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They say God never forgets. But I remember the exact 

moment He forgot me. 

There wasn’t any thunder. No divine rage. Just… 

silence. 

The world was still there — the ceiling, the cracked 

mirror, the distant hum of traffic. 

But something in me had vanished. No light. No 

weight. No proof that I was still real. 

It felt like I had slipped through a crack in existence — 

still breathing, still blinking, 

But not alive in the way everyone else seemed to be. 

Maybe I died and no one told me. 

 

Or maybe I was never really here at all. 

 

Maybe being forgotten doesn’t feel like an explosion 

— 

 

Maybe it’s just the quiet erosion of your meaning in a 

world that no longer turns its head when you speak. 

 

And in that silence, I wondered: 

Did God forget me? 

Or did I simply forget how to be seen? 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr OOOOOnnnnneeeee::::: 

WWWWWhhhhheeeeennnnn SSSSSiiiiilllleeeeennnnnccccceeeee FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggooooottttt  MMMMMyyyyy NNNNNaaaaammmmmeeeee

I woke up but I wasn’t sure if I had  

There comes a moment in every forgotten life 

when even silence walks away. 

I don’t remember the first time it happened— 

the day the voices stopped caring, 

the hour the sky stopped answering, 

the minute my name meant nothing, 

not even to the wind. 

I sat in a room full of still things— 

books with closed mouths, 

clocks that ticked like sighs, 

windows that refused to let the light in. 

And I waited. 

For what, I’m still not sure. 

Maybe an echo. 

Maybe God. 

Maybe just a reason to still exist. 

But all I heard was silence— 
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the kind that isn’t empty, 

the kind that remembers every scream 

and returns none. 

I whispered my name 

like it was a question I was scared to ask. 

It felt foreign. 

Like it belonged to someone 

who used to believe in things— 

in mornings, in prayer, in people, 

in the possibility of being found. I thought silence 

would hold me. 

That it would understand 

what humans never did. 

But even silence grew tired of me. 

It packed its shadows 

and left me with nothing but 

the sound of my own breaking. 

That was the day 

even the silence forgot my name. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTTwwwwwooooo::::: 

TTTTThhhhheeeee    HHHHHooooouuuuussssseeeee    WWWWWhhhhheeeeerrrrreeeee MMMMMyyyyy VVVVVoooooiiiiiccccceeeee DDDDDiiiiieeeeeddddd

There is a house where I grew up, 

But I do not call it home. 

It was built not with bricks and stone, 

 

But with expectations, silence, And the slow 

suffocation of anything soft in me.The walls were not 

painted, They were smothered in quiet—Not the 

peaceful kind, But the one that watches you collapse 

And still tells you to sit up straight. 

 

Every room had a mouth, 

But none spoke my name with love. 

My name hung in the air like something forgotten— 

Like a photograph turned face-down, 

Like a whisper someone meant to say 

But never did. 

 

I remember standing at the doorway of my own voice, 

Knocking, begging to be let in. 

But I had already locked it away, 

Long ago, 

After one too many times I was told: 
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“Speak lower.” 

“Don’t say that.” 

“What will people think?” 

“Boys don’t cry.” 

 

And so I didn’t. 

 

I became a soft thing 

Wrapped in steel. 

Not because I was strong, 

But because being gentle meant bleeding. 

And no one noticed when I did. 

 

The mirrors in that house didn’t reflect me. 

They reflected the version they wanted to see— 

Smiling, behaving, 

Carrying silence like it was a medal for endurance. 

 

I would lie awake at night 

Listening to the walls breathe heavier than I did, 

Like even they were tired 

Of carrying my unspoken grief. 

 

Somewhere in the dust beneath the old staircase, 

I buried a hundred versions of myself. 

The boy who asked too many questions. 
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The one who cried when no one hugged him back. 

The one who wrote poems and tore them 

Because someone said, 

“You’re being dramatic.” 

 

Now, when I return to that house in my dreams, 

I hear a voice calling from under the floorboards. 

It sounds like me. 

But younger. 

Braver. 

Still hoping someone would come find him. 

 

I never do. 

 

Because this house does not echo. 

It swallows. 

And in it, my voice didn’t die all at once. 

It died in pieces— 

In every quiet meal, 

In every “yes” I meant as “no”, 

In every tear I turned inward. 

No grave was ever dug for it. 

No candle ever lit. 

But somewhere within those hollow walls, 

My voice still lingers— 

Not screaming, 
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Not asking— 

Just waiting. 

Waiting to be heard 

In the house where it was born 

And buried. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTThhhhhrrrrreeeeeeeeee::::: 

TTTTThhhhheeeee   KKKKKnnnnnoooooccccckkkkk    TTTTThhhhhaaaaattttt  NNNNNooooo    OOOOOnnnnneeeee  HHHHHeeeeeaaaaarrrrrddddd

It was raining the night I knocked. 

Not the kind of rain that soothes you, but the kind that 

makes you feel like even the sky is weeping louder than 

you can. 

I stood at the edge of a door I had once called mine. 

Same chipped paint. Same rusted handle. Same way it 

refused to open unless you pushed a little harder, like 

it didn’t really want to let you in anymore. 

I knocked once. 

Waited. 

Knocked again. 

Inside, I imagined movement — a shadow passing by 

the hallway, someone raising their head, pausing for a 

moment. But maybe that was just hope dressing itself 

as memory. 

No one answered. 

There’s something indescribably painful about 

knocking on a door that never opens. Not because it’s 

locked, but because whoever’s inside has decided you 

no longer belong there. 
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I stood there, drenched and unsure, holding in my 

shiver like it was a secret I had no right to share. My 

hands felt heavier than they should have, my heart 

louder than the storm above me. 

It wasn’t just a door. 

It was a line between who I used to be and who I had 

become. 

I remembered the last time I’d walked through that 

threshold — younger, quieter, more obedient. I had left 

parts of myself in every corner of that house. Laughter 

that wasn’t loud enough. Words that were swallowed 

before they ever made it out. And a name that no 

longer meant anything in those walls. 

I knocked again, softer this time. Not for them, but for 

me. Just to prove I still had a voice. Just to feel the 

sound echo, even if only inside my own bones. 

Still, nothing. 

And that was the hardest part — not the rejection, not 

the silence, but the realization that no one was 

listening to begin with. That maybe they had long 

stopped checking the door. That maybe they only 

heard what they wanted to, and everything else — 

everything I was — was simply… background noise. 

I stood there until the rain soaked through every layer, 

until I couldn’t tell whether the water on my face was 

from the sky or from my eyes. 

And then, I turned away. 
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Not because I wanted to, but because I had to. 

Because there’s only so long you can keep knocking on 

a door that’s already decided it won’t ever open for you 

again. 

And somewhere behind me, in that forgotten house, a 

silence stayed seated — unmoved, untouched — just 

as I had left it. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   FFFFFooooouuuuurrrrr::::: 

AAAAA    RRRRReeeeessssspppppooooonnnnnssssseeeee   IIIII  IIImmmmmaaaaagggggiiiiinnnnneeeeeddddd

Sometimes, when the night wraps itself tight around 

me, I imagine a reply — one I never actually got but 

needed more than air. 

I hear it in the silence, a voice that never spoke but 

lived in the cracks of every broken conversation. It’s 

not kind. It’s not soft. It’s real. Raw enough to sting, 

yet honest enough to heal. 

I imagine saying, “Why did you leave me in the dark?” 

And the reply comes, slow and heavy: 

“Because we didn’t know how to keep you in the light.” 

I’ve carried that unspoken answer like a scar— 

A mark of those who tried, but failed, 

Those who loved, but couldn’t hold on, 

And those who whispered my name but were 

swallowed by their own fears. 

This response is not forgiveness. It’s not an apology. 

It’s a truth we all hide behind. 

The truth that sometimes people don’t leave because 

they want to hurt us, 

But because they are lost themselves— 
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Too broken to carry anyone else’s weight. 

So I sit with that imagined reply, 

Letting it curl around the hollow spaces in me, 

Not to find peace, but to understand the silence that 

followed. 

Because in understanding, there is a kind of release— 

A quiet letting go that doesn’t mean forgetting, 

But simply learning to breathe again despite the 

absence. 



12 

CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFiiiiivvvvveeeee:::::    

TTTTThhhhheeeee    RRRRRoooooooooommmmm    WWWWWhhhhheeeeerrrrreeeee    IIIII   BBBBBeeeeecccccaaaaammmmmeeeee  aaaaa   

SSSSStttttrrrrraaaaannnnngggggeeeeerrrrr

There is a room I used to love. 

It had no warmth, no music, no memory carved into its 

walls — and yet, it knew me better than I knew myself. 

It was never really mine, but it was where I went to 

disappear. A room with a flickering bulb and a window 

that never closed properly, letting in just enough cold 

to remind you that you were still alive. 

I didn’t decorate it. I didn’t even sit comfortably there. 

I just… existed. 

Sat on the edge of the bed, fingers pressed into my 

knees, trying to hold myself together without making 

noise. 

The walls weren’t just walls — they were witnesses. 

To the moments I broke without falling, to the days I 

screamed inwardly until even my thoughts refused to 

echo. 

That room never asked me who I was. 

It just watched as I stopped being whoever I had once 

been. 
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And slowly, I became a stranger to myself. 

Sometimes, I caught a glimpse in the mirror — not of 

my reflection, but of someone watching me from the 

inside. Someone I didn’t recognize. Someone who 

blinked when I blinked, but didn’t feel what I felt. 

That room didn’t change me. It revealed me. 

It showed me how quiet grief can be. 

How you can forget the sound of your own name 

because no one has spoken it with tenderness in years.  

It wasn’t a punishment. 

It wasn’t prison. 

It was something worse — it was understanding. 

Understanding that sometimes, what hurts most isn’t 

being forgotten by others… 

It’s realizing you forgot who you are. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr SSSSSiiiiixxxxx:::::   

TTTTThhhhheeeee    QQQQQuuuuuiiiiieeeeettttt  TTTTThhhhhaaaaattttt FFFFFooooollllllllllooooowwwwweeeeeddddd

After every storm, there is a silence that no one speaks 

about. 

