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​Authors note 

Ink and silence is a deeply intimate journey through pain, illusion, awakening, and rebirth. 

Told through a fusion of poetry and narrative, this book follows a girl as she, Jin Maye, navigates the weight of unspoken love, trauma, self-erasure, and ultimately, spiritual restoration. 

Each chapter is a confession. 

Each poem, a prayer. 

Each word, a step toward becoming whole. 

For anyone who has ever swallowed their voice, mistook survival for love, or longed for a healing that feels like home, stories to read. 

A book as chaotic as the writer’s mind. 
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Chapter 1 – Birth –  Made 

She couldn’t remember when it began. 

Not because the memories were gone, no, they were there. 

Blurred, yes. Not unseen, but unreachable. 

The thoughts had faded, but the emotions?  Vivid! 

Let me paint the scene: 

A child, barely four, off to kindergarten. 

Shoes polished, gleaming like the innocence on her face. 

A green dress. Socks pulled high above the knees. 

Handed off to a guardian, trusted. 

It was family, you see. 

And family can’t hurt you... right?  

But family did hurt, didn’t it? 

Three years of abuse. 

Inconsistent, yes. 

But relief? 

Never.  

It became a waiting game, 

for the next attack. 

She lived on edge, always shivering. 

She didn’t know what was wrong... 

But she knew it wasn’t right. 

By seven, she understood. 

She saw him coming. 

And for the first time, 

she rose.  

She knew, then: 

Never again.  

At seven, Jin learned to be silent. She lived with him for years. 

Untouched. 

Unspoken. 

Unrevealed. 

Her mind refused to form the words. 

To name it would be to make it real. 

To make it real would be to surrender. 

So she stood tall, head held high. Not even realizing that somewhere deep inside, a crack had formed. 
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 Internal monologue 

In her memories, she visualized her younger self-from the vantage of now. 

So you see, her mind shattered- 

as she met the eyes of that four-year-old girl. 

She realized:  

This child, 

 herself,  

deserved to be seen. 

Not as a shame to be hidden, 

but as a treasure- 

to be protected, 

guided. 

Not opened and displayed, 

but  held. 

 Poem – I Am Paradoxical 

I am paradoxical. 

I love my space, yet I thrive in crowds. 

I overflow with love, yet harbor a cavern of hate. 

I flinch at the sight of pain 

yet sit in silence, 

imagining horrors for those I deem deserving. 

I long for love, 

yet cannot bear the sound of those words. 

I hate work, 

but crumble in stillness. 

The contradiction of man 

or is it the brilliance of being? 

A paradox, defined: 

the war within a dreamer grounded in logic. 

A soul blending creativity with reason, chaos with calm. 
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Chapter 2 – Puberty – Growth 

 The Golden Child.  

You know the type- 

Straight A’s, the perfect child in her father’s eyes, that is. 

Yet, 

“Too much!” some screamed. 

“Not enough!” others groaned. 

A child growing up in mental chaos, 

Lacking understanding of her very existence. 

 “If I’m not enough… if I’m too much… 

 Then what am I?”  

Broken by words of unending criticism, She mastered the art of people-pleasing. 

A mask worn so young… 

 "Who do you need me to be, oh dear? 

 A quiet lass? A playful girl? 

 A soft lady? A tough boy?"  

“Jack of many trades,” they said. 

“But master of none.” 

No. 

She became something greater. 

“Jin of many faces. Master of all.”  

An impenetrable facade. 

Layered so thick, the real thing became unrecognizable. 

 "Hidden in a well so deep is a girl Whose tears quench the thirst of many." 

With a raging hate behind the smile she has to put up for the sake of “peace” 

Her mind screams: 
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 The Loud Silence 

Don’t come at me with “kindness has no price.” 

Never seen anything else that takes a bigger bite! 

Whether it be  “Be the bigger person”  

Or  “Revenge only feeds the darkness within, Leaving nothing but emptiness behind.”  

I’m 5’6"! 

I literally can’t be the bigger person! 


Freaking bold of you to assume I wouldn’t pick emptiness Over the throbbing hate! 

Pulsating, anxious to birth what karma failed to deliver! 

Out here spreading false gospel. 

I’m  not “as bad as” the man who hurt me! 

Gotta wait on karma, huh? 

Please… 

Speaking of that trench, 

She never stood up for me. 

Left me with her sister,  Spite, Who whispers stories of the past 

With wisdom of the now. 

To ignite the flame of hate by the second! 

To bid your tongue a moment’s rest….. 

“No good deed goes unpunished.” 
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Chapter 3 – Adult – Symptoms 

 Breathe in.  

Do you smell that? 

The scent of growth. 

Of love. 

Of possibilities. 

Of You, 

Me, 

Us? Right? 

But love is hard to keep… 

when you wear a thousand covered smiles just to keep the peace. 

The past lovers; 

Mirko.  

The gentleman too good to be real. 

To Mirko, she wrote:  

 From the shadows,  

I think of you. 

Amid the chaos of each morning, 

your voice brings peace. 

In the stillness of the night, 

my heartbeat steadies, 

soothed by your presence. 

I know. I've idolized you. 

My escape. 

A gleaming shimmer of gold in the roughest dirt. 

I dread the day I gaze upon you, 

and the butterflies, once vibrant, 

are nothing but ghosts of what they were. 

Yet more than you, 

I fear my own expectations 

my own eternal torment. 



​Dariga.  

The perfect match for a girl 

who needed to be told what to do. 

To Dariga, she wrote: 

 Mr. Pretender, 

it burns. 

Seeing you look at her 

the way you once looked at me. 

Whispering the same promises, 

words that once belonged to  us. 

