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To the souls who carried pain silently.

To the hearts that stayed soft in a world that taught them to harden.

And to everyone who kept believing in light, even after surviving darkness.

This book is for you.

"Some people survive pain.

Others transform through it."

A Note to the Reader

Dear Reader,

Before you begin, understand one thing: this book was not written merely to be read. It was written to be felt. Within these pages, you may find pieces of yourself hidden between the lines—in the loneliness, the heartbreak, the hope, and the healing. This is not a story about perfection; it is about being human. It is about losing people you thought would stay, pretending to be strong while breaking inside, and learning how pain can transform rather than destroy.

If you have ever felt misunderstood, hidden your emotions behind a smile, or searched for peace in a distant world, this story is for you.

I ask only one thing: read with your heart, not just your eyes. Do not rush. Allow yourself to feel every emotion and every silence. Some chapters may ache, while others may quietly heal parts of you that you thought were broken forever. If, by the end, you feel even a little less alone, then these words have found their purpose. Because this journey exists to remind you that even after betrayal, loneliness, and silence...

You can still bloom again.

Like spring after winter.

— The Author

Why "Traces of the Heart"?

This book is called "Traces of the Heart" because every word within it is a mark of a feeling that has passed through the heart.

The heart is the most delicate, hidden, and truthful world of a human being. It carries joy and sorrow, hope and loss—each leaving its own trace. Time passes, people change, life turns in many directions, but the traces left in the heart do not completely disappear; they shape who we become.

Every pain, every trial, every fall is not meant to break a person, but to help them understand, mature, and become stronger. The traces of the heart are not only memories of the past, but lessons that teach how to live the future.

Sometimes a person loses, gets lost, or even fails to find themselves. Yet it is precisely these moments that awaken the heart, deepen it, and reveal the true meaning of life. The deepest traces bring the greatest transformations.

That is why "Traces of the Heart" reminds us that a person is not perfected by ease, but by trials. Every trace is not merely pain, but experience; and every experience is a doorway to a new life.

In the end, one truth remains: the traces left in the heart do not break a person—they make them human.

Some traces are invisible, yet they change a person from within. Some remain as pain; others turn into hope. But all of them shape a person and lead them toward self-understanding.

This book is not about a perfect life, but about real emotions. Each sentence reflects a silence, a pain, or a hope that once passed through the heart.

That is why this book is called "Traces of the Heart"—because it is made of the marks life leaves within the human soul.
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— ✦ —

DESTINY AND ETERNITY

— ✦ —

“Some people enter our lives for a moment, yet remain in our souls forever.”

There are people who enter our lives like seasons.

Some arrive gently like spring, bringing warmth into the frozen corners of our hearts. Others come like storms, shaking everything we once believed in. And then there are those rare souls who feel eternal — the kind of people we believe destiny itself has written for us long before we were born.

Sophia used to believe destiny was simple.

She thought life was a straight road where good people eventually found happiness and broken hearts healed with time. But life taught her differently. Destiny was never simple. It was cruel sometimes. Unpredictable. Silent.

At nineteen, she stood at the edge of a crowded London street, watching strangers pass her by while rain slowly soaked her coat. The city lights reflected against the wet pavement like shattered stars. Everyone around her seemed to belong somewhere. Everyone except her.

She had spent years chasing love, approval, and meaning, only to realize how temporary everything was. Friends changed. Promises faded. People who once swore they would stay forever slowly became memories she could barely recognize.

Yet there was one thing she could never escape — the feeling that her life was meant for something greater than endless disappointment.

That feeling began the day she met Daniel.

He was not extraordinary in the way movies describe people. He did not arrive dramatically, nor did the world suddenly stop around him. But something about his presence felt familiar, as if her soul had known his long before their first conversation.

Daniel carried sadness behind his eyes. The kind of sadness only life could create. He smiled often, but his smile looked like a mask carefully designed to hide years of silent suffering.

Perhaps that was why Sophia trusted him.

Broken people recognize each other without needing explanations.

Their friendship grew slowly through late-night conversations, quiet walks, and shared silences that somehow felt comforting instead of empty. For the first time in years, Sophia felt understood.

Daniel listened to her fears without judgment.

He understood her habit of pretending to be strong.

And when she spoke about feeling lost in life, he looked at her as though she was still worth finding.

“You know,” he once said softly while watching the sunset disappear behind the city skyline, “people spend their whole lives searching for destiny without realizing destiny is often hidden inside the people who change us.”

His words stayed with her long after that evening ended.

Days turned into months.

Months turned into memories she never wanted to lose.

Sophia began believing that maybe eternity existed after all. Not in fairy tales or perfect endings, but in the invisible connection between two souls who healed each other simply by existing.

But life has a cruel habit of testing the things we love most.

One winter evening, Daniel disappeared without explanation.

No goodbye.

No warning.

Nothing.

At first, Sophia convinced herself there had to be a reason. She replayed every conversation in her mind, searching for signs she had somehow missed. But the silence remained.

Days became unbearable.

The city that once felt alive suddenly felt cold and unfamiliar. She stopped visiting their favorite places because every street reminded her of him.

People told her to move on.

To forget.

To accept reality.

But how could she explain that losing him felt like losing a part of herself?

For months she carried anger inside her heart. Anger at him for leaving. Anger at herself for caring so deeply. Yet beneath that anger lived something far more painful — hope.

Hope that one day he would return.

And one day, he did.

Sophia saw him unexpectedly at a quiet bookstore near the river. For a moment, time itself seemed to stop. He looked different. Thinner. Tired. As though life had been fighting him too.