Not because it’s empty, but because it’s too full—too 

heavy for words. 

 

The quiet that followed wasn’t calm. 

It was loud. 

Loud with memories I wished I could erase. 

Loud with the spaces where laughter once lived. 

Loud with questions that had no answers. 

 

I sat still, letting the quiet press against my skin like a 

second breath—one that suffocated instead of freed. 

 

I thought maybe the quiet would break me. 

But it didn’t. 

It changed me. 

 

It taught me that sometimes, the absence of sound is 

the loudest cry of all. 

That silence isn’t peace. 
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It’s a wound. 

 

And in that wound, I found a strange kind of company. 

Not from voices or faces, but from the stillness itself. 

A reminder that even in the deepest quiet, life refuses 

to stop. 

 

I closed my eyes and listened—not for answers, but for 

the courage to keep moving through the silence. 

Because sometimes, the hardest part isn’t waiting for 

someone to speak back— 

It’s learning to speak to yourself when no one else will. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   SSSSSeeeeevvvvveeeeennnnn:::::   

TTTTThhhhheeeee    SSSSShhhhhaaaaadddddooooowwwww III   CCCCCaaaaarrrrrrrrrriiiiieeeeeddddd

There is a shadow I carry with me. 

Not the kind cast by light, but one forged by absence. 

 

It follows quietly, never loud enough to startle, but 

persistent enough to remind me I’m not quite whole. 

A weight no one else can see, but one I feel in every 

breath. 

Sometimes I try to outrun it, but it clings tight, like a 

secret I’m too scared to share. 

This shadow is not darkness. 

It’s memory. 

Memory of what was lost, what was broken, what was 

never said. 

It is the part of me that still waits—for a hand to reach 

out, a voice to call my name, a moment to belong. 

And yet, I have learned to live alongside it. 

To accept that shadows don’t always vanish. 

Sometimes, they shape us. 

Sometimes, they become who we are. 
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In carrying this shadow, I have found a strange 

strength. 

A quiet defiance. 

A proof that even in loss, life presses on. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  EEEEEiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt::::: 

TTTTThhhhheeeee    WWWWWeeeeeiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt     ooooofffff  IIInnnnnvvvvviiiiisssssiiiiibbbbbllllleeeee   CCCCChhhhhaaaaaiiiiinnnnnsssss

There are chains I carry with me every waking 

moment—chains not forged from iron or steel, but 

from silent regrets and unseen memories. These chains 

wrap around my heart and my mind, tighter than any 

prison could confine me. They weigh heavy on my soul, 

but they remain invisible to the world outside. 

No one hears their subtle clinking in the quiet of the 

night, no one sees the bruises they leave upon my 

spirit. But I feel their pull every time I take a step 

forward, dragging me backward into moments I wish 

I could forget. Moments lost to silence, to fear, to 

words that were never spoken. 

These chains are the echoes of broken promises—

promises I made to myself and to others, now shattered 

like fragile glass. They are the heavy burden of love 

that slipped through my fingers, the love I couldn’t 

hold, the love that became a ghost haunting my every 

thought. They are the weight of absence, the absence 

of what should have been, and the endless questions 

that have no answers. 

Yet despite this suffocating weight, I keep moving. I 

keep walking through the fog of pain and loss, carrying 

these chains as proof of my existence. For in carrying 

them, I have come to understand something 
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profound—sometimes, freedom is not the absence of 

chains, but the strength to carry them forward without 

breaking. 

These invisible chains have shaped me. They have 

carved scars across my heart, but in those scars, I find 

my resilience. They remind me that I am still here—

still fighting, still breathing, still searching for a place 

where I belong. 

And so I walk on, a prisoner to my past but a warrior 

in my present, hoping that one day these chains will no 

longer weigh me down, but will become the armour 

that protects me from a world that has forgotten how 

to hold gently. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   99999:::::   

TTTTThhhhheeeee    LLLLLeeeeetttttttttteeeeerrrrr   I     NNNNNeeeeevvvvveeeeerrrrr  SSSSSeeeeennnnnttttt

There is a letter that lives inside me, written a 

thousand times, never with ink, always with ache. It 

was never folded, never sealed, never posted—because 

I never had the courage to send it. And yet, it exists. In 

every sigh I swallowed, in every dream I let die, in 

every night I lay awake wondering if someone, 

somewhere, might have listened. 

I began writing it when I was too young to understand 

loneliness, but old enough to feel its teeth. It was 

addressed to no one in particular—perhaps to a friend 

that never arrived, perhaps to the version of myself I 

lost, perhaps to God. Or maybe to the void itself, that 

quiet, watching space that feels like it waits for you to 

break. 

“Dear whoever you are,” I once wrote. “Do you know 

what it feels like to disappear slowly? Not all at once, 

but piece by piece, like sand slipping through a closed 

fist? I do. And the worst part isn’t the vanishing—it’s 

that no one seems to notice.” 

I never wrote that line on paper. I just repeated it in 

my head like a prayer turned into a curse. Over time, 

that letter became a place—a refuge where I could be 

honest, raw, unfiltered. In it, I confessed everything: 

my fear of being forgotten, the weight of pretending, 
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the unbearable silence of rooms that used to echo with 

laughter. 

“I’m still here,” I wanted to say. “Even if I no longer 

speak, even if my eyes don’t shine the way they used 

to, even if I forget how to ask for help—I’m still here.” 

But no one ever received those words. They stayed 

trapped, fossilized in a quiet part of me that even I was 

too afraid to enter. 

Sometimes I wonder—if I had sent it, would anything 

have changed? Would someone have come? Would the 

silence have softened? Or would the letter have just 

joined the thousands of unread messages in the world, 

buried under noise and neglect? 

And yet, even unwritten, even unread, the letter kept 

me alive. It gave my loneliness shape, my despair a 

rhythm, my grief a voice. It was proof that I still 

wanted to be heard—even if I believed no one was 

listening. 

So here I am now, years later, and I still haven’t sent 

it. But maybe this book, these words, are fragments of 

that same letter—finally finding their way out. Maybe 

you, beautiful stranger reading this, were always the 

one meant to receive it. 

If so, then let me end it here: 

I was alone. I was drowning. I was forgetting myself. 

But I kept writing you, even when I had nothing left. 

And now that you’ve found these words… maybe I’m 

not so invisible after all. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTTeeeeennnnn::::: 

TTTTThhhhheeeee    UUUUUnnnnnssssseeeeeeeeeennnnn  SSSSScccccaaaaarrrrrsssss

Not every wound announces itself with a bruise or a 

scar that the world can see. Some injuries are invisible, 

carved deep within the quiet chambers of the heart and 

mind. They leave marks not on the skin but on the soul, 

where no light reaches, where no one else can trace 

their shape. 

I carry these unseen scars every day. They are like an 

invisible map of pain and endurance, a silent testimony 

to battles I fought alone — battles that left no one to 

cheer, no one to witness the trembling hands and the 

faltering breath. They are the wounds that do not bleed 

outwardly, yet bleed endlessly within. 

Each scar is a story I never told — moments when 

hope fractured into tiny pieces, when dreams slipped 

silently through my fingers, and when the weight of 

sorrow pressed so heavily that I feared I might break 

completely. They are reminders of all the nights spent 

staring at the ceiling, trying to find meaning in the 

darkness, hoping for a dawn that felt like it would 

never come. 

These scars hum quietly beneath my skin, their pain a 

dull ache that sometimes flares with sudden intensity, 

catching me off guard. I trace them with my fingers in 

moments of solitude, feeling the echo of every lost 
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promise and every whispered regret. They teach me 

that healing is not the same as forgetting; it is learning 

to carry the pain without letting it consume me. 

Yet, these invisible scars have shaped the way I see the 

world — with eyes that understand the fragile hearts 

hidden behind stoic faces, the silent tears masked by 

forced smiles. They have given me a deep compassion 

for others who carry their own unseen wounds, those 

who walk in the shadows but continue to fight. 

In the quiet, when the world sleeps, I hold these scars 

close. Not as a burden, but as proof of survival. They 

are a testament to my endurance, a silent victory over 

the darkness that threatened to drown me. And though 

they do not define me, they remind me every day that 

even the deepest pain can be a source of strength. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  EEEEEllllleeeeevvvvveeeeennnnn:::::    

EEEEEccccchhhhhoooooeeeeesssss ooooofffff   aaaaa     FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggoooootttttttttteeeeennnnn PPPPPrrrrraaaaayyyyyeeeeerrrrr

Sometimes, I whisper prayers into the void — 

Words so soft, they might as well be carried away by 

the wind, 

Forgotten before they even reach the stars. 

 

These are not prayers of faith or hope, 

But murmurs of a weary soul, 

Cries for understanding in a world that feels deaf. 

 

I pray for the lost moments, 

For the voices that never answered, 

For the love that slipped through the cracks like water. 

 

These prayers echo back as silence — 

An empty hall where my voice reverberates alone. 

 

And yet, in that silence, 

There is a strange comfort — 

A reminder that even forgotten prayers 

Leave traces in the heart, 

Like shadows that never fully fade. 
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In these echoes, I find pieces of myself — 

Broken but unyielding, 

Lost but still searching. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTTwwwwweeeeelllllvvvvveeeee:::::   

FFFFFrrrrraaaaagggggmmmmmeeeeennnnntttttsssss    ooooofffff  aaaaa   VVVVVaaaaannnnniiiiissssshhhhheeeeeddddd   

TTTTTooooommmmmooooorrrrrrrrrrooooowwwww

In the silent corridors of my mind, I wander through 

fragments—shattered pieces of a tomorrow that never 

dared to arrive. These fragments float around me like 

shards of broken glass—sharp, cold, and 

unforgiving—reflecting a life I once imagined but was 

cruelly denied. 

Each piece is a memory wrapped in dreams—dreams 

of a world where I belonged, where laughter echoed 

through empty rooms, where faces I loved never faded 

into shadows. I remember the warmth of hope that 

once lived there, fragile yet fierce. 

