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  Chapter 1 – The Tear


  Fractured Silence


   


  The night collapsed with a heavy sigh,


  a silence sharper than any blade.


  I sat inside the ruins of my chest,


  listening to echoes that would not fade.


  Every whisper of you was a haunting thread,


  pulling apart what little remained of me.


   


  The walls remembered your laughter’s glow,


  but now they crumble, hollow and bare.


  I reached for your ghost with trembling hands,


  only to grasp the chill of empty air.


  Love’s warmth had fled beyond my reach,


  leaving frost to etch its scars across my skin.


   


  I wondered if hearts ever truly break,


  or if they simply tear, stitch by stitch.


  Each breath felt like unraveling fabric,


  every sigh another rip in the seam.


  My pulse became a needle piercing soft flesh,


  sewing sorrow deeper with every beat.


   


  I tried to bind the wound with memory,


  to knot the pain so it could not slip.


  But grief is clever, it finds its way out,


  seeping between the smallest cracks.


  No hand could hold it, no voice could calm,


  it lived in me like a second skin.


   


  The silence was not empty but loud,


  a choir of aches singing low and raw.


  Every shadow bent beneath its weight,


  every dream split open at its core.


  I prayed for sleep but found only walls,


  painted with the ink of broken tomorrows.


   


  Yet even in ruin, my heart refused to die,


  though battered, torn, and frayed by loss.


  It throbbed with a stubborn, fragile fire,


  a flicker against the swallowing dark.


  Perhaps silence is only the space before song,


  and even fractures can be mended with time.


   


   


  Shattered glass memories


   


  I walked barefoot across yesterdays floor,


  each me memory a shard of broken glass.


  Your smile glittered sharp beneath the dust, a weapon disguised as something gentle.


  I bled with every step I dared to take, yet I wandered through the ruins of us.


   


  I touched the frame where your picture once hung, its emptiness mirror of my own hollow chest.


  The wallpaper peeled like a tired skin, revealing scars no one dared to see.


  Every corner whispered your name in echoes,


  every crack hummed with the sound of leaving.


   


  The clock still ticks but time has stopped,


  The hands circling wounds that never close.


  The minutes replays what I can’t forget,


  Looping your laughter, looping your lies,


  My pulse is tangled in that broken rhythm,


  trapped in a room where yesterday repeats.


   


  I gathered the fragments but cut myself,


  Trying to piece together what was lost.


  The puzzle mocked me with jagged edges,


  No images left whole, only bleeding hands.


  The harder I tried to mend the picture, the more in vanished into dust and silence.


   


  Outside, the world carried on untouched,


  Children laughed, lovers kissed, skies turned gold.


  Yet inside my chest, glass still shattered,


  A storm I could not quiet, could not sweep.


  Their sunlight felt cruel against my skin,


  a reminder that joy lives elsewhere,


  not here.


   


  But perhaps one day, the shards will soften,


  their edges dulled by the mercy of time.


  Perhaps my hands will heal enough to hold,


  without tearing themselves apart in grief.


  For even broken glass can catch the light,


  and fractured things still manage to shine.


   


   


   


  When the Sky Forgot My Name


   


  The morning rose but left me behind,


  its light touched everything except my skin.


  Birds sang to strangers in silver tones,


  but no melody carried the sound of me.


  The sky was wide, a canvas without mercy,


  and I was only a shadow fading in its blue.


   


  I called out softly, hoping to be heard,


  but the wind swept my voice away.


  It carried my sorrow to distant fields,


  where no one cared for its heavy weight.


  Clouds passed overhead without notice,


  their silence sharper than a thousand words.


   


  Once, the heavens seemed to know me well,


  painting sunsets to mirror my smile.


  Rain would fall as if to wash my wounds,


  thunder rumbling like a friend’s reply.


  But now the sky was blank and cold,


  a ceiling too high for hope to reach.


   


  I searched for constellations in daylight hours,


  as if stars might guide me back to myself.


  But the horizon offered no direction,


  only the ache of distance stretched too far.


  Even the sun, warm in its careless glow,


  burned me with its indifference.


   


  So I stitched my sorrow into the clouds,


  tiny threads the world would never see.