When their eyes met, neither of them spoke immediately.

Some silences are louder than words.

“I didn’t mean to hurt you,” Daniel finally whispered.

Sophia wanted to hate him.

She wanted to scream, to demand answers for every sleepless night he caused her. But standing in front of him again, she realized something heartbreaking:

Love does not disappear simply because someone leaves.

Daniel explained everything slowly. The illness. The fear. The belief that distancing himself would protect her from pain.

“I thought losing me slowly would hurt less than watching me break apart,” he admitted quietly.

Tears filled Sophia’s eyes.

Because for the first time, she understood the tragedy of loving someone deeply: sometimes people leave not because they stop loving you, but because they love you too much to let you suffer beside them.

That night changed her forever.

Not because life suddenly became perfect.

Not because pain disappeared.

But because she finally understood what destiny truly meant.

Destiny was never about avoiding heartbreak.

It was never about perfect endings or eternal happiness.

Destiny was about transformation.

About meeting people who leave fingerprints on your soul. About pain that teaches you strength. About love that changes who you are forever, even if it cannot stay.

And eternity?

Eternity was not measured by time.

It was measured by impact.

Some people stay in your life for only a short moment yet remain inside your heart forever.

Years later, Sophia would still remember Daniel whenever rain touched the streets of London. She would still think about the way he looked at sunsets, the way his voice softened when he spoke about hope.

But she no longer remembered him with sadness alone.

She remembered him as proof that destiny exists in the most unexpected forms.

Because sometimes the people who break your heart are also the people who awaken your soul.

And sometimes eternity is not about staying forever.

Sometimes eternity is simply about never being forgotten.

There are some words that are spoken simply, yet they carry an entire universe within them. “Destiny” and “Eternity” are such words. When a person pronounces them, it feels as if they are touching time itself: on one side, a written path; on the other, an endless mystery that humans try to understand.

Destiny is perhaps a chain of events that occur in a person’s life, or a hidden law of existence—no one knows for certain. Eternity goes even deeper: it feels like a script written before beginnings themselves. Yet the human heart is never quick to accept this, because it always longs for freedom, seeks choice, and wants to draw its own path.

Here, the greatest question arises: does a human being live freely, or is life already written for them?

Sometimes life turns in such unexpected ways that a person feels lost within coincidences. The people they meet, the opportunities they lose, the trials they face—all of it can seem as if it was arranged in advance. Some call it destiny, some call it coincidence, and others call it a test.

But there is one truth: what a person cannot understand is often labeled as “written.”

Eternity is the deepest layer of this concept. It begins even before the idea of “it should have been.” It reminds us of a path that existed before a person was born. Yet this path is not a prison. On the contrary, within it may lie thousands of turns and thousands of choices.

A seed falls into the ground. It does not know where it will sprout. The wind does not ask where to take it. Yet it still grows. From the outside, it may seem “predetermined.” But within it exists a force—the will to grow, the impulse to live, the desire to reach the light.

A human being is the same. They are born, they grow, they make choices. Yet at times they sense invisible threads behind every decision. Whether those threads control them or merely guide them remains an open question.

The hardest part of destiny is that it is often understood only in hindsight. A person lives today, falls tomorrow, and only later begins to understand why it happened. Then they say, “perhaps it was meant to be.” But this is not necessarily surrender—it can also be the beginning of understanding.

Perhaps eternity does not exist to frighten a person, but to remind them that their life has meaning. Maybe nothing is in vain. Maybe every pain, every meeting, every farewell is a piece of a greater picture.

Yet the human heart continues to resist. It constantly asks, “what if I had chosen differently?” Because the nature of a human being is the desire for change. Even within a written path, they wish to feel free.

That is why there is no single correct answer to destiny and eternity. There are only different perspectives. From one view, everything is predetermined. From another, a person is the author of their own life. The truth perhaps lies somewhere in between.

Because a person chooses, but every choice has its consequence. A person acts, but even action occurs within certain limits. A person lives as if free, yet their path often crosses invisible laws.

The deepest realization is this: destiny is not an end. It is a process. Eternity is not the starting point of this process, but its meaning.

The most important moments in life are often unclear at first. Yet with time, they find their place. Sometimes even delayed answers bring peace.

In the end, “Destiny and Eternity” lead a person to one truth: life is not given to be fully understood, but to be lived. And sometimes a person must continue even without understanding.

Because some paths are not chosen through understanding—they are walked. And at the end of those paths, a person realizes the most important thing: whether in coincidence or in writing, the heart still chooses to live.

Different people come into your life. Some accompany you until the very end, while others arrive with bright promises and quickly disappear. You may not always find the one who truly suits you. But Allah has already destined every encounter for you—you realize that in the flow of destiny’s ocean, everything happens in its rightful place and in the way it is meant to be. Those who deceive you with praise, as well as the lessons that reveal people’s true faces, are all part of your life.

Life seems to have no clear meaning. What is life? What is its purpose? There is
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Some wounds never fade... they
become part of who we are.
This story is not just a story —
it is a journey through pain, trust,
betrayal, and healing.

Speaks to the silent battles we fight within,
the emotions we hide behind smiles,
and the strength we discover
when everything seems broken.

Every page carries a piece of truth,
every word echoes a feeling you may
have never said out loud.

This is not just a story you read...
this is a story you feel.
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“In every broken heart, there is

a story waiting to be heard.”
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Not all wounds are visible,
yet they tell the deepest stories.
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Every trace of the heart
is a lesson carved in silence.
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