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      Preface
    






      The Anatomy of a Fracture
    


      Writing these songs wasn't a choice; it was a survival mechanism. When a soul fractures, the sound it makes isn't always a scream—sometimes, it’s a melody. These albums were born from the silence that follows a door closing, from the blueprints of a future that never stood a chance, and from the exhausting effort of being "okay" when everything was falling apart. This book is a physical map of that journey.
    



      The lyrics within these pages are part of a larger musical project—a series of albums released under the name 
      BVROS
      . Each album, titled 
      Soul Fracture
      , consists of 20 songs that explore the depths of these chapters. This book serves as the companion to that sound.
    





      
    























      Introduction
    





      To the One Holding These Words
    


      If you have ever felt like a "temporary" stop in someone else’s journey, or if you have ever sat in the silence of a room that still echoes with someone else's voice, these pages are for you. This is not just a collection of lyrics; it is an invitation to feel, to grieve, and eventually, to breathe again. As you read, you will find spaces to write back. Do not leave them empty. Your story is just as important as the one written here.
    













































      
    


      
    


      
    


      
    



      A Better Goodbye
    





      You didn’t leave in fire, you left in calm,
    


      Like closing doors without alarm.
    


      The room stayed still, but something bent,
    


      Like love forgot what it once meant.
    



      I never begged you for a vow,
    


      Just tell me when instead of how.
    


      Say what broke, say when it died,
    


      Don’t let the truth learn how to hide.
    



      You packed your silence neat and slow,
    


      Called it peace, but I should know.
    


      When quiet’s chosen over care,
    


      It’s just escape dressed as repair.
    



      I deserved a better goodbye than none,
    


      More than a fade and a half-done run.
    


      If what we had was ever alive,
    


      I deserved a better goodbye.
    



      I stayed behind to read the signs,
    


      Turning scraps into straight lines.
    


      Every memory asked me why,
    


      Every answer learned to lie.
    



      You held me once like I was home,
    


      Like leaving wasn’t overgrown.
    


      So tell me when I lost my place,
    


      When I became easy to erase.
    



      You said nothing, changed the past,
    


      Like stillness makes a moment last.
    


      I learned how quiet cuts the worst,
    


      When truth is left behind on purpose.
    



      I didn’t need forever sworn,
    


      Just face the night before the morn.
    


      You don’t exit shared terrain,
    


      Like love was something you just claimed.
    



      I deserved a better goodbye than fear,
    


      Than disappearing, leaving me here.
    


      If I mattered beyond the ache,
    


      I deserved a goodbye you’d face.
    



      You moved on clean, no weight, no scar,
    


      While I rebuilt from where we are.
    


      It’s wild how care can once be shown,
    


      Then leave no trace it ever grew.
    



      I traced the start to judge the end,
    


      Looking for the fault in me.
    


      But love’s not court you run away from,
    


      When you refuse accountability.
    



      You taught me exits show the truth,
    


      Not first hellos or borrowed youth.
    


      Grace reveals who people are,
    


      When walking out becomes the art.
    



      I won’t carry what you lacked,
    


      Or call confusion my own crack.
    


      Some people leave without a sound,
    


      And let the other bleed it out.
    



      So I write endings clean and fair,
    


      With honesty you wouldn’t spare.
    


      Not to pretend we didn’t try,
    


      But to end it without a lie.
    






      I deserved a better goodbye than pain,
    


      Than holding words you couldn’t say.
    


      Say my name, don’t disengage,
    


      I deserved a goodbye with weight.
    



      You left it open, undefined,
    


      So I closed the door in my own time.
    


      I deserved a better goodbye than you,
    


      So I gave myself the truth.
    











      "The 'slow fade' isn't a kinder way to leave; it’s a way for the leaver to avoid their own guilt. By denying you a clear ending, they force you to do the emotional labor of two people. Silence isn't peace—it’s a refusal of accountability. Your worth isn't defined by the cowardly exit they chose, but by the fact that you were brave enough to stay present until the end."
    




      #soulfracture
    












      The Self-Authored Ending: 
    


      The lyrics conclude: 'I gave myself the truth.' When someone leaves you 'undefined,' you have to stop waiting for their explanation and write your own. If you were to write a one-sentence goodbye to that chapter—one that focuses on your peace rather than their silence—what would it say? Write it down and let it be the final word.
    











































      Temporary
    





      You carved out hours like they meant something real,
    


      Made me believe in what I couldn’t yet feel.
    


      Every night felt chosen, deliberate, planned,
    


      Like I wasn’t just passing through your hands.
    



      You learned my habits, my cracks, my tone,
    


      Memorized parts I barely owned.
    