But hope, like all fragile things, is easily broken. 

The world around me shifted like sand slipping 

through my fingers. The light dimmed. Voices grew 

distant. And the future I held onto slipped silently 

away, leaving behind only these jagged fragments—

reminders of promises unkept and paths I never 

walked. 

I reach out to gather them, but they cut deep—each 

one a sharp reminder of isolation, of alienation, of a self 

forgotten by time and forgotten by those who should 

have remembered. 
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Yet in this brokenness, there is a cruel beauty—a quiet 

testament to the dreams that dared to exist at all, even 

if only briefly. 

I carry these fragments within me—not as chains, but 

as fragile proof that even in a world that forgets, some 

pieces of tomorrow can still survive inside the silent 

heart of a forgotten man. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrttttteeeeeeeeeennnnn::::: 

TTTTThhhhheeeee    QQQQQuuuuuiiiieeeeettttt BBBBBeeeeetttttwwwwweeeeeeeeeennnnn  HHHHHeeeeeaaaaarrrrrtttttbbbbbeeeeeaaaaatttttsssss

There is a silence between heartbeats—a quiet so 

profound that it feels like the world itself has paused, 

holding its breath, waiting for something that will 

never come. 

In that stillness, I find myself alone with my thoughts, 

wandering through memories that ache with a strange 

mixture of pain and longing. The spaces between 

moments stretch endlessly, filled with questions that 

have no answers and feelings too complex for words. 

This silence is not empty—it is heavy with absence. 

The absence of touch, of voices, of a presence that once 

made the world feel whole. 

I try to fill it with echoes—whispers of things left 

unsaid, promises broken, and dreams abandoned. But 

no sound can truly break the quiet. It only deepens, 

wrapping around me like a shroud. 

In this quiet, I feel the weight of isolation, the sharp 

edge of alienation. 

I am both here and nowhere—seen yet invisible, 

present yet forgotten. 

But within this loneliness, a strange truth emerges: 
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That sometimes, the most profound connections are 

found not in noise, but in silence. 

That in the quiet between heartbeats, the soul speaks 

loudest. 

And so I listen— 

To the silence, to the shadows, 

To the parts of myself that the world has overlooked. 

Because in that quiet space, I am still alive. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFooooouuuuurrrrrttttteeeeeeeeeennnnn:::::   

AAAAA    SSSSStttttrrrrraaaaannnnngggggeeeeerrrrr  innnnn MMMMMyyyyy OOOOOwwwwwnnnnn    SSSSSkkkkkiiiiinnnnn

I have become a stranger in my own skin—an 

unfamiliar guest in a house I once called home. 

Each morning, when my eyes open, they find a face that 

seems both mine and not mine. 

A face carved by the slow erosion of time and pain, 

shaped by countless nights spent wrestling with 

silence. 

The reflection staring back is a shadow of who I used 

to be, a ghost traced by memories fading like old 

photographs left in the sun. 

The eyes hold stories no one knows—stories of loss 

that clawed at my soul, of loneliness that wrapped 

around me like a second skin. 

There are fragments of warmth and belonging buried 

deep beneath the cold surface, but they are hard to 

reach—lost in a maze of forgotten promises and 

broken dreams. 

I try to remember what it felt like to be whole, to know 

who I am without hesitation or doubt. 

But those memories drift away like whispers on a wind 

I cannot grasp, leaving only an echo of a man who once 

walked with purpose. 
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Isolation has become both my prison and my refuge. 

It has worn me thin, eroding the edges of my identity 

until I am raw and exposed. 

I move through the world like a shadow, unseen and 

unheard, caught between existence and oblivion. 

Yet, in this strange estrangement, there is a flicker of 

something else—a quiet resilience that refuses to be 

extinguished. 

A subtle defiance that whispers in the darkest corners 

of my mind, reminding me that even when lost, the self 

can still be found. 

Because sometimes, to be a stranger to yourself is the 

first step toward truly knowing who you are. 

And in that loss, there is a chance for rebirth—an 

opportunity to rebuild from the ruins and to rise again, 

stronger, more real than before. 
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Quote! 

“Sometimes the heaviest burden isn’t the weight of 

the world outside, but the unfamiliarity within—

when the skin you wear feels like a costume, and your 

own reflection becomes a stranger you no longer 

recognize.” 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   FFFFFiiiifffffttttteeeeeeeeeennnnn:::::    

SSSSShhhhhaaaaadddddooooowwwwwsssss ooooofffff  UUUUUnnnnnssssseeeeeeeeeennnnn  BBBBBuuuuurrrrrdddddeeeeennnnnsssss

There are chains that bind us—not forged of iron or 

steel, but woven from silence, fear, and the heavy 

burden of unspoken words. 

These invisible chains wrap around the heart and 

mind, tightening with every memory that refuses to 

fade, every regret left to linger in the shadows. 

I carry these chains everywhere, though no one sees 

them. 

They hold me prisoner in a cage built by my own 

despair, locking away the parts of me that once 

dreamed freely. 

Each link is a moment of pain, a missed chance, a 

broken connection — binding me to a past I cannot 

escape. 

Sometimes, I try to break free— 

To shatter the silence that holds me captive, to scream 

until my voice cracks and the world hears my pain. 

But the chains only tighten, their cold grip reminding 

me that some wounds run deeper than words. 

And yet, in the weight of these invisible chains, I find 

a strange strength— 
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A testament to endurance, a quiet proof that even in 

bondage, the soul fights to breathe. 

Because freedom is not always about breaking chains, 

Sometimes it’s about learning to live despite them. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr SSSSSiiiiixxxxxttttteeeeeeeeeennnnn:::::   

TTTTThhhhheeeee GGGGGaaaaarrrrrdddddeeeeennnnn    ooooofffff   SSSSSiiiiillllleeeeennnnnttttt SSSSSooooorrrrrrrrrrooooowwwwwsssss

There exists a garden within me—hidden from the 

eyes of the world—where silent sorrows bloom like 

fragile flowers in perpetual dusk. 

This garden is neither lush nor vibrant; it is a place 

where grief takes root and grows quietly, its thorns 

unseen but deeply felt. 

Each sorrow is a petal, soft yet sharp, carrying the 

weight of unspoken words and memories too painful to 

revisit. 

In this garden, laughter never reaches, and sunlight is 

a distant memory, replaced by shadows that stretch 

endlessly. 

I tend to this garden alone, walking its narrow paths 

where every step echoes with the ghosts of what once 

was and what will never be. 

It is a lonely sanctuary—a prison built not of stone but 

of feelings too complex to untangle. 

Yet, within this silent wilderness, I find moments of 

unexpected beauty—fleeting glimpses of hope that 

dare to bloom amid despair. 
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A single flower standing tall against the cold wind, a 

soft petal brushing my hand like a whisper from the 

past. 

This garden reminds me that sorrow, like life, is 

layered and intricate— 

That even in silence, pain has its own language, and 

sometimes, it is the quietest gardens that hold the 

deepest truths. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  SSSSSeeeeevvvvveeeeennnnnttttteeeeeeeeeennnnn::::: 

TTTTThhhhheeeee    WWWWWeeeeeiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt     ooooofffff   FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggoooootttttttttteeeeennnnn    WWWWWooooorrrrrdddddsssss

There are words—quiet, fragile words—that hover in 

the air around me, like dust caught in a beam of fading 

light. They are words that were never spoken, or once 

spoken but never heard; words that slipped away 

before they could take root in another’s soul. These 

forgotten words, heavy with unfulfilled meaning, press 

down on my chest with a silent weight no one else can 

see. 

I have sent my voice out into the void countless times, 

hoping that my truth, my pain, my longing, would find 

refuge in someone’s heart. But most of these words fell 

back on me, shattered and hollow, swallowed by the 

vast silence that grew like an endless chasm between 

me and the world. 

Each forgotten word is a wound—soft and bleeding 

beneath the skin, unseen but aching all the same. They 

accumulate in the spaces between breaths, in the 

pauses where connection once existed but has since 

dissolved. They echo in the hollow eyes of those who 

look through me as though I am invisible, in the empty 

rooms where laughter used to live, and in the hands 

that never reached out to hold mine. 

These words carry the ghosts of promises made in 

moments of fragile hope, only to be broken like fragile 
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glass. They hold the weight of truths left to rot in 

silence, suffocated under layers of misunderstanding 

and fear. Each word that vanished is a thread pulled 

from the fabric of belonging, unraveling the tapestry of 

human connection until only tatters remain. 

And yet, within this unbearable heaviness lies a 

strange, bitter lesson: that sometimes the messages 

which matter most are the ones never heard. That 

silence, in all its oppressive quietness, can scream 

louder than the loudest cries. That the spaces between 

words often speak volumes about what remains unsaid, 

about the loneliness we hide even from ourselves. 

I carry these forgotten words like a silent song deep in 

my chest—a melody of loss and longing that plays on 

in the background of my life, a haunting refrain I 

cannot escape. It reminds me that sometimes, the 

deepest pain is not in the shouting but in the silence 

that follows; in the absence of voices that once 

promised to stay. 

Still, I listen to this silent song. 

I listen because it is all I have left. 

Because in the quiet, I find the truth of my own 

existence—fragile, broken, and achingly real. 

And maybe, in learning to live with this weight, there 

is a way to reclaim the fragments of myself I thought I 

had lost forever. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  EEEEEiiiiiggggghhhhhttttteeeeeeeeeennnnn:::::  

SSSSShhhhhaaaaadddddooooowwwwwsssss BBBBBeeeeehhhhhiiiiinnnnnddddd    CCCCClllllooooossssseeeeeddddd   DDDDDoooooooooorrrrrsssss

There is a peculiar kind of darkness that doesn’t belong 

to the night—one that creeps in silently, not from the 

absence of light, but from the presence of secrets 

hidden behind closed doors. 

It is a darkness that wraps around the soul like a heavy 

cloak, suffocating and cold, yet invisible to those 

outside. 

Behind these doors, whispered fears gather in the 

corners, untold stories press against the walls, and the 

weight of unseen burdens bends the air. 

