
		
			[image: ]
		
	
		

		
			STILL

		

	
		
			A Story of Survival, Love, 

		

	
		
			and Second Chances

			Charles Hamilton

			

			“Some stories don’t begin when you think they do.”

			-Charles Hamilton

			Preface

			This book is the culmination of years of surviving, questioning, and searching for meaning between silence and sound. I did not write to provide polished answers, nor to satisfy the shallow demands of history sanitized for comfort. I wrote to preserve the questions, the ones that linger, heavy and unresolved, in the places where memory collides with truth.

			These pages are not only memoir, nor only reflection; they are fragments of pain and flashes of grace, scars and songs stitched together. They are proof that brokenness does not mean ending, and that to write is to bear witness, even when the world demands silence.

			If you hold this book in your hands, you are already part of its story. Because none of us exists apart from our legacy, what I have lived through, you too may have glimpsed in shadows or storms. What you carry, I have felt in some other shape of grief or love. My story touches yours, because none of us survives alone.

			And so, before you turn further, I want to open the door wide and tell you not just why I wrote, but what I hope you’ll find in the pages ahead. Some call it spiritual peace; I always refer to it as STILL.

			Introduction

			This book is both a personal journey and a collective reflection. It is about survival, yes, but also about the questions that carve us long after the storms have passed.

			Here, you will find my story, but I hope you will also find pieces of your own. You may recognize the fracture points, the unexpected silences, the fire that consumes, and the light that lingers. You may find echoes of your heartbreaks or your beginnings, woven between the lines.

			My hope is not that you walk away with certainty but that you walk away awake, to your story, to your legacy, to the stillness that waits even in the fiercest storm.

			I’ve put everything that I am into this story, and now I give it to you. I thank you for taking the time to read about my life. Welcome to Still.

			-Charles Hamilton

			

			

			Chapter 1

			Becoming Still

			This is a story I never thought I’d have the privilege of writing, and one I never imagined I’d have to live. In a world slowly unraveling at its stitched seams, I often find myself outside, working in our back yard, shaping my vision of a quiet, sacred paradise. My little heaven on Earth. But even in that space, peace is not always promised. Sometimes the challenge runs deeper than aching muscles or sore hands. 

			Sometimes the Louisiana heat bears down like a punishing spirit, rising past one hundred degrees, pressing against my skin until my thoughts begin to drift. I often pause, worn, disoriented, and in the haze, I see shadows move. I hear something unearthly whisper my name, as if crepitation itself had taken voice.

			The heat settles over me like unwanted cancer, unrelenting, invasive, and somehow familiar. The kind of cancer that once lived inside my body, threatening to end me with a twist or a turn. But even on the worst of days, the Louisiana sun pales in comparison to what waits for me at home. I’m talking about my soulmate. When she walks into the room, I am never the same. 

			She moves like a promise fulfilled, carrying a love so full it spills past the flawless curve of her lips. And when she speaks… oh my God! When she speaks, I hear harmonies, soft and sacred, like a song only my soul can recognize. I still struggle to find the words to describe what it means to walk through life with your best friend and your soulmate at your side. 

			I don’t know how to define our love, because it refuses the limits of clever words or polished romantic phrases. It reaches beyond sentiment. We are more than a memory meant to be cherished, more than pages waiting to be stirred by breath. Our love is the frame that holds our entanglement. It is not decoration; it is a foundation. It is the shape that the truth takes when two souls decide to hold on, even after time, pain, and distance try to tear them apart.

			We did not take the path of least resistance. Long ago, we broke up, and for more than fifteen years, we lived in the shadows of that separation. We both tried to redefine love in the arms of others, but nothing ever felt whole. Nothing ever spoke the language of our souls. But look at us now. She is my sunrise, and every evening, she curls beside me like the warmth of dusk folding into my bones. 

			These days, I wake each morning with her scent stitched into my skin. She smells like morning roses. And together, we carry the fragrance of a rose by another name, familiar, eternal, and reborn. I love telling this story because she is every beautiful part of me made visible.

			When our friends see us together, they often smile and say they can see our love, and that we’re beautiful, magnetic, and made whole in the space of each other. And maybe we are. Perhaps we are everything that they see. But what they don’t see is what it took to stand here, hand in hand. If you saw us now, you’d never guess that not long ago, the stench of death lingered just outside our door, waiting, watching, and whispering that our story was over before it had the chance to begin again.