  A secret tapestry of pain and longing,


  woven in places too high for touch.


  If the sky forgot me, I would not forget,


  my heart still carved into its endless blue.


   


  Perhaps one day, it will call again,


  whisper my name in the language of storms.


  Perhaps the dawn will finally


  

  

  

  

  

  Threadbare but Unbroken


   


  My edges fray with every day,


  life pulling at my worn-out seams.


  The fabric of me feels paper-thin,


  barely holding against the wind.


  Yet still I stand, still I breathe,


  a threadbare soul refusing to tear.


   


  The storms have gnawed my fragile cloth,


  rain soaking through with heavy hands.


  But tattered does not mean destroyed,


  and holes do not erase the whole.


  Even scraps can cloak the heart,


  even rags can keep the cold away.


   


  I stitch myself with trembling will,


  needle drawn from stubborn hope.


  Each prick reminds me I can bleed,


  yet still I pull the thread along.


  For weakness does not mean defeat,


  and fraying does not mean I fall.


   


  My colors fade, my shape is worn,


  but beauty lives in what remains.


  Every tear is proof I lived,


  every stitch is proof I fought.


  Though fragile, I am stitched with fire,


  a patchwork quilt against despair.


   


  Perhaps I’ll never be the same,


  but broken cloth still holds its form.


  And though the world may see me torn,


  inside I know I still endure.


  For threadbare does not mean erased,


  it means I’ve survived the storm.


   


  And when new hands one day repair,


  sewing kindness into the seams,


  my threadbare cloth will shine again,


  a testament to all I’ve faced.


  For even worn and frayed with pain,


  I am unbroken, I remain.


   


   


   


   


  The Anchor of a Single Word


   


  I nearly drifted past myself,


  a ship unmoored, adrift, alone.


  But one small word became my chain,


  an anchor tied to who I am.


  It wasn’t loud, it wasn’t long,


  but it was mine, and it was strong.


   


  The word was “stay,” so plain, so soft,


  yet heavy as the earth beneath.


  It gripped me when I tried to fall,


  and held me through the endless night.


  A single syllable, simple, bare,


  but strong enough to keep me here.


   


  I whispered it with trembling lips,


  afraid the dark would steal its sound.


  But echoes carried it through my bones,


  and made it larger than my fear.


  The word became a stitched refrain,


  a thread to sew me into life.


   


  Some nights I changed the word I used—


  “breathe,” “fight,” “rise,” or even “hope.”


  Each one a knot against the tide,


  each one an anchor in the storm.


  And though they seemed too small to save,


  they pulled me back each time I strayed.


   


  Perhaps that’s all survival needs:


  a single word that will not fade.


  No speeches vast, no grand designs,


  just whispers that remind us still.


  One anchor thrown against the waves,


  a syllable that keeps us whole.


   


  Now I keep those words like stones,


  pocketed in case of night.


  And when the sea begins to rise,


  I drop them, one by one, to hold.


  For even words, when tightly tied,


  can anchor ships against the dark.


   


   


   


   


  A Stitch at a Time


   


  I wanted healing all at once,


  a seam that closed in lightning’s hand.


  But thread does not obey our haste,


  it asks for patience, asks for time.


  And so I learned to sew my heart


  with stitches small, but stitches true.


   


  One cut closed slowly by the day,


  another healed with weeks of thread.


  And some remain, though faintly scarred,


  still mending in their hidden place.


  I learned that healing isn’t fast—


  it’s quiet, stubborn, inch by inch.


   


  I cursed the needle’s steady pace,


  impatient for a perfect whole.


  But mending is not grand or loud,


  it lives in whispers, not in shouts.


  And though I begged to leap ahead,


  my soul was wiser than my will.


   


  It taught me how to knot with care,


  to tie the ends where fabric frayed.


  Not rushing through, but taking time,


  to honor what was torn apart.


  For even scars need gentle hands,


  to teach them how to close again.


   


  Now every stitch is proof I live,


  a line across the broken cloth.


  And though I’m not yet finished whole,


  I wear the progress like a crown.


  For mending hearts may take a life,


  but every seam is worth the wait.