This shadow does not scream or rage; it lingers 

quietly, like a breath held too long, a silence too deep 

to break. 

I have lived behind such doors—trapped in rooms 

where the echoes of my own thoughts become my only 

company. 

Each day, the shadows grow longer, stretching their 

fingers to touch parts of me I no longer recognize. 

I wonder if anyone knows what lies beyond these 

doors—if anyone even tries to open them. 
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But the truth is, most doors remain shut not because 

others are unwilling to enter, but because I am afraid 

to let them see what hides inside. 

Fear is the lock that keeps the darkness safe, and 

isolation is the key I hold tightly, unwilling or unable 

to turn. 

The loneliness here is thick, almost tangible—an 

invisible prison with walls built from memories and 

regrets. 

And yet, even in this place of shadows, there is a 

strange kind of clarity. 

The darkness forces me to look inward, to face the 

parts of myself that daylight refuses to reveal. 

In this solitude, I meet the fractured pieces of my 

identity—the broken hopes, the silent sorrows, the lost 

fragments of who I once was. 

It is a painful reunion, but a necessary one. 

Because only by confronting the shadows behind 

closed doors can I hope to find the light waiting on the 

other side. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr NNNNNiiiiinnnnneeeeettttteeeeeeeeeennnnn::::: 

WWWWWhhhhheeeeennnnn EEEEEccccchhhhhoooooeeeeesssss BBBBBeeeeecccccooooommmmmeeeee MMMMMyyyyy OOOOOnnnnnllllyyyyy 

CCCCCooooommmmmpppppaaaaannnnnyyyyy

In the stillness of the night, when the world around me 

fades into silence, the echoes begin. 

Not the echoes of voices, but of moments — fragments 

of conversations, laughter, and tears that have long 

since vanished from the living world, yet linger 

stubbornly within the chambers of my mind. 

These echoes are both comfort and curse. 

They remind me I am not entirely alone, yet they also 

haunt me with their relentless repetition, like ghosts 

circling in an empty room. 

I try to reach out to them, to grasp some meaning, 

some solace — but they slip through my fingers like 

smoke. 

Sometimes they answer, sometimes they mock. 

And always, they bring with them a sharp pang of what 

was lost and can never be reclaimed. 

In this chamber of echoes, I find my own voice — 

fractured, distant, often drowned beneath layers of 

doubt and despair. 
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Yet it is the only voice that belongs to me, imperfect 

and fragile as it may be. 

I speak to these echoes, weaving stories from the 

fragments, hoping to stitch together a semblance of 

belonging from the scattered pieces. 

But the harder I try, the more I realize that some 

things are meant to remain unresolved — a riddle that 

life presents not for answers, but for the endurance of 

mystery. 

And so I listen. 

To the silence between the echoes, to the spaces where 

my heart beats against the void. 

Because in that listening, I find a strange kind of peace 

— the acceptance of solitude, the courage to live within 

uncertainty, and the quiet hope that someday, those 

echoes will lead me home. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy:::::   

BBBBBeeeeennnnneeeeeaaaaattttthhhhh  ttttthhhhheeeee QQQQQuuuuuiiiiieeeeettttt    SSSSSuuuuurrrrrfffffaaaaaccccceeeee

Beneath the quiet surface of my days lies a restless 

ocean, dark and deep. 

It’s a place where the calmness others see is only a 

fragile mask—thin enough to crack with the slightest 

pressure, revealing the turmoil beneath. 

I walk through the world carrying this ocean inside 

me—its waves swelling and crashing in silence, hidden 

from the eyes that pass me by. 

No one sees the undercurrent pulling me deeper, the 

undertow of memories and regrets that threaten to 

drown me in the quietest moments. 

Sometimes, the surface ripples with fleeting smiles, 

moments of false ease that vanish as quickly as they 

come. 

Other times, the weight beneath is unbearable—an 

invisible burden I carry alone, hoping no one notices 

the cracks forming in my armour. 

This ocean is full of contradictions— 

The desire to be seen and the fear of exposure, 

The longing for connection and the instinct to retreat, 

The hope for peace and the certainty of chaos. 
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Living beneath this quiet surface means learning to 

navigate storms no one else can sense. 

It means holding onto fragments of light in a sea of 

shadows, searching for a way back to shore even when 

the path is lost beneath the waves. 

And sometimes, it means simply surviving—breathing 

through the depths, one silent moment at a time. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy------OOOOOnnnnneeeee::::: OOOOOOOOOO--

TTTTThhhhheeeee    UUUUUnnnnnssssseeeeeeeeeennnnn  BBBBBaaaaattttttttttllllleeeee

Every day feels like a battlefield where the fiercest 

wars are fought in silence, unseen by anyone but me. 

There are no visible scars, no cries for help — just the 

endless wrestling with shadows that lurk within my 

mind. 

These battles are not fought with swords or guns, but 

with doubts, fears, and memories that refuse to stay 

buried. 

Each thought is a soldier, some fighting to protect, 

others to destroy. 

And I stand in the middle, exhausted and alone, 

caught between the desire to surrender and the will to 

survive. 

I wonder if anyone else fights these invisible wars, or 

if I am the only one lost in this endless combat. 

Sometimes, the weight of this solitude threatens to 

crush me, but still, I fight on — not because I am 

strong, but because I have no other choice. 

There is a strange kind of courage in facing a battle no 

one else can see. 

It is a silent defiance, a whisper of hope that says: I 

am still here. 

And as long as I am here, the war is not over. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy--TTTTTwwwwwooooo::::: TTTTTTTTTT--

TTTTThhhhheeeee    MMMMMiiiiirrrrrrrrrrooooorrrrr ooooofffff  EEEEEmmmmmppppptttttyyyyy    EEEEEyyyyyeeeeesssss

There are moments when I catch a glimpse of myself 

in the mirror — but the reflection is not the man I once 

knew. 

Instead, staring back at me are empty eyes, hollow and 

distant, as if the light that once lived inside has been 

extinguished long ago. 

Those eyes carry the weight of unspoken grief and 

silent battles, a void where hope once dared to bloom 

but now lies buried beneath layers of pain. 

The mirror does not lie, yet it reveals a stranger — 

someone shaped by loneliness and loss, someone 

haunted by the relentless passage of time and the 

ghosts of forgotten dreams. 

I find myself searching within those empty eyes for a 

trace of the boy who laughed freely, who dreamed 

without fear, who loved without reservation. 

But the reflection offers only questions, silent and 

sharp, cutting deeper than any wound. 

Each morning, this mirror becomes a battleground 

where I confront the fragments of my fractured self. 
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I see the lines etched by sorrow, the shadows cast by 

regret, and the faint flicker of a fading soul fighting to 

survive. 

It’s a confrontation with mortality, not of the body but 

of the spirit — a quiet unraveling that no one else 

seems to notice. 

Outside the mirror’s glass, the world moves on, 

oblivious to the storm raging within me. 

Friends, strangers, the passing crowds — they see a 

man who smiles, who speaks, who lives. 

But inside, I am caught in the silent siege of my own 

mind, trapped between who I was and who I fear I am 

becoming. 

This loneliness is different from physical isolation — it 

is a void deeper than absence, a chasm where 

connection once lived but has crumbled into dust. 

It is the ache of invisibility, the pain of being 

surrounded by people yet feeling utterly alone. 

Yet even within this bleak landscape, there lingers a 

fragile thread of hope. 

A whisper that beneath the emptiness, beneath the 

shadows in those eyes, a spark still exists. 

A spark that refuses to be snuffed out, that waits for a 

moment of kindness, a touch of understanding, a 

glimmer of light to rekindle its flame. 

Because perhaps the hardest journey is learning to look 

into the mirror and forgive the reflection staring back. 
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To embrace the brokenness, to accept the scars, and to 

find strength in the vulnerability that lies beneath. 

In that acceptance, maybe there is a beginning — a 

chance to reclaim the light that once was, to heal the 

fractures, and to become whole again. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy--TTTTThhhhhrrrrreeeeeeeeee:::::   TTTTTTTTTT--

TTTTThhhhheeeee   QQQQQuuuuuiiiiieeeeettttt   RRRRRoooooooooommmmm

There is a room in my mind where silence reigns 

supreme—no echoes, no voices, no distractions—just 

an endless stillness that both comforts and terrifies me. 

I call it the Quiet Room, though it is neither a place of 

peace nor of rest. It is the chamber where all the noise 

from the outside world fades away, leaving only the 

raw and unfiltered fragments of my thoughts. 

In the Quiet Room, time bends and stretches—hours 

spill like droplets of ink across an empty page, and 

memories come unbidden, floating like shadows cast 

by a dim, flickering light. 

It is here that I confront the weight of my own 

existence, where the walls close in with the 

accumulated grief of years no one else has measured. 

This room is not built of bricks or wood but of 

absence—absence of laughter, of touch, of 

understanding. 

It is a hollow space filled with the ghosts of promises 

never kept and dreams that dissolved into the haze of 

forgotten yesterdays. 

I sit alone in this room, watching the shadows dance in 

the corners, listening to the silence as if it were a 

language I once knew but have long forgotten. 
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There is a strange intimacy to this solitude, a bitter 

comfort that comes from being utterly, undeniably 

alone. 

Sometimes, the Quiet Room feels like a sanctuary—a 

refuge from the chaos and cruelty of the outside world. 

But more often, it is a prison, trapping me inside my 

own despair, where hope is a fragile thread stretched 

thin by the weight of relentless loneliness. 

Yet even in this stillness, a subtle resistance stirs 

within me—a quiet rebellion against the suffocating 

silence. 

A tiny spark that refuses to be extinguished, flickering 

in the darkest corner, reminding me that even in the 

deepest solitude, life can find a way to whisper back. 

And so I remain, caught between the yearning for 

connection and the fear of exposure, between the need 

to speak and the instinct to retreat. 

In this Quiet Room, I learn to live with my own 

shadows, to understand the language of silence, and to 

find the courage to one day step back into the world 

beyond. 