You know her body too well, 

better than you ever knew mine? 

How dare you love her 

the way you  loved me? 

Do you remember? 

I broke down- 

tears staining the silence between us. 

You met my eyes and swore: 

our love would always hang by a thread, both of us too afraid to move. 

Stuck in limbo, you said. 

You’d never let me go, 

but never stay long enough 

to satisfy my heart. 

I broke a vow I made to myself: 

to keep you happy. 

But every time you fled, 

I was never enough to be kept. 

You left me feeling insufficient. 

Yet I could never hate you. 

You wove an illusion I craved- 

promises strung like a leash around my heart. 

 Ding.  

Ring me up- 

Deposited lies withdrew life. 

You ran me dry. 

Two years later, 

and your ghost still lingers. 

I chased the words of a man 

who knew his game too well. 

Almost as though  you were his teacher. 

​But I’ve shaken you off. 

Evaded your gaze. 

Broken the curse. 

And now… I run this game. 

You should have left the day 

you knew we were never meant to be. 

I should have left 

and set myself free. 

“Like every good thing 

given to one who doesn’t understand its value it is mishandled. 

Lost. 

Regretted.” 


And then, 

there was Abaddon... 
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Chapter 4 – Abaddon:Beautiful Ruin  

Six-foot rugby player. 

Face of a god. 

Eyes like golden honey. 

Hair, short, slightly messy taper fade. 

Confidence in his stride. 

“Hi. I’m Abaddon,” he smirked. “Nice to meet you.” 

Before her stood, everything she thought she wanted. 

How could she resist? 

To Abaddon she wrote: 

 He’s captivating! 

No, it’s not his stature, 

though he stands like myth made man, chiselled like marble, 

blessed in ways that make me question the gods. 

It’s not the smirk that dances on his lips when he speaks; 

Eloquent in his piece, 

majestic like a steed mid-stride. 

It’s the way he wears his confidence, not loud, 

but sovereign. 

Every movement measured, 

every deed precise. 

Fluent in his craft... 

His hands- 

delicate in detail, 

yet strength pulses beneath the skin. 

Masculine. 

Capable. 

A speaker- 

not just heard, 

but  felt. 

He doesn’t ask for the room; he  owns it. 

Commanding silence. 

Magnetizing eyes. 

​No, I don’t just hear him-I  read him. 

The curve of his lips, 

the weight of unspoken words. 

I’m hypnotized. 

Spellbound. 

He is  Him. 

And when he writes-God! 

His pen is a blade. 

His thoughts, a flood. 

No page stands a chance. 

I sink into his mind, 

each word pulling me deeper, 

his voice ringing in every line... 

clear, fierce, brilliant. 

He is  him. 

Undeniably. 

Unapologetically. 

And he knows it. 



He said all the right things. Did all the right things. 

Opened doors. Brought gifts. 

A naïve girl’s version of romance. 

What could possibly go wrong? 

The Isolation. The Degradation.  

No new friends. 

Then no old friends. 

Then- 

 “Who needs friends when you have me?”  

Dress better. 

Eat more. 

Eat less. 

 “You’re scum.”  

 “We speak when I want to.”  

​ 

The Torment. The Manipulation. The Abuse.  

 “I say jump. You say how high.”  

 “I’m the master. You’re the puppet.”  

 “It’s all your fault.”  

 “It’s their fault.”  

 “It’s everyone—but me.”  

 “It’s when I want it. How I want it.”  

 “No is not an option.”  

Broken to a shell of all she hoped to be, her mind shattered, 

trapped. 

She created a place in her mind, 

a world where it was  as before. 

And there, 

she wrote: 


 Lucid Dream 

I’m here again. 

In slumber’s realm, 

where spirits fade, 

and dreams play. 

I seek your face in night’s soft sway, in this place where dreams and truth collide, hidden for our souls to reside. 

Here, you’re all mine. 

I know it’s not real, 

not an infinite illusion 

but a pleasure for the meantime. 

In lucid dreams: 

 Mine. Yours. Surreal.  

I trace your body with trembling hands forbidden, yet irresistible. 

Unphased by harsh reality, 

a realm that’s all ours. 

Time bends, 

​bows to our desire. 

As hearts burn bright 

with endless fire. 

But then, 

the unmistakable sound of dawn 

clears the fog of my desires. 

And everything becomes clear. 

Struck by the undeniable truth: 

It’s a love that sips between realms, sustained only by  my delusion. 

It’s not  our realm, 

nor is it  our desire. 

It’s me. 

 Mine.  

A feeling we can never share. 

My lucid dream. 


But things don’t go away just because you ignore them. She started seeing it, the evil she couldn’t resist anymore. 


 Conscious 

I woke up. 

Not from the slumber of night, 

but from the  coma of life. 

The rose-colored glasses that sold me comfort painted out my sanity. 

I love you. 

I hate you. 

You’re everything. 

You’re nothing. 

 Smile. Obey. Repeat.  

Then... a light. 

No longer gnawing at the edges 

of joy I never gave breath. 

​Trapped! 

In this padded cell called  relationship, while the hourglass of life mocks me with every falling grain. 

But no more. 

The cage is only locked 

if I keep my hands in my pockets. 

The rage is rising 

not chaos, 

but  clarity. 

Panic of sanity! 

I’ll write in margins. 

I’ll paint on ceilings. 

I’ll scream in silence, 

if I must! 

until the walls  hear me. 

I won’t die in acceptance of hurt. 

I’ll live in rebellion. 














​Chapter 5 – Processing Everyone talks about how hard it is to exist after someone destroys your life. 

When you let them in, you learn you can’t accept love the same way again. 
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