			***

			Not long ago, I had cancer, and my spirit was caught in this bottomless chasm of hopelessness. I remember falling, deeper and deeper, into a darkness so thick it felt endless. Somewhere in that silence, I heard my father’s voice calling me home from the grave, a voice both familiar and terrifying. In my confusion, I couldn’t hear God. I strained to listen to his whisper, but all I could make out was the endless ringing of death’s phone call, echoing louder each day. 

			I had become so tired, tired of the pain, tired of not knowing. Tired of feeling like I’d been left behind by everyone, especially the ones who promised they’d stay.

			The thought of death became almost comforting. It offered something that life no longer could: absolution, peace, and a reunion with my mother and father in a place where pain couldn’t follow. I wore a ring, but I was abandoned by the very ones entrusted to care for me. The person closest to me, the one I thought would stand beside me, told me she was tired of hearing about my cancer. She needed a break. And just like that, I was alone. 

			My life had collapsed into a cold circle of concern, a hollow echo of what care once meant. So, I moved forward, not because I was well, but because I still had the strength to walk with integrity. I moved on, sick, destitute, but not defeated. Looking back now, I realize I was broken then. I was left to rot in the silence of that betrayal. In my heart, I had made peace with death. I was ready to face God’s judgment. But He… God would not open the courtroom doors.

			As fate would have it, one day I was talking with my cousin Brandon when he asked a question that froze me in my tracks. “Have you told her?” He was referring to her, my estranged soulmate. I shook my head. I told him we hadn’t spoken in years, and I didn’t want to burden her with my problems. I was dying, and I didn’t want to place that weight on the one person I had once loved more than life itself. But Brandon didn’t hesitate. He took it upon himself to leave a note on her door, telling her the truth. At the bottom, he wrote: “He could use a friend.”

			A few days later, the phone rang, and my heart nearly stopped. Her voice spilled through the line, trembling and cracked, like it had been broken by time but still knew how to find me.

			“I heard you’re in trouble,” she said.

			“I am,” I answered softly.

			“I want to see you,” she whispered, and I said yes.

			But truthfully, I was terrified. Terrified, she’d see how much the disease had taken from me. Afraid she’d see death clinging to my skin like a second shadow.

			Despite everything, we met. When I saw her again, all the years disappeared. And the first words that left my mouth, fragile and trembling, were: I love you.

			My lips were weakened by illness, my body barely holding itself together, but the words came from the strongest part of me. They came from my heart. I cried as I spoke, the weight of fifteen years crashing down inside those three syllables. I felt the crash because I was still in love with this woman. Even now, as I write these words, just the thought of her makes my heart scream and my hands shake. That’s how deep she lives in me.

			

			When we met again, she didn’t see the cancer. She didn’t flinch at the sight of my pain or the shadow of death trailing behind me. She reached for my hand and never let it go. After fifteen years apart, she looked at me like no time had passed. Like love had been waiting patiently for us to return.

			In time, I beat the cancer. And I got back the love I had never stopped praying for. But our story didn’t begin with survival or reunion. It began more than eighteen years ago, when two souls first recognized each other across the distance of a lifetime.

			This is our story. And this… is Still.

			

			Chapter 2

			Life before Us

			This is not a love story in the traditional sense. It’s a story of survival, forgiveness, rediscovery, and the kind of love that doesn’t die even when everything else seems to. My name is Charles Hamilton. I wrote this not only to honor her but also to understand the man I had become before she returned.

			Before we met, I was a former writer who had laid down his pen and pad in pursuit of a normal life. I still remember why I chose writing over relationships. In the beginning, I believed God was shaping my voice for a greater purpose. 

			But somewhere along the way, my writing became so consuming that it placed me in a kind of emotional vacuum, a space where I lost sight of who I was and how I saw myself. It was a chamber of isolation. And yet, that solitude became sacred. 

			It eventually taught me how to empathize. It deepened my spirit and forged a quiet bond between me and the stories I researched. In that silence, I became a better listener.

			

			But as the years passed, something inside me began to shift. I started to crave a deeper connection with the people closest to me. Not because I was lonely, at least, not in the traditional sense. It was more like… a hunger to evolve—a yearning to explore what came after purpose. 

			I hoped to find someone like me, a kindred spirit. Someone who shared my values, my desires. Someone who wanted more than what the world could see.

			I had spent what felt like a lifetime in public life. So, I was never truly alone. Yet, at the same time, I always was. That’s the paradox. Surrounded by people. Adored, yet somehow… unseen.

			Still, I held on to hope. A quiet, stubborn hope that someone, somewhere, would see past the image. Past the applause. Past the title
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