: To understand your pain without judgment.

&  Expression: To give voice to your journey.

&  Hope: To remember your inner strength.
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You invested in self-care and connection.

I hope each poem touches your heart. But remember: the words here are just the key. It remains to be seen which door they will open for you.

[image: ]With deep gratitude,

1



[image: ]

@editoraemanuel



Author's Note

This work is the result of an intense creative process that lasted for more than six months.

Your feedback is valuable. If this content has positively impacted you or if you would like to discuss business partnership opportunities, please do not hesitate to contact us.

Email: eduardoemanuel07@gmail.com WhatsApp: +55 21 99728-4662
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The Invisible Weight

I carry on my shoulders a weight no one sees, A burden without form, without color, without reason. The days drag on, cold and uniform, A distant echo of normal times. But within my chest, a thread of light, Small, hesitant, but it shines. Perhaps one day, without warning or haste, The weight will become a little lighter.

Perhaps I will find strength I don't know I possess, In a friendly smile, in a gentle gesture. With each step, even an uncertain one, I discover paths for sure. Life, with its twists and turns, Teaches me to navigate through challenges. And so, with renewed hope, I move forward, with an inspired soul.

For I know that, even in the dense shadow, There is always a spark of presence. And that glimmer, however small, Is what guides me, is what I yearn for.
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When the Rain Comes
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The rain beats against the window, As if wanting to embrace me. Saying that everything is fleeting, That the sky also knows how to cry. I listen to the rhythm of the drops, I let them soak my solitude, And I realize that even the storm Has a beginning, a middle, and an end. The wind sings its melody, A soft whisper in the night. The leaves dance in harmony, In a ballet of colors and lash. The puddles reflect the gray sky, Like mirrors of a world at peace.

And, even in the midst of torment, Hope always renews itself. Thus, under the calming rain, I walk among my thoughts, Feeling that each drop on my soul Carries away my laments.
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Small Steps

Today I got up, and that's already a lot. I made my bed, had some coffee. Small things, hidden details, but for me, they're a marathon of faith. Progress isn't always made in leaps; sometimes, it's just breathing and moving forward. If I exist today, that's already a victory. Tomorrow I'll try to continue. With a light but firm heart, I walk the road of days. Each gesture is a brick in the construction of a new me, and each smile, a ray of sunshine that illuminates the path. I never underestimate the power of simple moments, because it is they that, added together, build the greatness of life.

Looking back, I see how much I've already achieved, even if in small steps.
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Silence and I

Silence sits beside me, breathing with me, without judging me. It doesn't ask me to smile, nor does it try to fix me. It just stays. It just listens. And for a moment, I understand: Perhaps I don't need answers, just a place where I can feel. A space where the heart rests, amidst the chaos of the world outside. Silence is my refuge, my friend in hours of solitude. It welcomes me without questions, offering a serene peace. And in its presence, I discover that I am not truly alone.
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Light in the Crack
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The door closed so long ago, I'd forgotten what light was like. But today, a small sliver shone through the cross.

Perhaps life isn't all shadows, perhaps there's color beyond the gray.

Perhaps, just perhaps, there is still something beautiful waiting for me.

A ray of hope piercing the darkness, reminding me that even in the darkest moments, light can find its way.

The days go by, and with them, the opportunities to rediscover what was lost. Each morning, the increasing light rekindles the flame of curiosity and the desire to explore the new.

The walls that surround me, once cold and impenetrable, are beginning to yield to the influence of the light that dances through the crack. I feel inspired to move towards that light, to embrace the unknown with courage and an open heart. What awaits me beyond these four walls? Only time will tell, but I am ready to find out.
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Tired, But Here
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I'm tired. But I haven't given up. My feet drag, but I still keep going. I know the road is long, and the weight is cruel. But there's something in me that resists, even when the world tells me no. I've thought about stopping a thousand times, I've cried without anyone seeing. I've silently asked myself: "Will I be able to win?" The nights are cold and dense, and the days, sometimes, the same. But there are sparks inside my chest that push me a little further. I don't run, nor jump, nor shout, I just keep walking. With a calloused heart, but never retreating.

There's a voice whispering, even when everything darkens: "You didn't come this far to give up at the edge of the cliff."
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Cold Night

––––––––
[image: ]


On the paths of the mind, between shadows and dreams, I seek answers on sad days. I light thrones of inner light, To ward off fear, pain, and torpor. Each sigh is a smiling trace, That calms the soul in a dreadful world. Even if chaos tries to silence me, There is a spark to guide me. But even in the midst of darkness, There is a thread of direction. If today life is solitude, Who knows if tomorrow will be summer? Perhaps the cold of now is a seed, Of the warmth that sprouts slowly.

And if the steps are firm and calm, The light will blossom in our palms.
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Scars
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Pain marks my skin, Stories that time will reveal. They are wounds that the wind freezes, But that life slowly seals. Each scar I carry here, Is proof that I resisted.

And even if my soul begs for the end, There is still a tomorrow for me. I have cried when no one saw, In the cold silence of the empty night. But each tear I shed, Watered the strength to continue. I am not made of stone or steel, But I remain firm with each step. Even tired, I keep trying, For I know I can get up. If pain molds me, teaches me to live, Transforms suffering into rebirth. And when I look at my marks, finally, I see the courage that was born within me.

––––––––
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