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LET GO AND LET GOD A Woman's Journey Through Betrayal, Faith, and Peace


Silent Doesn’t Mean You Are Weak”

It often begins where we choose silence and peace over manipulation and ignorance. In that quiet space, we discover clarity that words alone cannot offer. Choosing stillness allows us to see through the noise of the world, to recognize intentions hidden beneath words, and to guard our hearts against unnecessary turmoil. Peace becomes our shield, and silence our strength, for in that choice we reclaim power that cannot be taken by the chaos around us. It is in these moments of deliberate calm that wisdom takes root, compassion grows, and our path forward becomes illuminated—not by the clamor of others, but by the steady, unwavering light of our own truth.

Some individuals may think we are distant or cold because we chose that path, but in reality all we seek is peace of mind, space, and healing from the wounds that once cut us silently from the side. We step away not out of pride, but out of self-preservation. What looks like silence is often recovery. What looks like distance is often the work of mending a heart that has carried too much for too long. We are not avoiding others—we are learning how to breathe again without pain, how to exist without being pulled back into places that cost us our well-being. Healing requires room, and peace demands boundaries. Choosing that path is not weakness; it is the quiet courage to choose ourselves at last.

What really hurts is not always what meets the eye. It is not just the harsh words, the betrayals, or the visible wounds. What really hurts lives in the silent corners of our hearts—the moments when we feel unseen, unheard, or unvalued. It is the weight of unspoken disappointment, the ache of dreams deferred, and the sting of love given freely but returned empty. What really hurts is carrying pain quietly, while the world moves on, unaware of the battles we fight inside. It is the slow erosion of hope when we are expected to forgive before we are ready, to smile before we heal, to keep walking when our souls are heavy with grief. And yet, in recognizing this pain, we also find the first step toward freedom—the courage to name it, feel it, and finally release it.

Let’s turn the tables real quick, shall we? There was this guy—his name was Tommy. He had been in my inbox for over a year, sending text after text, day after day, month after month, yet never once did he get a reply from me. Can you even imagine how thirsty those days and months must have felt for him? Pouring out messages into a void, hoping for a spark of attention, while all the while I remained silent—watching, waiting, living my life uninterrupted. It’s funny, isn’t it? How persistence can feel like devotion to one person, yet absolute emptiness to the other. And through it all, I held my peace, my boundaries, and my sanity, knowing that some things—some people—aren’t meant to occupy the space of your attention just because they demand it.

So it all starts when I finally decide to have a conversation with him. Funny how a single choice can shift everything—how days turn into nights, and nights slowly melt into months. Each conversation becomes a thread, weaving us closer together, connecting hearts that had once been strangers. Every word shared, every laugh exchanged, every secret revealed feels like building a world only the two of us inhabit. And with each passing moment, the connection grows stronger, the feelings deepen, and the excitement becomes almost tangible, buzzing in the air between us. What began as a simple exchange of words transforms into something electric, something alive—a reminder that sometimes, the right timing can turn a hesitant hello into a story you never want to end.

There’s a magic in watching someone become part of your world without even trying—how connection, patience, and genuine care can build something that feels both fragile and unshakable at the same time. And with every heartbeat, I can’t help but feel that the excitement is just the beginning—that this journey of discovery, of feeling, of understanding, is only going to grow stronger, unfolding in ways I never imagined possible.

Back in 2024, we started making plans—big, beautiful plans. Plans about moving in together, finding a cozy apartment that could be our little sanctuary, a place filled with laughter, love, and the small, everyday joys of life. We talked about decorating our space, about Sunday mornings with coffee in hand, about creating routines that felt uniquely ours. And then came the dreams of starting a family—imagining tiny feet running across the floor, the sounds of bedtime stories and lullabies, and the kind of love that grows bigger with every passing day.

Those conversations were more than just plans; they were promises to ourselves and to each other, visions of a future we both wanted so badly that we could feel it even in the quiet moments. Every word spoken, every idea shared, felt like laying the foundation for a life we were ready to build together. There was excitement, yes, but also a quiet, steady hope—a knowing that when two hearts align, even the simplest dreams can begin to take shape.

Into that one year, on the first of January, we finally decided to take the next step—moving in together. Excitement and nerves mixed in my chest as we prepared to start this new chapter. As we settled into the apartment, he told me, “I’ll be right back.” I nodded, expecting him to return in just a few minutes, but the minutes stretched into hours. My phone stayed silent—no call, no text. I couldn’t help but wonder... what went wrong? Had something happened?

Finally, my phone buzzed. It was a text from him: “I’m at my dad’s house. I’ll be there in the morning.” My mind raced, memories of our conversations flashing through me. I remembered him telling me he lived with his dad and thought, maybe this was nothing unusual. I replied calmly, trying to keep the warmth in my words despite the worry building inside:

“OK, no problem. See you first thing in the morning. I’ll be waiting—with cups of coffee and whatever you want to eat. Your choice.”

I sent the message and took a deep breath, trying to push away the unease. I kept imagining him walking through the door, the scent of coffee filling the apartment, and the laughter and chatter we always shared over breakfast. Even in the wait, there was a flicker of hope—a belief that tomorrow would bring us together again, and that our plans, our little life we were building, was still intact.

That night, I tried to distract myself, moving around the apartment, setting things in place, imagining what breakfast would look like. But my mind kept wandering—thinking about why he hadn’t come back, replaying every word we’d exchanged, every plan we’d made. Sleep was restless, a mix of hope and worry swirling in my chest. I kept checking my phone, half-expecting a message, half-afraid of what it might say.

