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Fragile Thread: Love’s Unraveling from Youth to Forever

Introduction: The Thread That Bleeds

Fulton, Ohio, don’t grow—it rots. East side bred me where the mill’s rust bleeds into the sky, row houses sag like they’re done fighting, and the Scioto runs thick with filth nobody’s paid to fix. I’m Elnora Harper—Ellie to the block—sixty-four, braids silver, hands gnarled from twisting hair and clinging tight. This ain’t no soft story; it’s a blade’s edge—love’s cuts slashing from sixteen to now, every thread I grabbed fraying ‘til it broke. Fulton raised me raw, broke me hard, and somehow held me, weaving every love I chased into its cracked bones. Turn the page, loved one's. This ride cuts deep.
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Chapter 1: The Taste of Rust 
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Elnora “Ellie” Harper’s Voice

Summer hit Fulton like a slap, all muggy heat and the stink of the Scioto River mixing with fried fish from Miss Tanya’s stoop. I was sixteen, dodging my little brother’s Nerf darts, when I first saw Jude kicking it by the corner store, tossing a basketball against the chipped brick wall. East side was our spot—row houses sagging, yards full of junked cars, and the old steel mill rusting like a broke-down king. I didn’t know love could snatch your breath ‘til Jude’s grin caught me, bright against the dusk, like he owned the whole damn block.

He was fly—dreads peeking from a faded Cavs cap, baggy jeans low, and a Newport dangling like he’d been smoking since diapers. Jude Callahan was that dude—lived in the projects by the tracks, always ducking cops or his mama’s broom. I’d seen him hoop at the court, all swagger and fadeaways, but up close? He was fire. I stood there, clutching a warm Faygo from the store, my braids sticking to my neck in the heat.

“Ellie, right?” His voice was deep, scratched-up like my mama’s old Marvin Gaye records, and it lit me up inside. I nodded, popping the tab on my soda. “Heard you the one who tagged that ‘Fuck 12’ on the mill,” he said, smirking. I wanted to play it cool, but my heart was banging like a bassline.

“Maybe,” I said, tilting my head like I wasn’t just some east-side girl in knockoff Jordans. “Heard you the one who jacked Tommy’s chain at the block party.” He laughed—low, slick—and bounced the ball my way.

We didn’t talk much after that. Just walked—past the corner where the oldheads diced, past the mill’s busted gates, the air thick with diesel and weed smoke. His elbow brushed mine, calloused from ballin’, and it hit me like a shock—rusty, real, wild. By the time we ducked under the trestle bridge, I didn’t care Mama’d cuss me out for missing supper. He said, “You different, El,” and then his lips were on mine—hard, messy, tasting like smoke and trouble. My Faygo spilled, fizzing into the dirt, and I let it. This was that love they rap about—hot, fast, ready to wreck everything.

He pulled back, grinning like he’d scored the game-winner. I thought this was it—us against Fulton. Didn’t know “us” could crash so quick.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Fading Static
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Three weeks with Jude felt like a mixtape on repeat—hot nights, stolen vibes, and Fulton’s east side humming around us. We’d link up after Mama crashed, me sneaking out in my brother’s oversized Wu-Tang tee, meeting him by the court where the net hung shredded. The air was all weed and burnt rubber, sirens whining faint past the tracks. I’d swipe batteries from the corner store for my busted Walkman—Biggie blasting, ‘cause Jude said it fit the block: raw, loud, untouchable.

He’d be waiting, posted up by the chain-link, Newport glowing like a firefly. I’d roll up, braids swinging, and he’d pull me close—hands on my waist, breath hot on my neck. We’d kiss ‘til my head spun, all sweat and edge, and I’d think, This is mine. I’d trace the ink on his arm—a cross, faded and crooked—while he flexed like he was untouchable. “Rough life,” he’d say, dodging my questions, and I let it slide. Dude was a puzzle, and I was too sprung to care.

We’d chill on a blanket he’d nabbed from his mama’s crib, talking big—him about bouncing to Chicago, me about college, somewhere with real lights, not just the bodega’s flicker. “You’d roll with me, right?” he’d tease, and I’d nod, lying ‘cause Fulton’s grip was tighter than my jordans. But shit frayed quick. One night he showed up late—eyes red, vibe off—reeking of Henny and something I couldn’t name. “Where you at?” I snapped, arms crossed, Walkman dead at my hip. “Out,” he mumbled, and that half-ass answer cut deep. We argued loud—him yelling I didn’t run him, me screaming I didn’t want to—‘til the oldheads on the stoop told us to shut up.

