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Book 6: 
Escape into Vedome’s world through Nostalgic 

lenses, enjoy. 
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Entry 1 : 

The Peculiar Things That Stay. 
[ I see ghosts sometimes.] 

There are pieces of people I can’t seem to let go of, fragments 
stitched into the most ordinary things. They show up when I’m 
not looking for them. A flash, a detail, a habit I never thought 
would matter. And suddenly, I’m somewhere else. With 
someone else.

Carrots take me back to her. She hated them when they were 
soft, swore they were ruined the second they were cooked. I can 
still hear the way she’d push them to the edge of her plate like 
they didn’t deserve to be there. Now, whenever I see them in a 
dish, it’s her voice that comes with them.

Oranges are another story. That one belonged to someone 
different. Orange was her entire world, her favorite fruit, her 
favorite color, her presence. She peeled them so carefully, like 
every slice was a small act of devotion. To this day, when the 
smell of citrus cuts through the air, it doesn’t smell like fruit. It 
smells like her. I haven’t had an orange in a while.

And planes. I can’t watch one without thinking of her. The one 
who was always packing, always leaving, always flying 
somewhere new. She lived in motion, and for a while, I tried to 
live there with her. Even now, when I catch a plane streaking 
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across the sky, it feels like she’s still up there, half mine, half the 
world’s.

That’s what love does. It doesn’t leave all at once. It hides in the 
details. In carrots, in oranges, in planes. The world doesn’t see 
them the same way I do anymore, because they’re not just 
objects to me. They’re ghosts of people who used to be mine.
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Entry 2 : 

A Beautiful Madness. 
[ Why I let you go. ] 

I keep a picture of you in my wallet. 
I hope that does not freak you out. Maybe I started too strong. 
Let me step back. 

Thoughts of you are like sunlight pushing through my mind. 
When you are not around, nothing feels the same. I start 
thinking about one thing, then somehow end up hearing your 
name. If this is love, it is a beautiful kind of madness. 

There are nights when I lie in bed, sleepless, asking myself why 
I let you go. When dreams finally creep in like a midsummer 
breeze, they bring images of you, but only to tease. I reach for 
you, fall to my knees, wrap my arms around the ghost of you 
and beg. You look down and begin to speak, and that is when I 
wake…alone again. Screams in my head asking why I let you 
go. I talk to myself as friend and as foe. 

I have become so dark, the opposite of you. To stay true to me 
you would have to be a fool. That is when I realized: I had to let 
you go so your light could shine. I could not keep dimming it 
with my own shadows. 

4



I still look at your picture from time to time. Through that 
image your light still reaches me. On my darkest days it is the 
small glimmer that keeps the darkness at bay. 
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Entry 3 : 

Untitled Draft. 
[A fracture dressed like a man. ] 

I never asked for this kind of love. The kind that ruins you 
once, and then ruins you forever by comparison. 

I have built a version of myself that still wants to be wanted 
while knowing I cannot offer what people think they are 
stepping into. I am not monogamous. I do not trust easily. I 
have jealousies that I am still trying to unlearn. It is one thing 
to know these truths in daylight. It is another to feel them at 
two in the morning while someone is whispering into your 
neck and you are thinking about a person who is not even 
there. 

From the outside I probably look fine. A ladies man, they say. I 
check boxes, I smile, I charm, I play the part. And women 
believe me because my actions convince them. I give the kind 
of attention that feels like devotion. I make them feel like they 
are the only one in the room. And in some strange way, in that 
moment, they are. 

But the truth is I am elsewhere. Always elsewhere. My mind 
and heart belong to someone I already lost, and because of 
that, I do not know how to love anymore. 
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Until I heal, or figure out how to heal, I am a fracture dressed 
like a whole man. I am longing mistaken for loyalty. I am a 
heartbreak waiting to happen. And I do not know how to stop 
anyone from wanting me, even when I wish I could. Even if my 
touch makes you feel like the only girl in the world, I am not 
whole. You will love me, and I will love you the only way I know 
how. But it will never be enough. 
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Entry 4 : 

Hopelessly, Again and Again 
[ You are love.. ] 

I still listen to the voice memos you left, before you left. They 
are all I have left of you. 

That and a fading memory of what I thought would last forever. 
I’m not mad, upset, whatsoever. I just thought maybe that this 

would be forever.  
I’m so glad I’m numb. Due to moments like this, I can’t feel.  
From Loves unforgiving kiss, I wont heal. Because I didn’t 

know  
love leaves pain.  
Love leaves hurt.  

Love leaves misery  
and so much worse.  

You are love and will always be loved by me.  
I have yet to learn my lesson. You come back time and time 
again, sporadically. Then you vanish, gone with the wind.  

