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A Begging Heart

By Hassu.M

"Some people leave. Some people take everything with them when they go."

For every person who has ever loved someone

more than they were loved back.

And for the ones who kept loving

long after they ran out of reasons to.

* * *
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Salute to those eyes

that watched their beloved

fade from their sight.

Saw them part

through a blur of breaking light.

And still chose patience.

This book is for you.

You, who stayed soft

after everything tried to make you hard.

You, who kept your hands open

when the world kept emptying them.

You are not weak for how long you waited.

You are the bravest person in the room.

About This Book

BEFORE YOU BEGIN, KNOW this: this is not a story about someone who could not handle heartbreak. It is a story about someone who handled everything - the silence of the people who were supposed to protect him, the departure of friends, the slow and cold education of loneliness - and survived all of it. He survived it so quietly that when love finally arrived, he gave it everything he had ever held back.

That is what this story is about. Not love. The trap of giving your everything to someone who is still deciding whether they want it.

A Begging Heart is a story about trust, about the particular courage of people who have been broken and choose to open again anyway, and about the very thin line between devotion and hurting yourself. It will make you think about everyone you have ever loved. It will make you think about the ones who left. And it will make you think - perhaps most painfully - about the version of yourself that existed before the leaving.

Read slowly. Some of these pages will ask things of you.

There is a kind of person

who loves with no ceiling.

Who gives and gives

past the point where giving makes sense.

The world calls this foolishness.

I call it the bravest thing I have ever seen.

- Hassu.M
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Chapter One
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The Boy Who Used to Dance

BEFORE THE WORLD GOT to him, he was the kind of person rooms missed when he left them.

He was not handsome in the way that stops conversations. He was handsome in the way that starts them - a face always on the edge of a smile, eyes that paid real attention when you spoke, the warm energy of someone who is genuinely glad to be alive. He danced badly and knew it and did not care. He sang in the shower and in the car and sometimes in the middle of a sentence when a song reminded him of something. He had friends. He had laughter. He had the easy, open confidence of someone who has not yet learned that the people who are supposed to love you can also be the ones who damage you most.

That lesson came early.

By the time he was seventeen, the people who were supposed to be his safe ground had taken more from him than most strangers ever could. Not with violence. With something quieter and harder to name: the slow pulling away of warmth. The cruelty of being in the same room as someone who has decided you are not enough. He watched himself get smaller around them. He watched the dancing boy in the mirror become someone he did not recognize.

The singing stopped first. Then the dancing. Then the easy talking. By eighteen, when he arrived at university with his bags and his silence, the only things left of who he used to be were the face - still almost smiling, always - and the eyes that still paid attention. Everything else had gone underground, deep and quiet, waiting.


Lesson: We do not always lose people in loud, dramatic ways. Sometimes we lose them slowly - to small hurts that pile up over years until the person we knew is simply gone. The cruelest goodbyes are the ones that never announce themselves.


The university was loud and crowded and did not notice him.

He found a bench near the main building, facing open sky. On the third day of his first week, he sat there alone with a burger going cold in his hand and looked up. Not at anything specific. At the sky because it was wide and asked nothing of him, and he was very tired of being asked things.

He watched students move past in groups, laughing at private jokes, touching each other's arms with the easy comfort of people who belong somewhere. He felt no envy, exactly. Something more quiet than envy: the simple recognition of something he had stopped expecting for himself.

Life teaches too much too early. He knew this. The sky above him did not disagree.

Eighteen years old

and already carrying

more than most grown men do.

He sat on a bench

and looked at a sky that had no answers.

He had stopped asking anyway.

But the bench held him.

And sometimes that is all we need.

Something that holds us

while we figure out what comes next.

* * *
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HE MADE TWO FRIENDS that semester. Both warm, both real. The kind of people who make you believe the cold seasons of your life were the exception, not the rule. He gave them time. He gave them loyalty. He showed up when they needed him.

When the semester ended, they faded. No fight, no betrayal. They simply found their people - their permanent people - and moved toward them the way water finds where it belongs. He understood this without bitterness. Understanding things without bitterness had become one of his best skills.

