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​First Part: Huckleberry Friend

​I lay there, staring blankly at the white ceiling, my chest rising and falling as I struggled to catch my breath. The remnants of yet another nightmare clung to the air like smoke. “Another nightmare...” I whispered into the stillness of the room. Slowly, I closed my eyes, feeling the weight of exhaustion pressing down on me. Yet the thought of returning to sleep sent a chill through me, as if an unseen gaze was always present, cold and silently watching.

A whirlwind of thoughts swirled in my mind, relentless and jarring. This constant turmoil felt like a grinding itch I couldn't scratch, the brain itch. It feels like a thousand radio stations playing at once; the chaos takes its toll on me, pushing me further to the edge.

Suddenly, dawn broke, casting a soft glow across the room. Another day had arrived—another chance to fight and survive.

​“Am I used to it?” I wondered, knowing the answer was clear yet unsettling.

​“Do I like it?” Absolutely not.

Since childhood, I’ve had a tendency to push people away, often for no good reason. I’ve lost track of how many relationships I’ve let slip away. Each name flashes in my memory; each face haunting me with reminders of bonds I severed.

The truth is... I overthink—A LOT. My emotions feel like a drum being struck by two different rhythms—joy and spite—and the conflict is tearing me apart. When dark clouds settle over my thoughts, everything spirals out of control. While I can love deeply and care profoundly, beneath the surface lies anger and a capacity for deep hatred.

​Still, I strive to find my footing. I yearn for a place to stand still. “I need my Huckleberry friend to stay, Ellie,” I murmur, my words heavy with longing and dread. She is the only one who ever truly saw me. Yet, my sensitivity feels like fragile glass, easily shattered by the slightest provocation. In my quest to understand and manage my emotions, I often retreat into solitude, drifting away from those who care, caught between the comfort of isolation and the pain of being alone.

​Second Part: Unwell

I can get along just fine with people from all walks of life; to me, age and gender don’t matter. I can engage in conversations about nearly any topic under the sun, and I’m comfortable talking with anyone. However, I don’t consider myself particularly friendly, and honestly, I’m not keen on forming friendships. Deep down, I suspect that others wouldn’t want to be friends with me either, making it a mutual feeling.

Sometimes, I smile timidly and sigh as I reflect on my past.

​Growing up, I was often labeled as someone with a bad temper, notorious for extreme mood swings, and a short attention span. I was that child who threw terrible tantrums and struggled with feelings of anger.

​Not much changed during my teenage years. I still received the same labels, but this time the doctor’s words echoed the childhood judgment: unstable, impulsive, extreme mood swings... I was also seen as the black sheep of the family. Sometimes, I wondered if maybe that was true.

​Life has been complex for as long as I can remember. I had everything I wanted while growing up, yet I never found peace of mind. When my thoughts are clear and my mind is calm, I can think logically. Unfortunately, that’s not always the case.

​More often than not, I deal with a constant brain itch that feels like sandpaper rubbing behind my eyes. It leads me to create the saddest, most terrible scenarios imaginable. I’ll press my fists into my temples, trying to grind the thoughts to a halt, but the relentless negativity makes me feel miserable and depressed, causing me to become grouchy and irritable. Despite this inner struggle, I strive to function normally and present myself as whole because I don’t want others to see the broken and damaged person I feel like inside. I’ve been harshly judging myself for so long; I don’t want anyone else to take on that role anymore.

​Third Part: Triggered

​I awoke once again from a harrowing nightmare, its dark shadows clinging to me like a heavy fog. It feels as though I am trapped in a never-ending loop of despair, disconnected from the vibrant pulse of the real world. My dreams have turned into a battleground where I desperately fight against the monstrous beasts lurking in the dark corners of my mind. Their strength is overwhelming, draining the very essence of my spirit with each fierce encounter.
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