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This book is dedicated to the ones who cried in silence,
who carried pain they never spoke out loud.
To the ones who smiled through heartbreak,
and still found the strength to keep going.
And most of all
to the version of me who didn’t give up.
You deserved healing... and you found it.

Introduction

There was a time when I didn’t think healing was possible for me.

Pain has a way of convincing you that it’s permanent, that what broke you will define you forever. That the nights you cried, the people who hurt you, and the parts of yourself you lost... were the end of your story.

But they weren’t.

This book was born in those quiet moments, the ones where no one could hear the thoughts, the questions, or the weight of everything I was carrying. These poems are not just words... they are pieces of a journey. A journey from breaking... to rebuilding... to becoming.

Some of these pages will feel heavy. Some will feel soft. And some may feel like a mirror reflecting parts of yourself you’ve been trying to understand.

That’s intentional.

Because healing is not one emotion. It’s messy. It’s layered. It’s painful... but it’s also beautiful.

If you’ve ever felt broken, lost, or unsure of who you are anymore, this book is for you.

And if you’re still finding your way back to yourself...
just know this:
You are not alone.
And you are not beyond healing.
— K. D.
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Shattered in Silence

I mastered the art of looking okay
while falling apart in places
no one could see.
My smile became a mask,
stitched together with “I’m fine”
and quiet lies I told too often.
Because how do you explain
a pain that doesn’t leave bruises?
How do you show someone
a heart that’s breaking in silence?
I carried it all
the words I never said,
the tears I refused to let fall,
the weight of pretending
I wasn’t drowning.
And the truth is,
I didn’t want to be strong.
I just didn’t have a choice.
So I held it in,
every crack, every fracture,
every moment I felt myself slipping.
I became a home for my own hurt,
locking it away
like it didn’t deserve air.
But pain doesn’t disappear
just because it’s quiet.
It lingers.
It echoes.
It grows in the dark.
And somewhere between
holding it together
and losing myself completely.
I shattered.

Not loudly.
Not all at once.
But piece by piece,
in silence.
The Night I Lost Myself
It didn’t happen all at once.

No loud crash out.
No warning signs screaming
“this is where you break.”
Just a quiet night...
too quiet.
The kind of silence
that forces you to hear
every thought you’ve been running from.
I remember sitting there,
staring at nothing
but feeling everything.
Every disappointment.
Every let down.
Every moment I gave too much
and was left with nothing in return.
It all came back at once
not as memories...
but as weight.
Heavy.
Unforgiving.
Unavoidable.
And for the first time,
I couldn’t distract myself from it.
No pretending.
No numbing.
No running.
Just me...
and the truth of the matter, I tried so hard to ignore:
I didn’t recognize who I had become.

Somewhere along the way,
I lost my voice
trying to keep the peace.
I lost my worth
trying to be enough for people
who never saw me.
I lost my strength
carrying things
that were never mine to hold.
And that night...
it hit me.
I wasn’t just hurting
I was disappearing.
Fading into a version of myself
built on survival,
not truth.
And it scared me...
because I didn’t know
how to find my way back.
So I sat there,
in the dark,
with tears I couldn’t stop...
realizing
the hardest truth of all:
I didn’t just lose people.

That night...
I lost myself.
Love Shouldn’t Hurt Like This

I thought love
was supposed to feel like safety
like coming home
after a long day of fighting the world.
But with you...
it felt like war.
Not the loud kind.
Not the kind that people see.
But the quiet battles
the ones where I questioned myself
more than I questioned you.
Was I asking for too much?
Was I too sensitive?
Was I the problem
you kept making me believe I was?
I’ve given you patience
when I needed understanding.
I gave you loyalty
when I deserved honesty.
I gave you pieces of me
you didn’t know how to hold.
And still...
it wasn’t enough.
Or maybe
it was just never valued.
Because love shouldn’t feel
like begging to be chosen.
It shouldn’t feel like
proving your worth
over and over again.
It shouldn’t leave you
feeling smaller
than you were before it.
But I stayed.

Through the confusion.
Through the tears.
Through the nights
I convinced myself
this was just a phase...
that things would change.
Because I loved you.