Then he ghosted. Word on the block was he’d peeled out with some chick in a hoopty, headed north. I found his Newport pack on my steps—half-gone, crumpled like trash. Sat there all night, the concrete cold, staring at the tracks ‘til the stars faded. Mama found me, sighed heavy. “Boys like that don’t stay, Elnora. Never do.” I didn’t cry—just held that pack tight, swearing I’d never let love play me again. The block stayed loud, unbothered, and I hated it.
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Chapter 3: Scars in the Corn 

[image: ]


Fall dropped on Fulton like a brick, cold snapping the air and the corn past the tracks turning dry and ashy. The block party vibes were dead—just litter in the gutters and the sour smell of burnt leaves from somebody’s barrel fire. I was still sixteen, but Jude’s bounce left me feeling old—like the east side’s broke-down soul had rubbed off on me. Three weeks, and I was done talking him up. Mama knew—left me Kool-Aid instead of questions. School was whatever—kids flexing new kicks, ignoring me while I zoned out, his Newport pack still in my pocket, worn thin from my fingers.

Fulton was falling apart, and the east side caught the worst of it. Row houses leaned, paint peeling like scabs, and the mill’s rusted towers glared down like they blamed us. The corner store’s bars were thicker now, the bodega’s sign buzzing half-dead—“FO D” instead of “FOOD.” The old plant was a graveyard—fences down, windows smashed, lots full of glass and ghost stories. Walking home, I’d pass the court, hoops bent, asphalt cracked like a map of nowhere. Church ladies still sang on Sundays, but even their gospel sounded tired against the groan of trains and the echo of gunshots two streets over.

One frosty Saturday, I nabbed Mama’s tip jar and pedaled past the mill’s corpse, past the dope boys posted up, to the cornfield’s edge. Stalks stood ragged, half-cut, and a bonfire pit sat crusty with ash and crushed Colt 45 cans—some crew’s mess I didn’t vibe with. I dumped Jude’s pack in, the Newports scattering, and lit a match. Flame ate it quick—smoke curling up, stinking like regret. I watched it choke the sky, the mill’s shadow hulking behind me. “You ain’t shit,” I spat, half to him, half to this town. The heat hit my face, realer than his promises, and I let it burn ‘til it was just ash and cold dirt.

Biking back, the wind cut through my hoodie, and my pocket was empty—lighter, freer. Mama slid me some greasy chicken that night, the kitchen radio crackling gospel. “You stronger than this block, Elnora,” she said, eyeing the dark where Fulton’s lights flickered weak. I smirked, biting in. “Gotta be.” It wasn’t all true—not yet—but it was close. The trains rumbled, the block buzzed, and I let it ride.
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Chapter 4: Asphalt Dreams
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Fulton hadn’t changed much by the time I hit twenty-two—just got louder and uglier, like a pitbull that’d been kicked too many times. The east side still thumped with life—oldheads blasting Motown from porches, kids wildin’ on busted bikes, and the corner store still slinging hot chips and lukewarm Faygo. But the mill’s skeleton loomed bigger now, rust bleeding down its sides, and the train tracks cut deeper scars through the hood. I’d swap shifts at the diner with Mama, slinging plates of catfish and grits, my braids tucked under a hairnet, dreaming of a way out while the grease soaked into my skin.

College didn’t stick—two semesters at the community joint downtown, then the loans dried up and Fulton’s pull dragged me back. I was hustling now, braiding hair on the side for extra cash, my hands quick with cornrows while BET hummed on the TV. That’s where I met Darius—fine as hell, rolling up to my porch in a faded red Cutlass, his fade sharp and his grin sharper. He was from the west side—still Fulton, but where the houses had yards and the cops didn’t cruise as hard. Worked at the auto shop off Route 23, hands stained with oil, but he talked like he’d seen more than brake pads and busted mufflers.

“Ellie, right?” he said, leaning on the railing, his voice smooth like a bassline. I was mid-braid on my girl Shanice’s head, beads clicking, and I smirked up at him. “Elnora to you, fam. Heard you the one fixing up that loud-ass car waking the block.” He laughed—deep, easy—and I felt it low in my gut, like a beat I couldn’t shake.

We clicked fast. Nights, he’d scoop me after my shift, the Cutlass rumbling past the dope boys and the flickering streetlights. We’d park by the river, the water glinting oily under the moon, and talk—him about opening his own shop, me about cosmetology school in Cleveland, somewhere the lights didn’t buzz like Fulton’s. He’d bump OutKast through the speakers, and I’d lean into him, his arm heavy around me, smelling like motor oil and Old Spice. First kiss came quick—soft, then hungry, his hands framing my face like I was something worth holding. I thought, This one’s different. Steady. Not like Jude’s ghost, still haunting my quieter moments.

But Fulton don’t let dreams breathe easy. Darius had a kid—little girl, three, with his ex, Tasha, who’d roll up to the shop screaming loud enough the whole east side heard. “You ain’t shit, D!” she’d yell, and he’d just rub his neck, tired. I’d wait in the car, braids tight, pretending it didn’t twist me up. Then there was me—hustling tips, dodging Mama’s “when you moving out?” looks, and feeling the block’s weight every time


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