      So tell me why you studied my skin,
    


      If leaving was always where this would end.
    



      You stayed long enough to feel like home,
    


      Long enough that I wasn’t alone.
    


      That kind of time is never free,
    


      It teaches hearts to trust too easily.
    



      Why did you spend so much time on me,
    


      If staying was never meant to be?
    


      Don’t plant your name in my routine,
    


      If you knew you were temporary.
    



      You built a rhythm, then broke the beat,
    


      Let me get used to your gravity.
    


      You don’t just borrow someone’s days,
    


      Then walk away clean of the weight.
    



      I adjusted my life to fit your pace,
    


      Made room for you in every place.
    


      You don’t do that by accident,
    


      That’s intention with consequences.
    



      You said my name like it would last,
    


      Like I wasn’t part of your past-in-advance.
    


      Every look said “this is safe,”
    


      Every silence rewrote that faith.
    



      You don’t linger if you don’t care,
    


      You don’t stay late just to disappear.
    


      So don’t pretend this wasn’t deep,
    


      Depth leaves marks you don’t get to keep.
    



      Why did you spend so much time on me,
    


      If I was never in your plans to keep?
    


      Don’t teach my heart a certain beat,
    


      If you knew you were temporary.
    



      You took my days and called it chance,
    


      Like closeness just happened by advance.
    


      But effort isn’t coincidence,
    


      It’s a choice you stood inside of.
    



      I wasn’t asking for a lifetime sworn,
    


      Just don’t make a home you’ll later mourn.
    


      If you knew you were passing through,
    


      Why let me think I mattered to you?
    



      Now I measure time a different way,
    


      Not by length, but by what people take.
    


      Some stay briefly but leave you whole,
    


      Some stay longer and steal your core.
    



      You taught me presence can still lie,
    


      That time together doesn’t justify.
    


      Just because you stayed awhile,
    


      Doesn’t mean your intent was kind.
    



      I won’t blame myself for believing in more,
    


      That’s not a weakness, that’s a door.
    


      But next time someone learns my days,
    


      They’ll have to earn the right to stay.
    






      Why did you spend so much time on me,
    


      If leaving was always guaranteed?
    


      Don’t shape my world, then set me free,
    


      If you knew you were temporary.
    



      I’ll stop asking what I did wrong,
    


      Some people just don’t stay that long.
    


      But time is sacred, now I see,
    


      And you don’t get it back from me.
    












      "There is a specific betrayal in 'deliberate time.' When someone spends hours learning your world while knowing they won't stay, it feels like emotional theft. They treat your intimacy as a curiosity rather than a commitment. But their decision to 'borrow' your days doesn't diminish your value; it just proves you are someone worth knowing deeply, even by those too small to stay."
    




      #soulfracture
    












      Reclaiming the Sacred: 
    


      The lyrics say, 'Time is sacred... and you don’t get it back from me.' Identify one part of your daily routine they 'planted their name' in. What is one small way you can change that habit today to make it yours again? Reclaiming your time is the first step in realizing that while they were temporary, your worth is permanent.
    












































      Blueprints
    





      I’m breaking down over timelines we drew,
    


      Conversations that felt bulletproof.
    


      We spoke in tomorrows like they were promised,
    


      Like wanting it hard made it honest.
    



      We mapped out days we never reached,
    


      Said “one day” like it was within reach.
    


      I carried those plans like they were law,
    


      Now they echo against an empty wall.
    



      I remember laughing through the details,
    


      Small things that made it feel real.
    


      It’s cruel how imagination hurts,
    


      When it outlives what you built it on first.
    



      And now I’m crying over what we made,
    


      A future spoken, then taken away.
    


      We planned a life that felt so close,
    


      Now it’s a place that no longer exists.
    



      You said “when,” never said “if,”
    


      So I stepped forward, confident.
    


      I didn’t know hope could betray,
    


      Until it learned your name and stayed.
    



      We chose paint colors, window views,
    


      Argued over nothing, like lovers do.
    


      Funny how those moments remain,
    


      Even when the house was never made.
    



      We chose paint colors, window views,
    


      Argued over nothing, like lovers do.
    


      Funny how those moments remain,
    


      Even when the house was never made.
    



      I still catch myself saving space,
    


      For a future that erased its face.
    


      Old habits die in quiet ways,
    


      Like setting two plates anyway.
    



      And now I’m crying for what we named,
    


      For “someday” spoken without restraint.
    


      We built a world inside our heads,
    


      Now it’s a future that’s dead.
    



      You moved on from what we designed,
    


      Like plans don’t root inside the mind.
    