He went back to the bench. Bought another burger. Looked at the sky.

He thought: maybe this is the pattern. Maybe I am the kind of person who gets temporary.

He was wrong. But he did not know that yet.
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Chapter Two
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The Girl With the Closed Door

SHE ARRIVED IN HIS second semester the way certain people arrive - without warning, without invitation, and with the immediate and inconvenient effect of making you aware of how empty the room felt before them.

She sat two seats away from him in his morning class and made it very clear - through the angle of her body and the way she never once looked in his direction - that she did not find him worth noticing. She was not mean about it. She was something harder to handle: simply absent from him. As if he were furniture she had already walked past enough times to stop seeing.

He noticed her anyway.

He watched her argue with a professor about a grade she deserved and win - not loudly, not dramatically, but with such quiet certainty that the professor actually said sorry. He watched her eat lunch alone with a book open in front of her, completely at peace with her own company, needing nothing from anyone around her. He watched her laugh once, a sudden and unguarded laugh that was so different from the controlled face she showed the world that it felt like accidentally seeing something private.

He started being kind to her without deciding to.

He passed her notes on the days she missed something. He sent her study materials at eleven at night. He saved her a seat without making a show of it. He did these things the way you do things when you are not yet honest with yourself about why - quietly, without waiting for thanks, without expecting anything back.


Lesson: The most honest feelings are the ones we act on before we name them. He had not yet told himself he cared about her. But his hands already knew.


She did not thank him at first. She took the notes and put them in her bag and kept looking at her phone. But she kept them. The next week she texted him for the first time about an assignment. He replied fast, then put his phone down and looked at the ceiling with something warm moving in his chest that he did not examine too carefully.

Over weeks, over small conversations, over shared silences that stopped being awkward and started being comfortable, something shifted between them. She texted first more often. She laughed at his bad jokes with a laugh that felt real, not polite. She started telling him small things about her day - the kind of small things you only tell someone when you have quietly decided they are safe.

He did not call it anything. He was too careful for naming things too soon. He called it friendship. He held that word the way you hold a cup that is already full - carefully, both hands, not adding anything more, knowing that one wrong move and it spills.

He told himself: she is just a friend.

He told himself this

the way a man tells himself

the house is not on fire

while he is standing in the smoke,

eyes already burning,

heart already warm.
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Chapter Three
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The Proposal He Did Not Mean

IT WAS A FRIEND WHO planted the idea. A well-meaning, careless friend who said: just ask her. Find out if she likes you. Find out if she is with someone. You need to know before you go any deeper.

He sat with this for three days.

He told himself it was a practical question needing a practical answer. He did not admit to himself that the only reason it terrified him was because she had, without his permission, become someone he could lose.

He asked her over text on a Wednesday night. He said he had feelings for her. He immediately added that he understood if she did not feel the same way, that their friendship was more important, that he hoped this would not change anything. He was apologizing for his own heart before he had finished saying it.

She said no. Gently, without cruelty. She did not see him that way.

And then she said something he would spend months turning over in his hands: if she ever had to choose someone, she would choose someone like him.

He told himself it did not hurt. He told himself he had asked without real feeling, just to get information, and so the answer was data not pain. He believed this for almost two weeks.


Lesson: We lie to ourselves not because we are weak, but because some truths arrive before we are ready to hold them. The heart knows long before the mind is willing to admit it.


Then he found out she was in a relationship.

Not from her. From someone else. A sentence dropped in passing, the way stones are dropped - without care for what they hit.

She was with someone. Had been with someone. And she had never once told him, in all the notes and late-night messages and saved seats.

He did not fall apart. He was too practiced at swallowing things for that. But something in his chest went cold - a specific cold he had felt before, in his parents, in the friends who dissolved. The cold of realizing you trusted someone with more than they were honest about holding.

He pulled back. Quietly, without explanation. He was still kind when they crossed paths - he did not know how to stop being kind - but the closeness pulled away like a tide going out. The late-night texts stopped. The saved seats ended.

He did not know that by pulling back, he had started something he could not undo.
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