Because the Quiet Room is not just where I hide—it is 

where I begin to find myself again. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy---FFFFFooooouuuuurrrrr:::::  FFFFFFF

BBBBBooooouuuuunnnnnddddd  bbbbbyyyyy SSSSSiiiiillllleeeeennnnnttttt CCCCChhhhhaaaaaiiiiinnnnnsssss

There are burdens that no one sees—chains forged not 

of metal, but of memories, regrets, and silent fears. 

These invisible chains bind me tightly, constricting my 

every move, my every breath, and yet, to the outside 

world, I walk free. 

The weight presses down in quiet moments—when the 

noise stops, when the day fades, when the world 

demands nothing but stillness. 

It is in those moments I feel the full force of what I 

carry, the heavy anchor dragging me beneath unseen 

waves. 

Each chain is a story, a wound that never fully healed, 

a promise broken by time or by those I once trusted. 

I try to shake them off, to break free, but they cling to 

me like shadows that refuse to leave even in the 

brightest light. 

Sometimes I wonder if freedom is just an illusion, a 

word whispered in dreams but never lived. 

Because these chains are not just weight—they are a 

part of me, carved into the very fabric of my being. 

Yet in the depths of this bondage, a fierce hope burns—

small but unyielding. 
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It is the hope that one day, these chains might rust and 

crumble, that I might learn to unlock the shackles not 

with force, but with forgiveness—of others, and of 

myself. 

Until then, I walk this silent path, carrying my 

invisible burdens with quiet strength, hoping that one 

day, the weight will lift, and I will stand unbound 

beneath the open sky. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy---FFFFFiiiiivvvvveeeee::::: FFFFFFFFFF

TTTTThhhhheeeee    SSSSSpppppaaaaaccccceeeee  BBBBBeeeeetttttwwwwweeeeeeeeeennnnn  WWWWWooooorrrrrdddddsssss

There is a vast, silent gulf that stretches endlessly 

between the words I want to say and the words that 

actually escape my lips. It’s a void filled with hesitation, 

with unspoken truths, with emotions so raw and 

tangled that no language seems capable of capturing 

them fully. I stand on the edge of this silence, feeling 

the weight of everything I cannot express pressing 

down on my chest like a thousand unseen hands. 

Sometimes, it feels as though the space between words 

is not just an absence of sound, but a living, breathing 

entity — a chasm that grows wider with each attempt 

to speak, swallowing meaning whole before it can be 

shared. I try to fill it with sentences, with confessions, 

with cries for help, but all I hear is the echo of my own 

voice fading into nothingness. The words scatter and 

dissolve before they reach the ears that might 

understand, and I am left stranded in the quiet 

aftermath, alone with my thoughts. 

In this silence, the struggle is not simply about 

speaking, but about being heard and truly understood. 

There is a desperate longing to bridge the gap, to 

connect, to reach another soul in a way that transcends 

the limits of language. Yet the deeper I search, the 

more I realize that some feelings — grief, despair, hope 
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— are too vast and complex to be confined within mere 

words. They spill over, fracturing the boundaries of 

expression, leaving me grasping at fragments like a 

sailor lost in a foggy sea. 

The space between words becomes a metaphor for all 

the barriers I face — the walls built by my own fears, 

the misunderstandings that divide me from others, the 

isolation that makes me question whether anyone can 

ever truly know the storm inside me. It is a reminder 

of how lonely it can be to carry a burden that defies 

explanation, to walk through the world wearing a 

mask while screaming in silence beneath. 

Yet in the midst of this endless quiet, I find a strange 

sort of peace. Because the space between words also 

holds possibility — the possibility of healing, of 

patience, of learning to live with uncertainty. It teaches 

me that sometimes, the most profound connections 

happen not through speech, but through shared 

silence, through presence, through the simple act of 

being witnessed without judgment. 

And so I continue to navigate this silent gulf, not with 

the expectation of finding perfect words, but with the 

courage to endure the silence itself. To embrace the 

pauses, the gaps, the unsaid. Because it is in these 

spaces — fragile, daunting, and infinite — that the 

deepest truths of my existence are waiting to be 

understood. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy---SSSSSiiiiixxxxx::::: SSSSSSSSSS-

EEEEEccccchhhhhoooooeeeeesssss iiiiinnnnn  ttttthhhhheeeee    EEEEEmmmmmppppptttttyyyyy HHHHHaaaaallllllllll

The house is vast, but it is empty — an expanse filled 

with echoes that travel endlessly down cold, silent 

halls. 

Each step I take reverberates like a faint heartbeat, a 

fragile reminder that life once lived here, but now only 

memories linger. 

The walls hold whispers, voices long gone but etched 

forever in the fibers of the wood and plaster. 

I can almost hear them in the quiet: laughter, 

arguments, promises spoken in haste and love, and the 

desperate cries that no one answered. 

This emptiness is not just physical — it is a void that 

stretches into the depths of my soul, a reflection of the 

alienation that roots itself deep within. 

I wander through these rooms like a ghost, searching 

for something I lost but cannot name. 

The light filters weakly through dusty windows, 

casting long shadows that shift and change with the 

fading day. 

In these shadows, the past and present blur, time folds 

upon itself, and I am caught between moments that 

never fully existed and those that refuse to end. 
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There is a strange comfort in this emptiness, a solitude 

that shields me from the chaos of the outside world. 

But it is also a prison — cold and unyielding, holding 

me captive in a silence so loud it drowns all hope. 

And yet, within this hollow space, I hear faint echoes 

— fragments of a time before forgetting, before the day 

God forgot me. 

These echoes remind me that even in the deepest 

isolation, there is a trace of connection, a thread of 

belonging that might one day lead me back to light. 

Until then, I remain here — a solitary figure 

wandering the empty hall, listening to the echoes, 

waiting for a sign that I am not truly alone. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy----SSSSSeeeeevvvvveeeeennnnn::::: SSSSSSSSSS-

TTTTThhhhheeeee  UUUUUnnnnnssssseeeeeeeeeennnnn  RRRRRiiiiifffffttttt

There is a rift between who I am and who I appear to 

be — a silent fracture that splits my existence into two 

distinct halves. 

On one side lies the face the world recognizes, the mask 

worn carefully to hide the turmoil beneath. 

On the other, the raw, unfiltered self — broken, 

exposed, and painfully real. 

This rift grows wider with each passing day, an 

invisible gulf that no one notices but I feel acutely in 

every breath, every step, every word left unsaid. 

It isolates me, not from others, but from myself, as if I 

am a stranger trapped inside my own skin. 

I try to bridge this divide with fragments of truth, but 

they shatter before reaching the surface, lost to fear 

and doubt. 

The more I hide, the deeper the rift becomes — a scar 

in the soul that no healing balm can touch. 

And yet, amidst this fracture, there lies a fragile hope 

— a whisper that someday, these halves might mend, 

not by erasing the pain but by embracing it, 

Finding strength in vulnerability and courage in the 

very cracks that threaten to tear me apart. 
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Until that day, I walk this invisible line, suspended 

between worlds, yearning to be whole again in a life 

fractured by silence 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy---EEEEEiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt:::::   EEEEEEEEE

TTTTThhhhheeeee  WWWWWeeeeeiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt    ooooofffff  UUUUUnnnnnssssspppppoooookkkkkeeeeennnnn

There is a heaviness in silence, a burden carried not in 

words but in their absence. 

The unspoken thoughts, the hidden fears, the emotions 

buried deep beneath layers of quiet restraint—they 

press upon me like a mountain too vast to climb, too 

solid to break. 

In every glance avoided, every conversation left 

incomplete, the weight grows heavier. 

It is a silent language between souls who dare not 

reveal the depths of their pain, a conversation of 

shadows and sighs where truth is locked behind 

trembling lips. 

Sometimes, I feel crushed beneath this invisible load, 

suffocating in a cage made of my own restraint. 

Yet, I keep these words locked away, fearing that their 

release would shatter the fragile world I’ve built 

around me. 

The irony is cruel: the more I hold back, the more 

isolated I become, trapped inside a prison of my own 

silence. 
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But within this weight lies a strange kind of power—

an aching reminder of all I have endured, all I have 

survived, and all I still hope to reclaim. 

And so, I carry the weight of the unspoken, not as a 

defeat, but as a testament to my silent resilience—

waiting for the moment when silence will no longer be 

my cage, but the space from which I can finally speak. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTTwwwwweeeeennnnntttttyyyyy---NNNNNiiiiinnnnneeeee::::: NNNNNNNNNN

FFFFFrrrrraaaaagggggmmmmmeeeeennnnntttttsssss    ooooofffff  aaaaa     FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggoooootttttttttteeeeennnnn  

DDDDDrrrrreeeeeaaaaammmmm

Dreams—they used to come to me like gentle rain, soft 

droplets falling quietly on a thirsty earth, promising 

life, growth, and the possibility of something beautiful. 

They painted colours on my nights and filled the 

hollow spaces inside with light I could almost touch. 

But those days feel like a distant memory now, lost 

somewhere between the cracks of time and pain. What 

remains are fragments—shattered shards of a once-

whole dream, scattered across the barren landscape of 

my mind. 

Each piece glimmers faintly, catching the light like 

broken glass. They hold whispers of laughter that once 

felt warm and real, echoes of hands held without fear, 

moments suspended in time where joy seemed eternal. 

But these shards don’t lie gently in my hands. No, they 

cut—sharp edges reminding me that what was once 

whole is now irreparably broken, a beautiful picture 

smashed by the harshness of life’s relentless blows. 

I reach for these fragments again and again, trying to 

gather them into something coherent, something I can 

hold without bleeding. But the harder I try, the more 

they slip through my fingers like smoke—intangible, 
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elusive, slipping back into the void where forgotten 

hopes go to die. Sometimes, the weight of their loss 

presses so heavily on my chest I can barely breathe. 

The silence around me swells with the ghosts of what 

could have been, taunting me with their absence. 

Yet, even in this ruin, there is a strange, fragile hope. 

It flickers quietly—a candle fighting the darkness, 

refusing to be extinguished. In these broken pieces lies 

the faintest possibility of rebirth. Perhaps, from these 

scattered shards, something new can grow—

something imperfect, but alive. A dream not of what 

was lost, but of what might still be found. 