      I’m left with sketches in my chest,
    


      And no permission to forget.
    



      Every dream we made out loud,
    


      Still waits somewhere, unresolved.
    


      They don’t disappear when love does,
    


      They just lose the chance to become.
    



      I learned the future is fragile,
    


      Breaks easily under silence.
    


      You don’t just take someone’s hope,
    


      And expect their heart to cope.
    



      I don’t miss you the way I thought,
    


      I miss who I was when we talked.
    


      The version of me that could see ahead,
    


      Without counting what might end.
    



      One day I’ll stop visiting that place,
    


      That almost-life we used to trace.
    


      But tonight I let myself exist,
    


      Inside what could have been.
    






      And now I’m crying because I remember,
    


      Every promise tied to forever.
    


      We planned a future hand in hand,
    


      Now it’s a world that couldn’t stand.
    



      I’ll let those plans dissolve with grace,
    


      They don’t define the life I’ll make.
    


      But some nights still hurt like this,
    


      Missing a future that no longer exists.
    












      "The hardest thing to mourn isn't the relationship itself, but the 'almost-life' you built in your head. When a future is spoken with 'whens' instead of 'ifs,' it feels like a reality. Losing those plans is an eviction from a home that hadn't even been finished yet. You aren't just losing a person; you are grieving the death of a promise."
    




      #soulfracture
    












      The Ghost of Someday: 
    


      The lyrics say, 'Imagination hurts when it outlives what you built it on first.' Think of one specific plan you had. Acknowledge that while that blueprint is gone, your ability to dream is still yours. Write down one goal for your future that belongs solely to you. What does it look like to build on your own foundation?
    











































      Peripheral Damage
    





      I see it clearly now, no doubt,
    


      I was never what your heart was about.
    


      I filled your nights, not your days,
    


      A passing role in separate ways.
    



      You kept me close, but never named,
    


      Like love was something you contained.
    


      I fit the space you didn’t face,
    


      A quiet stand-in, easy to replace.
    



      You listened close but never stayed,
    


      I spoke in truth, you chose to fade.
    


      I reached for depth, you held the edge,
    


      Afraid of anything that begged.
    



      I know I never actually mattered to you,
    


      Not in the way real feelings do.
    


      I was around, but never chosen,
    


      Close enough to end up broken.
    



      You showed up when it felt light,
    


      Left the moment it asked you to fight.
    


      I learned too late your only rule,
    


      You stay for comfort, never truth.
    



      You let me give, you kept the rest,
    


      Watched imbalance settle in my chest.
    


      When I went quiet, pulled away,
    


      You never asked me why I changed.
    



      I bent the story to protect your side,
    


      Called your absence something kind.
    


      It’s wild how far the heart will go,
    


      To make neglect feel almost whole.
    



      You never met me where I stood,
    


      Only where it felt easy, good.
    


      Depth scared you more than space,
    


      So you chose distance dressed as grace.
    



      I know I never actually mattered to you,
    


      Not enough to make it true.
    


      I was there, but never essential,
    


      Present, but always incidental.
    



      I stopped asking for the same,
    


      Started settling for half your name.
    


      That’s when I should’ve let it end,
    


      But hope kept lying, called you “friend.”
    



      You don’t miss what you never chose,
    


      You don’t feel loss if nothing grows.
    


      So when I faded out of sight,
    


      You slept fine through the night.
    



      I learned indifference has a sound,
    


      It’s quiet when I’m not around.
    


      Not anger, not regret or blame,
    


      Just empty space without my name.
    



      You didn’t mean to cause the scar,
    


      But meaning doesn’t change what’s hard.
    


      Some damage happens soft and slow,
    


      By choosing ease and letting go.
    



      Now I redraw the lines I crossed,
    


      Stop paying love’s uneven cost.
    


      I won’t prove worth to someone blind,
    


      I mattered—just not in your life.
    






      I know I never actually mattered to you,
    


      Not like I needed someone to.
    


      I was a chapter you could skip,
    


      I felt it all, you barely did.
    



      This truth hurts less than staying still,
    


      Less than bending to your will.
    


      I mattered once, I mattered fully,
    


      Just not to you—and that’s the ending.
    












      "Realizing you were 'incidental' to someone who was 'essential' to you is a hollow ache. Indifference cuts deeper than hate because it offers nothing to fight against. Being 'not chosen' isn't a reflection of your worth—it’s a reflection of their lack of depth. Walking away is how you stop being a placeholder for a love they weren't brave enough to give."
    




