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For anyone who thought survival meant silence.

For everyone who stayed soft, even when it hurt.

This book was not written in the loud moments.

It was written in the after.

In the mornings I didn’t want to wake up,

and the nights I was too afraid to sleep.

In the spaces between full thoughts,

half-prayers, near-cries,

breaths that didn’t feel like enough.

Because I Felt Everything was the scream.

This one is the echo.

This is what happens when you survive

what you thought would break you.

I didn’t write these poems to be brave.

I wrote them because I didn’t know what else to do

with the feelings that kept crawling out of me,

the ones no one wanted to hear,

not even me.

But if you’re holding this,

you already know.

You’ve carried things in silence too.

You’ve made it through days no one clapped for.

You’ve lived entire lives between breaths.

And maybe you’re still hurting.

Still healing.

Still unsure.

But you’re here.

Still breathing.

Still capable of softness.

That’s enough.

That’s everything.
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Section One: The Weight I Woke Up With


-  Themes: emotional heaviness, numbness, societal disillusionment, internalized pressure



Section Two: the Moments I Almost Felt Free


-  Themes: quiet victories, emotional relief, memory as medicine, fleeting joy, hope in stillness



Section Three: What I was Afraid to Name


-  Themes: inner darkness, hesitation, the cost of silence, trauma, frozen moments
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-  Themes: emotional resilience, caring through pain, radical softness, shared humanity
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To Pain. 
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To Experience. 

To This Journey. 

To every heart that broke. 

To every dream that had to be given up on. To joy that couldn’t be more than grief. 

To life and all it holds. 

To Still Breathing. 
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Section One: The Weight I Woke up With
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There are some mornings where getting out of bed feels like an apology.

Not to anyone else, but to yourself.

You promised you'd try, but trying doesn’t look like progress anymore.

It looks like breathing just enough to stay alive,

smiling just enough to avoid questions,

and dreaming just enough to make it worse.

This section lives in that in-between space,

where nothing is burning

but everything smells like smoke.

Where you're not dead,

but you don't feel alive either.

This is the ache of being expected to be okay.

––––––––
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Rotting in the Middle

I’m not broken enough to be saved,

not bright enough to be seen.

Just a hollow blink in someone else’s morning,

a background hum beneath their dreams.

I wake up like it’s a habit,

not a gift.

Breathe in,

scroll,

sip the same bitter coffee

from the same chipped mug

with the same worn-out saying on it,

“Live fully.”

Cute.

Everything’s muted now.

Even the pain.

Especially the joy.

I don’t scream.

I don’t cry.

I just blink through the fog,

wondering if this is what people meant

by adulthood.

The walls don’t move,

the sky doesn't change.

I count the hours until tomorrow

like it means something different.

It never does.

Somewhere in me,

a fire used to live.

But now it’s a damp matchbook

forgotten in a drawer.

No one misses it.

Not even me.

I wish I could say I’m drowning,

but the truth is crueler-

I’m floating in still water,

watching mold gather at the edges,

waiting for someone to notice

that I’ve been

rotting

in the middle.

––––––––

[image: ]


They Told Me to be Grateful

They handed me my life like it was a favor.

Wrapped it in clean sheets and stable choices,

tucked in the corners with shoulds and oughts,

like they'd done me some kind of kindness

by making all the decisions for me.

They said, You have everything now.

A roof. A routine. A place in the world.

Be grateful.

Don’t ask for more than this.

And for a while, I believed them.

I smiled.

I thanked them.

I performed happiness like a girl who knew

she was lucky to be chosen at all.

But somewhere along the way,

my body started grieving

a version of me I never got to meet.

The wild one.

The restless one.

The version who said no when it mattered

and yes when it felt like truth.

Because what they called “everything”

wasn’t what I wanted.

And what I lost

wasn’t theirs to take.

Now I live in a house built from someone else’s dreams,

wake up to someone else’s idea of success,

smile in the mirror like I still recognize myself.

I am grateful.

I am.

I just don’t know

why it feels like mourning.

If I Spoke My Mind, You’d Leave

You love the version of me that doesn’t interrupt.

Doesn’t challenge.

Doesn’t bleed too loud.

You want the polished version,

the one who’s sorry before she speaks,

who says “It’s okay”

even when it never was.

But the truth?

I’m angry.

I’m tired.

I’m full of fire I was taught to hide.

And some nights, I rehearse what it would sound like

to finally let it burn.

You ask me what’s wrong,

but not like you want to know.

More like you’re hoping

I’ll keep pretending with you.

Because if I told you,

really told you,

about the voices I swallowed,

the boundaries I buried,

the rage I dressed up as patience,

you wouldn’t call it growth.

You’d call it too much.

You’d call it ungrateful.

You’d call it not the girl I fell in love with.

But that girl was dying to be liked.

This one just wants to be real.

And I know,

if I spoke my mind,

you’d leave.

Which means

you were never really here.

The Shape of Disappointment
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