   


  So if I falter, I remind myself:


  healing comes a stitch at a time.


  Not all at once, but piece by piece,


  a patient thread through ragged wounds.


  And one day, looking back, I’ll see


  a heart restored by steady hands.


   


   


   


   


  The Thread of Tomorrow


   


  I nearly lost myself to night,


  but tomorrow tugged its fragile cord.


  A promise I could not yet see,


  but felt it hum beneath my skin.


  It pulled me through the endless dark,


  toward a dawn that might forgive.


   


  Tomorrow whispered through the cracks,


  “I wait for you, just take one step.”


  I stumbled forward, weak and worn,


  but every step drew me to light.


  Though not yet healed, not yet at peace,


  the thread of dawn still held me near.


   


  I tied it round my weary wrist,


  a ribbon stitched with quiet hope.


  It stretched across the hours wide,


  connecting me to what might be.


  And though today was sharp with pain,


  tomorrow sang a softer song.


   


  At times the thread grew faint and thin,


  a filament I could not trust.


  But still it hummed when silence mocked,


  a steady promise not to leave.


  And when I thought it surely snapped,


  I found it still between my hands.


   


  Perhaps tomorrow isn’t far,


  but stitched within today itself.


  A hidden thread we cannot see,


  yet strong enough to hold us fast.


  It pulls us through when we would break,


  and ties us to the hope of dawn.


   


  So I will walk, though weary still,


  my wrist bound tight to what will come.


  For though the dark may claim tonight,


  it cannot steal the cord of day.


  Tomorrow waits with open hands,


  its thread the reason I endure.


   


   


   


  The Handful of Light


   


  I scooped a fragment of the dawn,


  a fistful of its trembling glow.


  It wasn’t much, just fragile beams,


  but still they burned against my skin.


  A single handful, barely warm,


  yet strong enough to guide me on.


   


  The dark recoiled but did not end,


  its teeth still snapping at my heels.


  Yet light is fierce when held with care,


  it multiplies within the palm.


  Each flicker spread from hand to chest,


  a heartbeat stitched with rising fire.


   


  I carried it through narrow ways,


  the alleys bent with grief and fear.


  Its glow was faint but never gone,


  a lantern built from borrowed flame.


  And though the night was loud and cruel,


  my handful whispered, “Still, you live.”


   


  At times I feared it would go out,


  snuffed by sorrow’s choking wind.


  But light does not forget its shape,


  it lingers even in the dust.


  It waits for breath, it waits for hope,


  to flare again with sudden strength.


   


  So small, so plain, this humble gift,


  yet it became my saving fire.


  Enough to see the road ahead,


  enough to trust another step.


  A thread of light across my hand,


  reminding me to carry on.


   


  Now every dawn I gather more,


  a pocket full of stitched-up flame.


  And when the night comes back again,


  I’ll scatter sparks across its teeth.


  For even handfuls hold the power


  to keep the broken stitched alive.


   


   


   


   


  The Cloth’s New Shape


   


  The cloth I wear is not the same,


  its seams have changed, its form remade.


  The tears have shifted how it fits,


  the mending shaped it into new.


  But still it wraps around my frame,


  a second skin that keeps me whole.


   


  At first I mourned what I had lost,


  the fabric flawless once before.


  But then I saw the newer shape,


  a design more honest than the old.


  The cloth was not destroyed at all,


  it simply grew into its truth.


   


  You loved me more within this form,


  not less for scars, but more for them.


  You saw the lines as living art,


  a story etched in thread and light.


  Your love declared the cloth reborn,


  not ruined, but transformed with care.


   


  Perhaps that’s what repair becomes:


  not recreating what was gone,


  but letting cloth evolve with time,


  to match the heart that wears it now.


  The seams don’t make it less complete,


  they prove it has survived the fire.


   


  I walk with confidence in this,


  a garment stitched for who I am.


  No longer longing for the past,


  but grateful for the shape I wear.


  The cloth is different, yes, it’s true —


  but different is more beautiful.


   


  And when new tears arrive again,


  they will not shame the form I bear.


  The fabric shifts, the seams return,


  and every change refines my skin.


  I am not less for what was torn —


  I am remade, and I am strong.
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