      #soulfracture
    












      The Sound of Indifference: 
    


      The lyrics say, 'I learned indifference has a sound.' Think of one way you 'bent the story' to excuse their neglect. How does it feel to stop making those excuses? Write down one boundary you are setting today to ensure you are never again a 'chapter someone can skip.'
    











































      Fragile Hope
    





      From the first word, I saw the cracks,
    


      A fragile thread stretched thin and back.
    


      I knew the end before it began,
    


      Still, I reached for something to hold in my hands.
    



      You smiled like it could be real,
    


      But I knew wounds time wouldn’t heal.
    


      Still, I let my guard fall low,
    


      Hoping good could find a way to grow.
    



      Every moment, a whispered doubt,
    


      Yet I stayed despite the route.
    


      Clinging to the slightest sign,
    


      That fate might bend and align.
    



      I knew it wouldn’t last, that’s true,
    


      But hope made me believe in you.
    


      Maybe once, just once, it could stay,
    


      A light that wouldn’t fade away.
    



      We danced on edges, near and far,
    


      Built castles out of broken stars.
    


      I saw the cracks beneath the shine,
    


      Yet prayed the pieces might align.
    



      Your words were soft, but not quite sure,
    


      A gentle hold I couldn’t secure.
    


      Still, I listened to the quiet pleas,
    


      Hoping for something that might ease.
    



      I held my breath with every call,
    


      Expecting silence, fearing the fall.
    


      Yet hope whispered beneath the pain,
    


      Maybe this time, love could remain.
    



      I built a world on fragile ground,
    


      Where every smile was a sacred sound.
    


      Though the future felt unclear,
    


      I chose to stay despite the fear.
    



      I knew it wouldn’t last, I knew,
    


      Still, I clung to something true.
    


      Maybe once, just once, it could stay,
    


      A light that wouldn’t fade away.
    



      The clock was ticking in disguise,
    


      Yet I ignored the warning signs.
    


      For hope’s a flame that burns too bright,
    


      It blinds you in the darkest night.
    



      You never promised me the sun,
    


      But still I hoped we’d just begun.
    


      Though every sign was clear to see,
    


      I dared to dream you’d stay with me.
    



      Now I stand where hope once lived,
    


      Learning pain can also give.
    


      I cherish what was briefly ours,
    


      Even when it’s lost to hours.
    



      I don’t regret the faith I gave,
    


      Though it couldn’t make us brave.
    


      Sometimes love’s just a fleeting guest,
    


      A fragile hope we do our best.
    



      I’ll carry lessons from the past,
    


      Knowing nothing’s meant to last.
    


      But still I’ll open when it calls,
    


      Hoping good might break the walls.
    






      I knew it wouldn’t last, it’s true,
    


      But hope made me believe in you.
    


      Maybe once, just once, it could stay,
    


      A light that wouldn’t fade away.
    



      So here I stand with open hands,
    


      Learning to let go and understand.
    


      That fragile hope, though it may part,
    


      Leaves a spark inside my heart.
    










      "There is a unique bravery in choosing to love someone even when you can already see the cracks. 'Fragile hope' isn't about being blind; it’s about being hopeful enough to offer your heart anyway. You didn't ignore the warning signs because you were weak—you chose to believe that, just once, the light might stay. That capacity to hope in the face of uncertainty is a strength that remains yours long after the flame has flickered out."
    




      #soulfracture
    












      The Spark That Stays: 
    


      The lyrics say, 'I don’t regret the faith I gave.' Think of one thing you learned about your own capacity to care during this time. Even if the 'castles' were made of 'broken stars,' what is one part of that experience you want to keep? Write down how you can use that 'spark' to light your own way forward, without needing someone else to hold the match.
    











































      After You, Silence
    





      Since you left, the world feels cold,
    


      Like colors faded, stories told.
    


      I’m haunted by the ghost of touch,
    


      Wondering if I’ll ever feel that much.
    



      Every heartbeat tries to find,
    


      A love as deep, as rare, as kind.
    


      But echoes only fill the space,
    


      Where your warmth used to embrace.
    



      I’m worried nothing else will bloom,
    


      No flower rising from this gloom.
    


      After you, the air is thin,
    


      A hollow space where dreams had been.
    



      I’m worried nothing else will feel like love,
    


      No fire burning, no stars above.
    


      After you, the silence grows,
    


      And I don’t know where the feeling goes.
    



      I search for signs in every face,
    


      But none can match your tender grace.
    


      The world’s a song out of tune,
    


      Missing the notes that made me swoon.
    



      I try to build a heart anew,
    


      But every crack still points to you.
    


      The past clings tight like rusted chains,
    


      Reminding me of all the pain.
    