So I become a keeper of fragments, tending to them in 

the quiet hours before dawn when the world holds its 

breath. I hold onto the broken pieces not because they 

complete me, but because they remind me I am still 

here—still capable of feeling, still capable of hope. And 

maybe, one day, these fragments will come together 

again, not as a perfect whole, but as something deeper, 

something forged in pain and resilience. 

Until that day, I carry my fractured dreams with me—

fragile, sharp, and fiercely alive. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy::::: 

WWWWWhhhhheeeeennnnn SSSSShhhhhaaaaadddddooooowwwwwsssss SSSSSpppppeeeeeaaaaakkkkk

There is a language in shadows — quiet, subtle, but 

impossibly loud to those who listen. 

They do not speak with words, but with presence; they 

do not shout, but whisper secrets meant only for the 

soul to hear. 

In the fading light, as day surrenders to night, shadows 

lengthen and merge, weaving themselves into the 

corners of my mind. 

They stretch across memories, blending joy with 

sorrow, hope with despair, blurring the line between 

what was and what never will be. 

These shadows have a voice — not one of comfort, but 

of reckoning. 

They remind me of all I have lost, of every moment I 

turned away, every tear I swallowed, every silence I 

chose over confrontation. 

But they also reveal the truths I hide even from myself 

— the cracks in my armor, the fears buried beneath 

layers of resolve, the loneliness that clings to me like a 

second skin. 

When shadows speak, they demand honesty. 
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There is no escaping their gaze, no hiding behind 

facades or half-truths. 

They strip away pretence until only the raw, fragile 

core remains. 

In their darkness, I confront the parts of me I have long 

avoided — the wounds that refuse to heal, the dreams 

that refuse to die, the questions that have no answers. 

Yet, there is a strange beauty in their voice, a haunting 

melody that calls me deeper into myself. 

For it is only by facing these shadows that I can begin 

to understand the light, the broken and the whole, the 

silence and the noise within. 

And so, I listen — not with ears, but with the quiet 

yearning of a heart searching for its own reflection in 

the dark. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ------OOOOOnnnnneeeee::::: OOOOOOOO--

TTTTThhhhheeeee   WWWWWeeeeeiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt    ooooofffff  UUUUUnnnnnaaaaannnnnssssswwwwweeeeerrrrreeeeeddddd   

QQQQQuuuuueeeeessssstttttiiiiiooooonnnnnsssss

Questions pile up inside me like stones in a forgotten 

well—heavy, cold, and endless. 

They sit in the corners of my mind, silent but 

persistent, each one a shadow that refuses to fade with 

time. 

Why did the light leave? 

Why does hope feel so distant? 

Why do I wander through days feeling unseen, 

unheard, as if my very existence is a question no one 

knows how to answer? 

These unanswered questions press against my chest, 

tightening like a noose woven from doubt and despair. 

I search for answers in the empty spaces between 

moments, in the faces that blur past without 

recognition, in the nights that stretch on without 

promise. 

But answers don’t come. 

Only the cold weight of uncertainty remains, a 

constant companion that follows me through every 

step, every breath. 
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It’s a quiet torment, this hunger for clarity, this aching 

need to understand the fractures that run so deep 

inside me. 

Yet, in this vast landscape of unknowns, I begin to see 

something strange — a kind of freedom in not 

knowing. 

For in the absence of answers, I find space to feel, to 

grow, to become more than the questions that haunt 

me. 

And though the weight is heavy, I carry it willingly, 

because it means I am still searching — still alive — 

still daring to hope that someday, the silence will 

break. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ----TTTTTwwwwwooooo::::: TTTTTTTT-

BBBBBeeeeennnnneeeeeaaaaattttthhhhh   ttttthhhhheeeee SSSSSuuuuurrrrrfffffaaaaaccccceeeee

Beneath the surface of every smile, beneath the quiet 

words spoken in passing, lies a world hidden from 

sight — a tangled web of emotions, fears, and desires 

too fragile to expose. 

This world is mine, yet it remains locked away, a secret 

garden barred from even my own touch. 

I have learned to move through life like a ghost, 

gliding past moments and people without leaving 

traces, hiding the storm that rages beneath calm eyes. 

It is easier this way — safer, too — to keep the depths 

of pain and longing submerged beneath layers of 

practiced indifference. 

But beneath the surface, the water is not still. 

Currents swirl, pulling me toward places I dare not 

face: memories that sting like salt, regrets that weigh 

heavier than stones, hopes that shimmer just beyond 

reach. 

I try to hold the surface steady, to keep the reflection 

clear and unbroken, but cracks begin to form — tiny 

fractures that widen with each passing day. 

Sometimes, in the silence of night, I hear the water 

lapping against the walls of my guarded heart, a 
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relentless reminder that what is hidden will always 

seek the light. 

And in these moments, I wonder if surrendering to the 

depths might be the only way to find peace — to stop 

pretending, to stop running, and to finally be seen as I 

truly am. 

For beneath the surface lies not just pain, but also the 

seed of transformation — fragile, trembling, waiting 

for the courage to bloom. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ---TTTTThhhhhrrrrreeeeeeeeee::::: TTTTTTTTT-

TTTTThhhhheeeee    QQQQQuuuuuiiiiieeeeettttt DDDDDeeeeessssspppppeeeeerrrrraaaaatttttiiiiiooooonnnnn

There is a desperate silence that lives inside me — not 

the kind broken by loud cries or frantic pleas, but a 

quiet, unyielding ache that gnaws at the edges of my 

soul. 

It is the desperation of a heart searching for a voice in 

a world too loud to listen, a yearning so deep it folds 

itself into the very fabric of my being. 

This silence is not peaceful. 

It presses against my ribs, squeezing breath from my 

lungs, weighing down my every movement with 

invisible chains. 

No one sees it — this quiet suffering — because it 

wears the mask of calm and hides behind the veil of 

composure. 

But inside, the storm rages on. 

Every unanswered question, every lost hope, every 

moment of loneliness feeds this growing hunger — a 

hunger not for answers or comfort, but simply to be 

acknowledged. 

I crave the touch of understanding, the warmth of 

connection, the simple act of being seen without 

judgment or fear. 
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Yet, I remain trapped in this quiet desperation, 

speaking in whispers that fade before they reach 

anyone’s ears. 

And so I carry this weight alone, a silent burden borne 

in shadows, hoping that someday, somehow, the world 

will hear what I cannot say aloud. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr TTTTThhhhhiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ---FFFFFooooouuuuurrrrr::::: FFFFFFFFF

TTTTThhhhheeeee    FFFFFrrrrraaaaaccccctttttuuuuurrrrreeeeeddddd   RRRRReeeeefffffllllleeeeeccccctttttiiiiiooooonnnnn

The mirror shows me a face I recognize, yet it feels like 

a stranger’s gaze—familiar but distant, fractured by 

the cracks I cannot repair. 

Each glance reveals another shard of brokenness, a 

story etched in silent lines and shadows beneath tired 

eyes. 

I search for myself in the fragmented reflection, 

desperate to find the person I once was before the 

weight of silence pressed down so heavily. 

But the image is elusive—shifting, breaking apart with 

every attempt to hold it steady. 

This fractured reflection is more than just a broken 

image; it is the truth of my existence—the parts of me 

I hide, the fears I refuse to name, the pain I cannot 

voice. 

It mocks my attempts at wholeness, reminding me that 

healing is not a linear path but a jagged journey 

through darkness and light. 

Yet, within these fractures lies a strange kind of 

beauty—a testament to survival, resilience, and the 

scars that shape us into who we are. 
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I begin to understand that maybe I do not need to be 

whole to be real. Maybe the cracks are where the light 

finds its way in. 

And so I learn to face this fractured self with quiet 

courage, embracing the broken pieces not as wounds 

to hide, but as the very fabric of my being. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ----FFFFiiiiivvvvveeeee::::: FFFFFFFFFF

EEEEEccccchhhhhoooooeeeeesssss iiiiinnnnn  aaaaannnnn   EEEEEmmmmmppppptttttyyyyy RRRRRoooooooooommmmm

There is a hollowness in rooms left untouched by 

laughter, a ghostly echo that lingers long after voices 

have faded away. 

These empty spaces hold memories like dust settling 

on forgotten shelves—silent reminders of moments 

that once breathed life into the walls. 

I walk through such a room now, each step stirring the 

quiet dust of the past, each breath heavy with the 

weight of absence. 

The shadows cling to corners, and the silence presses 

close, wrapping around me like a shroud of forgotten 

time. 

In this emptiness, I hear the echoes of conversations 

never finished, promises left unkept, and the lingering 

ache of connections severed. 

It is a place where loneliness is not just felt but lived—

a space carved out by loss and longing. 

Yet, even in this void, there is a strange comfort—a 

recognition that absence can hold its own kind of 

presence. 
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The empty room becomes a mirror to my own solitude, 

a reflection of the spaces within me still waiting to be 

filled. 

And so I remain here, amidst the echoes, learning to 

listen to the quiet whispers of the past while hoping for 

the faintest stirrings of new beginnings. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ---SSSSSiiiiixxxxx::::: SSSSSSSS-

TTTTThhhhheeeee    BBBBBuuuuurrrrrdddddeeeeennnnn   ooooofffff  Innnnnvvvvviiiiisssssiiiiibbbbbllllleeeee    SSSSScccccaaaaarrrrrsssss

Not all wounds bleed. 

Some carve their marks beneath the skin, hidden from 

the world’s eyes but no less painful. 

These invisible scars weigh heavily, anchoring the soul 

to memories too deep to forget.  

I carry this burden in silence, the ghost of past pain 

haunting each step. 

They are not seen, yet they define me—silent 

reminders of battles fought in shadows, of nights spent 

wrestling with despair. 

The world moves on, unaware of the wars waged 

within. 

Smiles are masks; laughter, a fragile veneer over cracks 

that threaten to split open at the slightest touch. 

Yet, these scars are proof of survival. 