Or maybe...
I loved the idea
of what we could’ve been.
And that was the hardest part
letting go of something
that never fully existed
the way I needed it to.
So I walked away
with a heart full of questions
and hands empty of everything
I tried to hold together.
Learning, slowly... painfully...
that love
real love

should never hurt like this.
Pieces I Couldn’t Hold

I tried to keep it together.

God knows I tried.

I held onto broken pieces of myself
with trembling hands,
hoping if I squeezed tight enough
nothing else would fall apart.
But healing doesn’t happen
when you’re still bleeding
from the things you refuse to release.
And I was bleeding everywhere
through my thoughts,
through my silence,
through the way I stopped recognizing
the light inside me.
People saw me functioning.
Smiling.
Showing up.
But they didn’t see
how exhausted I was
from carrying a version of myself
that was already collapsing.
Every day felt heavier.

Like I was dragging emotional wreckage
behind me
while pretending I was okay.
And the worst part?
I kept apologizing
for falling apart...
as if pain needed permission.

So I buried it deeper.

The anger.
The disappointment.
The loneliness.
I buried so much of myself
trying to survive
that I forgot what it felt like
to truly live.
Until one day,
everything I ignored
came crashing to the surface.
The tears.
The breakdowns.
The ache I kept hiding.
And suddenly,
I couldn’t hold it anymore.
Not the grief.
Not the pressure.
Not the shattered pieces
of who I used to be.
They slipped through my fingers
one by one...
and all I could do
was watch myself break
in ways I never admitted out loud.
But maybe
that’s the thing about breaking.
sometimes losing control
is the first step
toward finally healing.
Smiling Through the Damage

They said I looked happy.

And maybe that was the saddest part of all.

Because I had learned
how to decorate my pain
with laughter,
how to hide heartbreak
behind well-timed smiles
and “I’m good” responses.
No one questioned it.

Not the tiredness in my eyes.
Not the heaviness in my voice.
Not the way I slowly disappeared
inside myself.
I became too good
at making brokenness look beautiful.
I would show up for everyone else
while abandoning myself daily.
Listening.
Helping.
Comforting.
Even when I secretly needed someone
to ask me if I was okay
and actually mean it.
But people rarely notice
when a strong person is struggling.
They just admire
how well you carry the weight.
So I carried it.

The disappointment.
The hidden tears.
The memories that still hurt
when they crossed my mind at night.
I carried wounds
that never fully healed
because I kept covering them
instead of confronting them.
And every smile
became another performance.
A survival tactic.

Because if I stopped smiling,
I knew everything inside me
would spill out at once.
The grief.
The anger.
The exhaustion of pretending.
So I kept wearing happiness
like armor...
while silently praying
someone would notice
I was falling apart beneath it.
But healing truly began
the moment I stopped asking
“How do I look okay?”
and finally asked myself.

“How do I become okay?”
The Mirror Didn’t Lie

I avoided mirrors for a while.

Not because I hated my reflection
but because I was afraid
of what I would finally see
if I looked too long.
And one night,
when the world was quiet
and there was nowhere left to run,
I stood in front of myself honestly
for the first time in years.
No fake smiles.
No pretending.
No carefully crafted version of “okay.”
Just me.

Tired eyes.
Heavy heart.
A soul exhausted
from carrying unspoken pain.
And the mirror didn’t lie.

It showed me
how much of myself
I had abandoned
trying to survive situations
that were slowly destroying me.
It showed me the sadness
I kept hiding behind strength.
The loneliness
hidden beneath independence.
The hurt
disguised as patience.
And suddenly,
I realized something painful:
I kept blaming myself
for the wounds other people created.
I called myself difficult
for asking to be loved correctly.
I called myself weak
for feeling deeply.
I called myself broken
because others mishandled my heart.
But the mirror showed me truth
not the lies pain taught me.
It reminded me
that surviving isn’t weakness.
Crying isn’t weakness.

Feeling everything
in a world that teaches people
to feel nothing...
is not weakness.

And maybe I wasn’t broken
beyond repair.
Maybe I was just exhausted
from pouring love into places
that never poured back into me.
That night,
the mirror didn’t fix me.
But it did something important:

It forced me
to finally see myself
with honesty...
and maybe for the first time with compassion.
Unlearning Pain

Healing felt strange at first.

Like wearing new skin
after spending years
wrapped in survival.
I didn’t know what to do
with peace.
I was so used to chaos
that calmness felt suspicious.
I kept waiting
for something bad to
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