      Love feels fragile, hard to trust,
    


      Since you left it covered in dust.
    


      I’m scared my heart will never mend,
    


      That after you, this is the end.
    



      I hold on tight to memories,
    


      But they slip through like autumn leaves.
    


      I wonder if I’ll learn to feel,
    


      Or if this pain is all that’s real.
    



      I’m worried nothing else will feel like love,
    


      No fire burning, no stars above.
    


      After you, the silence grows,
    


      And I don’t know where the feeling goes.
    



      They say time heals wounds we keep,
    


      But some cuts run way too deep.
    


      I wait for light beyond the grey,
    


      But fear it’s lost and slipped away.
    



      I wish for love to find me new,
    


      But shadows fall where light once grew.
    


      After you, it’s hard to breathe,
    


      Like I’m holding on to what I’ll never leave.
    



      I’m learning now to walk alone,
    


      To find a heart that’s fully grown.
    


      But still the fear remains inside,
    


      That after you, love’s died.
    



      Maybe one day, I’ll feel again,
    


      A spark that’s born beyond the pain.
    


      Till then I carry all that’s true,
    


      A heart that aches after you.
    



      I don’t know if love will stay,
    


      But I’ll keep searching anyway.
    


      After you, the world feels wide,
    


      And I’m just learning how to hide.
    






      I’m worried nothing else will feel like love,
    


      No fire burning, no stars above.
    


      After you, the silence grows,
    


      And I don’t know where the feeling goes.
    



      So here I stand in empty space,
    


      Longing to feel your warm embrace.
    


      After you, the night is long,
    


      But I’ll keep fighting to belong.
    












      "The fear that you’ve 'run out' of love is a natural byproduct of a deep ending. When one person was your entire landscape, every other horizon looks empty. But love isn't a finite resource you spent; it is a capacity within you. The silence isn't the end of the music—it’s just the pause between movements. You aren't just 'after them'; you are in the 'before' of whoever you are becoming next."
    




      #soulfracture
    












      Beyond the Echo: 
    


      The lyrics fear that 'nothing else will feel like love.' Instead of looking for a 'match' for what was lost, find one small, different feeling that brings peace today—like a quiet breath or a moment of sun. Write down one way you are 'fighting to belong' to yourself right now. You are rebuilding your world, note by note.
    











































      Pathetic Confessions
    





      Burning up in rage, but still I ache,
    


      Hating what’s left in your wake.
    


      How bitter the pain, how sharp the cost,
    


      Missing you feels like I’m lost.
    



      I scream inside but fall apart,
    


      Anger fights the hollow heart.
    


      How can I crave what broke me down?
    


      Wearing this shame like a crown.
    



      Every shout’s met with silent tears,
    


      The weight of all my darkest fears.
    


      I hate this feeling, can’t let go,
    


      But still, I miss you more than you know.
    



      As upset and angry as I feel,
    


      I miss you more than I want to reveal.
    


      Do you know how pathetic it seems?
    


      To long for you inside these dreams?
    



      I curse the night, I curse the day,
    


      For wanting you to stay and stay.
    


      It’s a war inside that never ends,
    


      Between my heart and how it bends.
    



      I tell myself I’m better off,
    


      But still I’m stuck inside this trough.
    


      Missing you feels like defeat,
    


      A battle lost beneath my feet.
    



      I wear this shame like second skin,
    


      Hating where I’ve been within.
    


      Pathetic, yes, but still it’s true—
    


      I’m broken here because of you.
    



      I rage at ghosts that won’t let go,
    


      A heart that’s bruised but won’t show.
    


      It’s ugly, raw, a desperate plea,
    


      How can I miss what hurt me?
    



      As upset and angry as I feel,
    


      I miss you more than I want to reveal.
    


      Do you know how pathetic it seems?
    


      To crave your touch inside my dreams?
    



      I push away and pull you near,
    


      Trapped inside this cruel sphere.
    


      Love and hate in twisted dance,
    


      A broken soul’s last chance.
    



      I hate the ache, I hate the pain,
    


      Yet still I call your name again.
    


      It’s weakness wrapped in bitter truth,
    


      The story of my fractured youth.
    



      I’m stuck between the love and hate,
    


      Caught inside this cruel debate.
    


      Pathetic? Maybe, but it’s me—
    


      Falling for what’s meant to be free.
    



      One day I hope to rise above,
    


      To find a place without your love.
    


      But for now, I’m trapped inside,
    


      Missing you and my own pride.
    



      I’m learning pain is messy art,
    


      A battle waged inside the heart.
    


      And though it breaks me piece by piece,
    


      I
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