They tell the story of a heart that refused to break 

completely, of resilience born not from strength but 

from the will to endure. 

In accepting the invisible, I begin to find a fragile 

peace—not in forgetting, but in embracing the pain 

that shaped me. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ----SSSSSeeeeevvvvveeeeennnnn::::: SSSSSSSS-

AAAAA   WWWWWhhhhhiiiiissssspppppeeeeerrrrr BBBBBeeeeeyyyyyooooonnnnnddddd  ttttthhhhheeeee  VVVVVoooooiiiiiddddd

In the vast emptiness where words dissolve into 

silence, I find a whisper—soft, elusive, yet persistent. 

It calls to me from beyond the void, a gentle reminder 

that even in the deepest darkness, there is a thread of 

connection waiting to be grasped. 

This whisper is not spoken aloud; it vibrates in the 

spaces between thoughts, stirring something ancient 

and tender within me. 

It speaks of forgotten dreams and unseen hopes, of a 

presence that watches without judgment, waiting 

patiently for me to listen. 

Sometimes, I reach out in the darkness, hoping to catch 

this fragile sound, to hold onto it like a lifeline. 

But it slips away, like a fading breath, leaving me 

yearning and alone once more. 

Still, the whisper returns—again and again—an echo 

of a promise I cannot yet understand. 

It tells me that beyond the void lies something more 

than emptiness; it hints at the possibility of healing, of 

connection, of light. 
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And so I wait, suspended between silence and sound, 

holding on to this fragile whisper, fragile as it may be, 

because it is the only thing that feels real. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



78 

CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ---EEEEEiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt:::::  EEEEEEEE

TTTTThhhhheeeee    WWWWWeeeeeiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt  ooooofffff  FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggoooootttttttttteeeeennnnn     

PPPPPrrrrrooooommmmmiiiiissssseeeeesssss

Promises once made hang heavy in the air, like faded 

letters tucked away in a drawer long forgotten. 

They carry the weight of hopes unfulfilled, words 

spoken in moments of vulnerability, now lost in the 

drift of time. 

I carry these promises like stones in my pocket, each 

one a reminder of what could have been—dreams that 

slipped through my fingers, voices that never returned. 

They press against my heart, a quiet ache that never 

quite fades. 

Some were promises to others, whispered vows of 

loyalty and love. 

Others were promises to myself—pledges of change, of 

growth, of finding peace in the chaos. 

Yet, time has a way of eroding even the strongest of 

commitments, leaving behind only echoes and 

shadows. 

I find myself trapped in the space between what I 

promised and what I have become.  
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But maybe, in acknowledging the weight of these 

forgotten promises, there lies a path forward. 

A chance to reclaim what was lost, to forgive what was 

broken, and to write new promises—this time, not to 

be forgotten. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  TTTTThhhhhiiiiirrrrrtttttyyyyy ---NNNNNiiiiinnnnneeeee::::: NNNNNNNNN

TTTTThhhhheeeee  QQQQQuuuuuiiiiieeeeettttt  RRRRReeeeevvvvvooooolllllttttt

There is a revolution that unfolds not with shouts or 

banners, but in the stillness of the soul — a quiet 

defiance against the invisible chains that bind me. 

It is the silent refusal to surrender to despair, the small, 

stubborn spark that refuses to be extinguished even in 

the darkest nights. 

This revolt does not rage in grand gestures; it breathes 

in the whispered prayers, in the soft tears shed behind 

closed doors, in the moments when I choose to rise 

again despite the weight pressing down. 

It is a rebellion of the heart, a slow unraveling of fear 

and doubt that has kept me prisoner for so long. 

In this quiet uprising, I find strength — not the kind 

born from certainty, but from the fragile hope that 

tomorrow might be different. 

I walk this path alone, carrying scars both seen and 

unseen, but I carry them with a newfound purpose. 

For even in the silence, even in the shadows, there is 

power in resistance — a power that speaks louder than 

any cry. 
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And so, I revolt quietly, fiercely, and without apology 

— because this is the only way I know to reclaim 

myself from the void. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy:::::  

TTTTThhhhheeeee  VVVVVeeeeeiiiiilllll  BBBBBeeeeetttttwwwwweeeeeeeeeennnnn DDDDDrrrrreeeeeaaaaammmmmsssss    aaaaannnnnddddd 

RRRRReeeeeaaaaallllliiiiitttttyyyyy

There is a delicate veil stretched thin between the 

realm of dreams and the harshness of reality—so 

fragile that sometimes, it feels like one could slip 

through without even noticing. 

Each night, I cross this boundary, stepping into worlds 

woven from fragments of hope, fear, and memories that 

refuse to fade. 

In dreams, the impossible becomes tangible. 

I walk through fields of forgotten promises, hear voices 

lost to time, and touch the faces of those who have long 

since vanished. 

There is a strange comfort in this place, where pain 

softens and the weight of the day is lifted, if only for a 

moment. 

But dawn always pulls me back—ripping away the 

fragile illusion and leaving me staring at the cold light 

of morning. 

Reality, with its relentless demands and silent 

indifference, waits patiently beyond the veil, 

unchanging and unforgiving. 
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Yet, in this in-between, I find a strange truth: that the 

boundary is not absolute, but fluid. 

That the dreams I hold onto—no matter how 

fleeting—carry a power to shape the waking world, to 

mend fractures, to kindle hope. 

And so, I linger here, between sleep and waking, 

caught in the dance of shadows and light, learning that 

sometimes, the space between is where healing begins. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ------OOOOOnnnnneeeee::::: OOOOOOOOOO--

TTTTThhhhheeeee    LLLLLaaaaannnnnggggguuuuuaaaaagggggeeeee    ooooofffff SSSSSooooollllliiiiitttttuuuuudddddeeeee

Solitude speaks in a language all its own—quiet, 

unadorned, and often misunderstood. 

It is not simply the absence of others, but a presence 

felt deeply within—a stillness that can be both a 

sanctuary and a prison. 

In this language, silence is a word, and shadows are 

sentences woven between moments of breath. 

It tells stories of longing, of wounds that have no voice, 

and of a heart learning to listen to its own rhythm. 

Sometimes, solitude feels like a heavy cloak, pressing 

down with the weight of loneliness and regret. 

At other times, it is a gentle companion, offering space 

to breathe, to think, to simply be without pretence. 

I have learned to decipher its subtle cues—the restless 

nights, the sudden tears, the fleeting smiles that hold 

more than words ever could. 

In solitude, I confront myself stripped of masks, face to 

face with the fragments of a soul both broken and 

whole. 

It is here, in this quiet dialogue with myself, that I 

glimpse the possibility of understanding—of finding 

peace not in the noise of the world, but in the depths of 

my own stillness. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr   FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy --TTTTTwwwwwooooo::::: TTTTTTTTT--

WWWWWhhhhheeeeennnnn ttttthhhhheeeee WWWWWooooorrrrrlllllddddd TTTTTuuuuurrrrrnnnnnsssss   AAAAAwwwwwaaaaayyyyy

There is a moment, sharp and sudden, when the world 

seems to turn away — not in loud rejection, but in 

silent indifference. 

A moment when the faces around you blur into 

shadows, and their eyes look past you as if you were 

nothing more than a ghost. 

It is a loneliness unlike any other, one that seeps into 

your bones and settles deep in the marrow of your 

being. 

You reach out, desperate for a touch, a word, a sign 

that you exist, but find only the cold void of absence. 

In this forsaken space, I wrestle with the ache of 

invisibility, the bitter taste of being forgotten even 

when standing in plain sight. 

I wonder if this is the punishment for living too quietly, 

for loving too deeply, for carrying wounds no one else 

can see. 

But even as the world turns away, a stubborn flame 

flickers inside — a silent vow that I will not vanish, 

will not fade into the background. 
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Because somewhere beneath the weight of neglect, 

there remains a spark of defiance, a fragile hope that I 

will be found. 

And so I endure, holding onto that fragile light, 

waiting for a day when the world might finally see me 

— not as a shadow, but as someone who was always 

here. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy --TTTTThhhhhrrrrreeeeeeeeee:::::    TTTTTTTTTT--

BBBBBeeeeennnnneeeeeaaaaattttthhhhh   ttttthhhhheeeee WWWWWeeeeeiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt  ooooofffff SSSSSiiiiilllleeeeennnnnccccceeeee

Silence is not always empty.

Sometimes, it is heavy—dense enough to press upon 

your chest, making it hard to breathe, hard to think, 

hard to be. 

I have carried such silence like a stone in my heart, 

feeling its weight in every quiet moment, every pause 

between words unspoken. 

It fills the space where voices should be, where comfort 

should come, leaving only a vast, suffocating void. 

This silence speaks louder than any shout—it tells 

stories of pain too deep to voice, of grief held tight 

beneath a calm exterior. 

It is the sound of loneliness echoing back at me from 

walls that have heard nothing but my quiet despair. 

Yet, within this oppressive silence, I find a strange kind 

of presence—a space where my thoughts can gather, 

where my fractured self can begin to mend. 

It is here, beneath the weight of silence, that I confront 

the parts of me I have long avoided, facing my fears 

with trembling honesty. 
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And though the silence threatens to consume, it also 

holds the possibility of healing—a silent breath before 

the first word is finally spoken. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ----FFFFFooooouuuuurrrrr::::: FFFFFFFFF

SSSSShhhhhaaaaadddddooooowwwwwsssss TTTTThhhhhaaaaattttt    SSSSSpppppeeeeeaaaaakkkkk

The shadows stretch long across the room, whispering 

secrets only the night can understand. 

They move silently, folding into corners where light 

fears to tread, carrying with them the weight of all that 

remains unspoken. 

In their embrace, I find a strange solace—a place where 

truth can hide without judgment, where pain is veiled 

in darkness but not erased.

The shadows are my confessions, my silent cries folded 

into their depths, where no one else need ever see them.  

They speak in a language of absence and longing, of 

moments lost to time and memories too fragile to hold 

in daylight. 

Every flicker and sway is a fragment of my story, cast 

in darkness yet full of life. 

Sometimes, I reach out to touch these shadows, hoping 

to grasp the whispers that escape my own voice. 