Morning finally arrived, and with it a nervous excitement I couldn’t shake. I got up early, brewed the coffee just the way he liked it, and prepared a small breakfast, placing it neatly on the counter. Every sound outside the door made my heart leap—was that him? Was this the moment we’d been waiting for?

Then the knock came. My heart raced as I opened the door, and there he was—slightly apologetic, slightly flustered, but smiling. Relief washed over me like a wave. “I told you I’d be here first thing,” I said, handing him the cup of coffee I’d made just for him.

He laughed softly, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah... sorry about last night. Got held up, didn’t want to call while things were hectic.”

I smiled, the tension of the night melting away. “It’s okay. I was worried, but I made sure you’d have coffee and something to eat when you got here.”

And in that simple exchange, in the quiet of our new apartment, it felt like more than just coffee—it felt like home, like the beginning of the life we had been dreaming about together. A little messy, a little imperfect, but ours.

By the way, he’s such a wonderful cook—it’s one of the things that drew me in from the very beginning. He doesn’t just make food; he creates an experience, putting care and love into every dish. And it’s not just a hobby—he’s the head cook at 30A Café, where people come from all over just to taste what he makes. Watching him in the kitchen is something else entirely. There’s a rhythm to the way he moves, chopping, stirring, seasoning with precision, yet somehow it all feels effortless.

I remember thinking, the first time I watched him cook for me, that I could sit there for hours just observing—the way his eyes light up when he talks about flavors, the pride in the way he presents a plate, and the joy he takes in knowing someone else is about to enjoy what he’s made. It’s not just about feeding someone; it’s about nourishing them in every way, and that passion, that dedication, extends into every part of who he is.

Even now, in our little apartment, he brings that same energy and care into the meals he prepares for us. Whether it’s a simple breakfast or a full dinner, it feels like a love language, one that doesn’t need words—it’s felt in every bite, every shared smile across the table.

As time went by, I started questioning his whereabouts that night—the night he never came. My thoughts kept circling, restless and uneasy. His phone was off, and now he only seemed to appear when it suited him. I found myself sinking into a swirl of deep thoughts, trying to make sense of what was happening.

Finally, unable to hold it in any longer, I sent him a text. I noticed that all my calls and messages went straight to voicemail, every text left unread like it had vanished into a void. One after another, unanswered. I stared at my screen, heart pounding, mind racing. What the hell is going on? I thought, a knot tightening in my chest. Was it carelessness, or something more? I couldn’t tell, and the uncertainty felt heavier than anything I had anticipated.

The silence that followed felt deafening. Each passing hour stretched longer than the last, and with it grew a storm of doubt, fear, and frustration. It wasn’t just about the missed night anymore—it was about trust, about respect, about being seen and valued in a connection I thought was real. And in that silence, I realized I needed answers... even if they weren’t the ones I wanted to hear.

I waited a little longer, trying to calm the storm in my mind, but the silence was unbearable. Finally, I decided I couldn’t sit with the questions any longer—I needed to know. I sent one last text, my fingers trembling slightly as I typed: “I need to understand what’s going on. Why didn’t you come? Why didn’t you answer my calls or texts?”

Minutes felt like hours, and when my phone finally buzzed, my heart leapt—only to falter when I saw his message: “I’m sorry. Things got complicated last night. I’ll explain when I see you.”

I stared at the screen, a whirlwind of emotions inside me—anger, hurt, confusion, and a tiny spark of hope that maybe there was a reason, a story behind his absence. But I couldn’t let it slide without holding space for how it made me feel. I called him, and when he finally answered, I let the words tumble out, raw and unfiltered:

“I waited for you. I made plans. I worried. And then nothing—just silence. Do you have any idea how that feels?”

There was a pause on the other end. I could almost hear him thinking, maybe feeling the weight of my words. And in that pause, I realized something important—this wasn’t just about a missed night. It was about respect, trust, and valuing each other in a relationship we were trying to build.

When he finally spoke, it wasn’t perfect, but it was honest. And in that honesty, I found clarity. It hurt, yes—but it also reminded me that love, trust, and commitment are earned every single day, and that I had the right to expect nothing less than presence and care from someone who claims to love me.

When he finally came, he stood by my door, looking hesitant, shoulders slightly hunched, like he was carrying the weight of his own guilt. His voice was soft, almost timid: “I’m sorry... I was busy with my dad and work.” He looked at me with wide eyes, a little sad, like a puppy dog hoping for forgiveness.

But honestly? I didn’t buy it. Not for a second. I’m too smart, too grown, and too aware to accept a string of convenient apologies or excuses. I could see right through it—the rehearsed words, the attempt to soften the hurt he caused. My heart had felt the hours of waiting, the anxiety, the unanswered messages. My mind had replayed that night over and over. And no matter how sad he looked, no soft voice or puppy-dog eyes could erase that.

I stood there, calm but firm, letting the silence speak louder than any words he could offer. I didn’t need to yell. I didn’t need to cry. I just needed him to understand—actions matter more than words. And in that moment, it wasn’t about proving him wrong or punishing him. It was about reclaiming my own power, my own dignity, and refusing to let empty apologies replace the respect and attention I deserved.

So I replied rapidly, my voice sharp with frustration and urgency: “I need to meet your dad.”

For a moment, he just froze. His eyes went wide, his mouth slightly open, and he stood there looking at me like he had just seen a spider crawl across the floor—or maybe even a ghost. The color drained from his face, and every small movement he made seemed unsure, as if the ground had suddenly shifted beneath him.

It was almost comical if it weren’t so serious. Here he was, the one who had caused hours of worry
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