\X/ I I I ‘ | | Q Tears are what's left when the heart is

ground to dust—
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I S Everything remains—hushed.
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S I LENT I mocked myself for grieving,

as if sorrow were a performance.
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Loss arrives without a sound. Even loss cannot correct what’s wrong.
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The void—so quiet, so cruelly real. I tried to balance guilt with my own suffering—
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Fear rises like a tide, endless, nameless. a foolish exchange, a quiet cruelty.
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How do I close my eyes? I mocked myself for grieving, as if sorrow were a performance.
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How do I breathe? But when life departs, can it ever be pretend?
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How do I remain? Everything remains—hushed.
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Tears are what’s left when the heart is ground to dust—
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a fluid confession of what cannot be said aloud.
YRLE AR 22 R

Time becomes a blade, trimming away my edges. Ruby (Ruyi) Chen studies Media, Culture, and
Hif IEUH’J/I‘:*UD] 5 %Uﬂﬁﬁfkﬁﬁ'ﬁ E’]*é% o Communication at NYU Steinhardt. Rooted in Shanghai and

shaped by Paris and New York, she explores how beauty

q q o 7a—g 5 survives in transience and how faith begins in silence.
Every wound breathes in the open air—oxidizing, trembling, f g

eager to destroy itself.
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Yet at the hour when night can no longer bear its silence,

my eyes open again.
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30 When Breath is Silent