Love is blind.   
You never saw how much I’d do for you. I never saw how much 

you took from me.  
Love is a girl that I’ll fall hopelessly for. Again and again; 

forevermore.  
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Entry 5 : 

The Loneliest Skill. 
[ I never asked for this. ]  

 
I’m good at people. That’s what I’ve always told myself. 
Growing up with a single mom who had to work every hour of 
the day just to keep us afloat, it was mostly just me. 
When she left me with others, friends, neighbors, 
coworkers, flings, I learned to study them. 
To observe. To listen. To figure out what 
they wanted from me before they even 
said it. 

And when she stopped leaving 
me with people and just started leaving 
me alone, the habit stuck. I started 
putting the pieces together on my own. 
A look here, a tone there, a silence that 
said more than words ever could. Like a 
puzzle, I could subtract the layers until I solved for X, 
until I knew who they really were. 

People think that’s a gift. They say, you just get people. 
And maybe I do. But what they don’t see is that this isn’t about 
understanding, it’s about defense. It’s about never being 
caught off guard. It’s about knowing someone before they can 
hurt me. 
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The irony is that I’ve spent my whole life being good at people. 
And yet, I’ve never felt less known. Maybe being good at 
people is just another way of saying I’ve always been alone. 
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Entry 6 : 

I Need What I Despise. 
[ I hate that I need you. ] 

I hate love. 
 
It drags me into a false utopia, where serotonin and dopamine 
drown me until I forget how to breathe. I stretch my neck for 
air but it still washes over me. The scars it leaves on my heart 
do not heal. I hate how it tricks me with smiles that last so long 
my cheeks ache, only for me to realize I stopped smiling hours 
ago. I hate how it steals my sleep, tossing me through the 
night, wondering if the person on my mind is thinking about 
me too. I hate that it does not pass like hunger or thirst. It 
lingers. It festers. It is not a fleeting impulse I can cure with a 
quick release, not a fog I can burn away with drugs. Love is a 
sickness that makes me want to vomit, yet nothing comes out. 

I do not want love. 
I need love. 
And I need to be loved. 
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Entry 7 : 

Heavy Pour From An Empty Cup. 
[ I went to bed starved. ] 

I’m so busy trying to feed the world that I let myself starve.  

Sometimes I wonder where would i be if I didn’t make it this 
far.  

Sometime I think to myself who would’ve thought that I’d 
make it at all.  

Time and time again adversity came in my way.  
Sin after sin while still forgetting to pray.  
Pills after pills I stopped feeling my face.  

At night when all became still I got in my bed and I lay next to 
my thoughts and my transgression killing myself my mind was 
the weapon holding back tears my eyes start to sting before I 
know it the morning bird sings.  

Day in and day out I was surrounded by reasons of why I 
needed to be more than myself. I had all the potential but a bad 
mental health. I lacked the credentials, couldn’t seek out the 
wealth. I just had to dig deep within my own self. Once I found 
the motivation I didn’t want to stop. 
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Entry 8 : 

Ashes of Four Words. 
[ Unfinished Confession. ] 

So fixated on looking for something I will never find. 
I walked in circles until my own footprints became a maze. 
How was I expected to see the lies 
when even love is blind? 
You were never an object to be possessed 
but I wanted you to be mine, 
not in chains, not in name, 
just mine like the first breath after drowning. 

My only four words for you are 
Unruly. Unrest. Unsubtle. Divine. 
I do not have to kneel to say them. 
They rise up on their own like smoke 
from a match I cannot unstrike. 
I had planned a more romantic four words 
but they faded with time, 
the way a whispered secret dissolves 
before it reaches an ear. 
Now all I have left 
are ashes of things unsaid 
and a mouth full of ghosts 
that still taste like your name. 
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Entry 9 : 

She Was a Pretty Lie. 
[But she never told one. ] 

She was a pretty lie. 

Not the kind you catch, not the kind you expose. 

The kind you hold close because it feels better than being 
empty.  

She made me believe in things I knew weren’t real.  

That I was safe.  

That forever was possible.  

That maybe I was enough. 

We both played along.  

She wanted to be saved.  

I wanted to believe I could be the one to save her.  

Neither of us had it in us. 
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So it ended.  

And the lie stayed.  

Not with her, but in me. 

She was a pretty lie.  

And I keep her alive…  

even now. 
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Entry 10 : 

The Break-Up. 
[ Vanishing Point. ] 

Strangers from afar 
faces I can’t see in the light. 
Blurred vision, come closer 
heartbeat rises. 
Senses lost, I can’t feel. 
Senseless loss, I can’t heal. 
Trace of your musk 
creases my face 
as you vanish. 
Brief encounters, always bittersweet. 
Heartbeat lowers, 
sigh of relief. 
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Entry 11 : 

Dear Raf Simons. 
[ What was I thinking? ] 
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