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    To my father 
Who handed me the pen
before I knew how to hold pain without spilling.
You didn't say much,
but the silence taught me to write louder.
This book is what your thunder left behind.
And to the ones who stayed 
in love, in loss,
in laughter,
in lines.
You're the ink in these pages.


    



  	
        
            
            When I began writing Ink & Aftermath, I wanted to explore the quiet moments that follow our words the spaces where thoughts linger, where feelings echo, and where memory leaves its mark. The "Ink" represents the act of creation, the pouring out of emotions onto a page, while the "Aftermath" reflects the ripple those words leave behind  the joy, the pain, the silence, and the reflection.
This collection is my attempt to capture those fleeting, fragile moments, to give shape to the thoughts that often go unspoken. Each poem is a small lantern in the dark, a way to illuminate the truth of experience, even when that truth is raw or incomplete.
I hope these words resonate with you, linger with you, and remind you that even in the aftermath of life's storms, beauty can be found in what remains.
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PREFACE
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He knew what he was doing when he gave me the pen.

My father didn’t teach me poetry. He was poetry quiet, heavy, full of meanings he never spoke aloud.

When I write, I feel him.

In the pauses.

In the weight of unwritten lines.

In the storm behind every soft stanza.

This book began as a survival tactic. A lifeline.

A place to bleed without shame, to love without conditions, to grieve without a funeral.

Every chapter is a pulse.

Every poem, a breath held too long finally being released.

Some of these poems were written in the dark 

others with tears, others while laughing,

but all of them are true.

This isn’t just a collection.

It’s a mirror for the broken boys, the soft men,

the loud lovers, the quiet grievers,

the ones who stay, and the ones who vanish without a word.

Welcome to the ink.

And everything that comes after.
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Dear Love, Please Stay

Reflection:

Love didn’t knock  it entered like a storm wearing perfume. I wasn’t ready, but I opened the windows anyway. Now I write like she’s still on the other end of the line. If love ever reads this... please stay.

Poem: Her Smile Lit Matches 

Her smile lit matches

in dark places I didn’t know I had

flickers of light

dancing on edges I forgot were sharp.

Where silence once sat heavy,

like a stone on my chest,

she filled it with giggles

soft and mad

like wildfires in quiet forests,

like laughter that shook dust

from old bones.

She didn’t ask permission to burn,

didn’t tiptoe around shadows

she came blazing,

a sparkstorm wrapped in sunlight,

reminding me that even the darkest rooms

can be rewritten

with just one smile,

one flash,

one burning touch

that makes the night tremble

and the heart catch fire

Poem: Kiss Me Where the Words Hurt

Don’t kiss my lips 

kiss me where the words hurt.

Where old poems forgot how to rhyme,

Where metaphors lost their worth.

Trace your fingers over my unwritten fears,

And tell them they’re safe.

Show my scars they’re art 

Not mistakes I have to erase.
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CHAPTER 2
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When Healing Tastes Like Loneliness

Reflection:

Healing isn’t loud.

It’s the seat at the back of the taxi when everyone’s laughing, but you’re replaying a goodbye.

It’s deleting the “hey” you typed.

It’s standing in the kitchen at 2AM, realizing you survived another day.

It tastes like cold coffee and old messages 

but slowly, it starts to taste like peace.

Poem: I Miss Me Too

I miss the me that used to laugh without looking around.

The one who danced in mirrors,

spoke to the sky,

believed that “forever” could fit in 

someone’s eyes.

I miss me.

The me before heartbreak wore my name,

Before I smiled just to end a question,

Before silence became my middle name.

But I’m coming back.

Not as I was 

but as someone who knows how to stay when the world walks out.

Poem: Not All Ghosts Wear Sheets

Not all ghosts wear sheets 

some text at midnight and say “I miss you.”

Some wear your old hoodie,

and live in that one love song you skip every time.

Some are still alive,

but no longer reach out.

Some are memories,

but they knock like fists in a thunderstorm.

And some?

Some you let in,

just to feel like someone still remembers your name.
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