But they slip through my fingers like smoke, intangible 

yet undeniable—a reminder that some truths live only 

in silence. 
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In this dance with shadows, I learn that speaking is not 

always about sound. 

Sometimes, the most profound words are those that are 

felt in the quiet spaces between light and dark. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ---FFFFFiiiiivvvvveeeee::::: FFFFFFFF

FFFFFrrrrraaaaaccccctttttuuuuurrrrreeeeeddddd    RRRRReeeeefffffllllleeeeeccccctttttiiiiiooooonnnnnsssss

The mirror lies before me, cracked and fractured like 

the pieces of my own soul. 

Each shard reflects a fragment of who I am—broken, 

incomplete, yet undeniably real. 

I stare into these fractured reflections, searching for 

the face I once knew, the self that seemed whole and 

untouched by pain. 

But all I see are fragments—glimpses of hope 

shattered by disappointment, glimpses of joy dulled by 

sorrow. 

These broken pieces tell stories the lips refuse to 

speak—of battles fought in silence, of wounds that heal 

only to reopen again. 

They hold the weight of memories too heavy to carry, 

the scars hidden beneath a fragile mask. 

Yet, within this brokenness, there is a strange 

beauty—a mosaic crafted not from perfection but from 

resilience. 

Each crack is a testament to survival, each fracture a 

mark of endurance. 

I gather these pieces slowly, not to mend the mirror, 

but to accept its imperfections as part of my truth. 
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In this acceptance, I find a fragile strength—a quiet 

courage to face the world, one shattered reflection at a 

time. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ---SSSSSiiiiixxxxx::::: SSSSSSSS-

TTTTThhhhheeeee    EEEEEccccchhhhhoooooeeeeesssss    ooooofffff  FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggoooootttttttttteeeeennnnn NNNNNaaaaammmmmeeeeesssss

Names once spoken with love now linger only as 

distant echoes in empty halls, fading into the dust of 

forgotten memories. 

They hang in the air like fragile ghosts—whispers of 

people who once mattered, who once filled my world 

with light. 

I reach out for these names, desperate to grasp the 

warmth they once carried, but all that meets my hands 

is cold silence. 

Each name is a thread unravelled, a connection severed 

by time’s relentless march. 

The weight of these lost voices presses down on me, 

heavier than any stone. 

They remind me of promises broken, of faces vanished, 

of stories left unfinished. 

Yet, within this silence, there is a haunting beauty—an 

elegy for all that was and all that can never be again. 

The echoes teach me that loss is not only absence, but 

also the space where love once lived, lingering beyond 

the reach of time. 
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In honouring these forgotten names, I reclaim a part of 

myself—carrying their memory as both burden and 

blessing. 

For even in forgetting, there remains a trace of what 

once was, a shadow of what still might be. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ---SSSSSeeeeevvvvveeeeennnnn::::: SSSSSSSSS-

TTTTThhhhheeeee    IIIIInnnnnvvvvviiiiisssssiiiiibbbbbllllleeeee   SSSSScccccaaaaarrrrrsssss

There are wounds that never bleed, scars etched not on 

skin but deep within the unseen folds of the soul. 

These invisible scars tell stories of pain endured in 

silence, of battles fought behind closed eyes where no 

one watched. 

I carry these scars like badges of a war I never chose to 

fight, marks left by words unsaid, betrayals unseen, 

and losses too heavy to name. 

They ache in quiet moments, reminding me of the 

fractures beneath the surface—fractures that shape 

who I am but do not define me entirely. 

These scars are invisible to the world, hidden beneath 

a carefully constructed façade of strength and calm. 

Yet they pulse with a rawness that no one else can feel, 

a persistent reminder of my fragility. 

And though they pain me, I have come to understand 

that these scars are also proof of survival—proof that 

I have endured the storms that sought to break me. 

They are the map of my resilience, the quiet testament 

to a heart that refuses to be erased. 
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In embracing these invisible scars, I find a paradoxical 

freedom—acceptance not of perfection, but of all the 

broken pieces that make me whole. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr  FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ----EEEEEiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt:::::   EEEEEEEE

TTTTThhhhheeeee    LLLLLaaaaasssssttttt    LLLLLiiiiiggggghhhhhttttt  BBBBBeeeeefffffooooorrrrreeeee DDDDDuuuuussssskkkkk

There is a fragile moment, fleeting and almost 

forgotten, when the world holds its breath just before 

dusk—the last light lingering on the horizon, reluctant 

to disappear. 

In that delicate glow, everything feels suspended 

between what has been and what is yet to come. 

I have learned to wait for this moment, to watch as the 

day slowly slips away, carrying with it the weight of 

countless disappointments and unspoken fears. 

The last light offers a quiet reminder that endings are 

never absolute—that even in darkness, there is a trace 

of something beautiful, something hopeful. 

It is in this fragile twilight that I confront my own 

contradictions—the light and shadow intertwined 

within me, the ache of longing balanced against the 

comfort of surrender. 

Here, I am neither broken nor whole, but simply a soul 

caught in the in-between, fragile yet enduring. 

As the dusk deepens, I feel the silence stretch around 

me like a soft cloak, inviting reflection and solitude. 
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The world outside may grow cold and distant, but in 

this last light, I find a space to breathe, to remember, 

to dream. 

And perhaps, in the quiet fading of day, there is a 

promise—not of grand miracles or sudden salvation, 

but of slow, gentle healing that comes when we least 

expect it. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFooooorrrrrtttttyyyyy ----NNNNNiiiiinnnnneeeee::::: NNNNNNNNNN

EEEEEccccchhhhhoooooeeeeesssss WWWWWiiiiittttthhhhhooooouuuuuttttt AAAAAnnnnnssssswwwwweeeeerrrrrsssss

Some questions linger in the air like thick fog, dense 

and impenetrable—never quite answered, yet 

impossible to ignore. 

They press upon my mind with relentless urgency, 

demanding attention even when I long for silence. 

Who am I beneath all these layers of pain and solitude? 

Why must the heart bear burdens that no one else 

sees? 

Is there meaning in this endless cycle of hope and 

despair, or am I simply drifting through shadows with 

no destination? 

These questions have no answers—only echoes that 

rebound in the hollow chambers of my soul, teasing me 

with glimpses of understanding that slip away like 

water through fingers. 

They haunt my nights, stealing peace and filling the 

quiet moments with restless uncertainty. 

Yet, in the absence of answers, I have found a strange 

kind of peace—acceptance that not all questions are 

meant to be solved, that some mysteries are part of the 

human condition. 
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To live with unanswered questions is to live fully in 

the tension between doubt and faith, between despair 

and hope. 

And so I carry this weight—not as a burden, but as a 

companion on the long road ahead, knowing that 

sometimes, the search itself is what gives life meaning. 
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CCCCChhhhhaaaaapppppttttteeeeerrrrr FFFFFiiiiiffffftttttyyyyy:::::

TTTTThhhhheeeee    DDDDDaaaaayyyyy     GGGGGoooooddddd     FFFFFooooorrrrrgggggooooottttt

There was a day when the world fell silent, when the 

heavens seemed to close their eyes and the sky 

withheld its light. 

A day when the earth bore witness to a void so 

profound, it felt as if even God had forgotten to 

remember. 

In that emptiness, I wandered—lost in a landscape 

where faith faltered and hope was a fragile whisper. 

I cried out not for answers, but for presence, for 

acknowledgment of the loneliness that had taken root 

deep inside. 

This was not a day of blasphemy or rebellion, but of 

raw, honest yearning—a desperate plea from a heart 

shattered by absence. 

It was the silent scream of one who loved and lost, who 

believed and was betrayed by the silence of the divine. 

Yet within this forgetting, I found an unexpected 

truth—that sometimes, the greatest act of faith is to 

endure the absence itself. 

To hold onto the fragile thread of being even when the 

world seems forsaken. 
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And so, on this day, I chose to remember—not the God 

who forgot, but the human soul that refused to vanish. 

Because in the deepest darkness, where even gods seem 

silent, it is we who must become the light. 
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CCCCClllllooooosssssiiiiinnnnnggggg   NNNNNooooottttteeeee    tttttooooo ttttthhhhheeeee   RRRRReeeeeaaaaadddddeeeeerrrrr  

To You, The Silent Voyager 

In the quiet folds of these pages, where shadows dance 

with whispers, you have wandered—brave and 

unafraid—to the edges of forgotten days. This is not 

merely a story inked on paper; it is a fragile breath 

caught between the spaces of silence and sorrow, a 

pulse that trembles beneath the weight of absence. 

Thank you for carrying these fragile fragments with 

gentle hands—for listening to the unspoken prayers 

folded within broken hearts, for holding the ache that 

words cannot name. In a world that hurries past the 

soft cries of the soul, your presence here is a sacred 

pause, a quiet rebellion. 

May the echoes of this forgotten day linger in your 

spirit—soft as a sigh, fierce as the dawn. And when the 

silence stretches long and the night feels endless, 

remember this: even forgotten days are stitched into 

the tapestry of our becoming. You are the light 

threading through the dark, the whisper that refuses to 

fade. 

Walk gently, carry your shadows like stars, and 

know—always—that you are never alone, even when 

the world forgets. 
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If you’ve made it here, to the very last line, I want to 

thank you — not just for reading, but for feeling your 

way through this story. 

“The Day God Forgot” was never about religion, or 

blasphemy, or proving anything divine wrong “ 

It was about isolation — the kind that doesn’t scream, 

but whispers. 

It was about that unbearable silence you carry inside 

your chest when the world forgets your name, and 

worse, when you begin to forget it too.  

This book was a mirror. 

A scream. 

A whisper. 

A prayer. And maybe… a hand reaching out to yours  

And I hope, even in the smallest way, it reminded you: 

You’re not forgotten. The silence is loud, yes. But so 

are you. 

Speak. Even if it’s just a whisper. 

Especially if it’s just a whisper. 

(Because sometimes, that’s how the stars start 

listening again.)  

With boundless grace,  

— Faizaan Iqbal 

—  

 



105 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


