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				RESOURCES & SUPPORT

				If you or someone you know is in crisis, please reach out for help:

				Australia:

					Lifeline: 13 11 14 (24/7 crisis support)

					Beyond Blue: 1300 22 4636 (anxiety, depression support)

					Kids Helpline: 1800 55 1800 (for young people)

					Suicide Call Back Service: 1300 659 467

				International:

					USA: 988 (Suicide & Crisis Lifeline)

					UK: 116 123 (Samaritans)

					Canada: 1-833-456-4566 (Talk Suicide Canada)

				Online Support:

					www.lifeline.org.au

					www.beyondblue.org.au

					www.headspace.org.au (youth mental health)

				You are not alone. Help is available.
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				Preface 

				Love isn’t always romantic. 

				Sometimes it’s the friend who stays. The stranger who smiles. The moment you let someone in. 

				This book is for those who crave connection but fear rejection.

				For the ones who’ve been hurt but still reach out.

				For the ones learning that courage isn’t loud — 

				it’s vulnerable. 

				These poems were written in the wake of closeness — some joyful, some painful, all real. They’re not about perfect love. They’re about brave love.

				If you’ve ever felt too much or not enough, this book is your reminder: you are worthy of being known. 

				C.E. Jordan
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				You didn’t ask me to shrink. 

				You didn’t blink when I broke. 

				You didn’t run when I raged. 

				You stayed. 

				Not because I was easy. 

				But because I was real. 

				And for the first time, 

				I felt seen — 

				not as a problem, 

				but as a person. 
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				I wanted to say it. 

				I rehearsed it. 

				I swallowed it. 

				Because what if you laughed? 

				What if you left? 

				What if you didn’t care? 

				But silence is a cage. 

				And truth is a key. 

				So I said it. 

				And you stayed. 

				And I breathed.  
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				I built walls. 

				Not out of spite. 

				Out of survival. 

				Each brick was a memory. 

				Each layer was a lesson. 

				But then you knocked. 

				Not loudly. 

				Just gently. 

				And I opened a window. 

				Just one. 

				Just enough. 

				And you didn’t climb in. 

				You waited. 

				And that was enough. 
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				You didn’t say “I love you.” 

				You didn’t have to. 

				You showed up. 

				You listened. 

				You remembered. 

				You held space 

				when I couldn’t hold myself. 

				That’s louder than love. 

				That’s braver than words. 

				That’s you. 
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				I used to shape-shift. 

				Smile-shrink. 

				People-please. 

				I thought being liked 

				was the same as being loved. 

				But I got tired. 

				Of pretending. 

				Of pleasing. 

				Of disappearing. 

				So I stopped. 

				And someone stayed. 

				Turns out, 

				being me 

				was brave enough. 
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