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If there was one habit I’d inherited from my dad, it was going for a walk when you got mad. His walking was a little more toxic. He’d walked out once and just never came home. I’d at least managed to twist the impulse into a thorough knowledge of my local hiking trails.

So when I had a bad day, I went for a hike. And boy, was this one a doozy.

My breath came in short, angry pants as I forced my feet up the steep incline at the start of the trail. The gravel was loose, half-charred in places, and my boots skidded on it every third step. According to the online reviews, this trail was “not for beginners,” “dry, dangerous terrain,” and “no shade. No help.” Perfect. I was in the mood to wreck myself. To scrape out all the fury with rocks and sweat.

I had my backpack, my trail boots, and my water bottle. I was good to go. No other cars at the trailhead, no people, no sounds but wind and gravel. It felt like the mountain had already been abandoned by the rest of the world. Sheer perfection. I needed the space to fall apart in peace.

With no audience but the dirt and sky, I let myself speak aloud. Loudly. Screaming into the void wasn’t just metaphor today; it was tactical.

The landscape wasn’t listening. The gravel didn’t care. The sun had no opinions. The wind, if you could call that limp cough of air wind, only existed to fling dust into my face like a goddamn joke. It stung my eyes and I blinked furiously, the ache sharp and stupid.

“I am a gigantic sack of fucking waste!” I screamed, throat already dry. I yelled it at the trail, the sky, the hidden bones of the planet. “I’m the biggest moron of the goddamn century!”

My voice cracked. No echo. Just heat and silence swallowing every word whole. The air sucked the breath right out of my chest and left nothing but bitterness behind.
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