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you grabbed my feet in my early youth, when the world was lying open to me. you built an obstacle course and you threw me in the middle.


initially i went off course but i could still navigate through the obstacles. i was puzzled about the bumps but i did not give them any meaning, because i still managed to hold on to the many things, which gave me quality of life. but you grabbed me and had no intention to let go.


you became more demanding through the years and your course became harder to navigate through. you blocked the door to the exits and you filled the course with alcohol and pill abuse. when you opened the door again, i had lost the will to live and i tried to leave the world. you could not accept that, so you threw me at the hospital where i lived for a long period of time.


i fought back. i fought myself out of the alcohol fogs and out of the pill’s sedating effect. i found a small pocket in life, in which i could navigate without your interference. you still tried to control my life but i kept you away. i fought you and i took small steps and i tasted momentary victories. your obstacle course appeared from time to time, but i could find my way out most of the time.


you still have a firm grip on my feet, but i accept your presence. i live with your limitations.


i live with you.
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