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​Heavy Chains Hold Back
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In rows of desks, where dreams take flight,

Young minds ignite, with all their might.

Curiosity burns, a thirst for more,

Beyond the textbooks, they explore.

Eyes fixed on stars, so far away,

Hope and aspiration light their way.

Yet doubt creeps in, a chilling fear,

Holding them back, year after year.

Textbooks whisper tales of lands afar,

Of mountains climbed, and battles' scar.

History's course, their fingers trace,

Imaginations soar, in every space.

But doubt takes hold, a haunting chill,

Extinguishing sparks, against their will.

Expectations weigh, both in and out,

Insurmountable walls, they fear and doubt.

Whispers of limits, destined to fail,

Seeds of insecurity, they inhale.

Confidence fades, ambition dies,

Fear of falling short, their spirit cries.

Yet hope remains, a flickering light,

Yearning for lessons, day and night.

To break free from constraints, they strive,

To forge their path, and keep alive.

Wings clipped by doubt, and societal norms,

Their dreams still yearn, to weather storms.

In stolen moments, inspiration's gleam,

They dare to dream, and shape their scheme.

With pen in hand, they paint their fate,

A life of purpose, they create.

Strength within, they challenge fears,

Brick by brick, they conquer tears.

Dreams may not soar, to endless heights,

But lead to places, bathed in light.

Hearts untamed, with passion's fire,

Guide their journey, and inspire.

The fire within, once dimmed by doubt,

Now burns so bright, without a shout.

A future awaits, theirs to behold,

With wings of courage, stories unfold.

These yearning hearts, with potential grand,

Will find their wings, and learn to stand.

True success lies, not in the norm,

But in embracing, their unique form.

As wings spread wide, they start to soar,

Inspiring others, forevermore.

A trail of hope, they leave behind,

Resilience and dreams, intertwined.
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​Always Alone 
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Depleted wellspring, emotional drain,

Imbalance stings, leaving only pain.

Do I hold you higher than you hold me?

Is my worth reflected, for all to see?

Trapped in despair, isolation's hold,

Love and support, yet feeling cold.

Affection's burden, a heavy weight,

Significance fades, sealed by fate.

An afterthought, barely on their mind,

Consumed by their lives, I'm left behind.

Discarded, forgotten, a painful plight,

Unworthiness echoes, in darkest night.
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​Thoughts of an Insecure Mind
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A struggle to belong, to find my place,

Stumbling through life, mistakes I embrace.

Blunders and missteps, a shadow they cast,

Day after day, the die seems to be cast.

Disliked, an outsider, I feel it so deep,

Friendly smiles, a facade I can't keep.

Loneliness lingers, a constant despair,

Do they truly care, is anyone there?

Grappling with doubt, uncertainty's sting,

What am I doing wrong, what sorrow I bring?

Isolation suffocates, a heavy embrace,

Is solitude's path the one I must chase?

Different, I may be, a truth hard to face,

Do I belong here, in this crowded space?

Perhaps it's time to accept what's in sight,

A solitary journey, into the quiet night.
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​Why do I speak? 
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To speak, or not to speak, that is the question,

A heavy burden, an internal confession.

Words can harm, like a sharpened knife,

Silence a shield, in the battle of life.

Retreat and hide, nurse the wounds within,

Solitude's solace, where the pain begins.

Longing to emerge, but fear holds me tight,

Consequences loom, in the pale moonlight.

Arguments and rejection, a lonely plight,

Ostracized and misunderstood, in the day and night.

Voice forceful, unyielding, words sharp and bold,

Bluntness jarring, stories untold.

Upset and anger, frustration's sting,

Blame shifted, a vicious ring.

Isolated and misunderstood, a heavy toll,

Internal conflict, takes its hold.

Confrontation's futility, a bitter pill,

Hurt and anger, harder still.

Problems within, a solitary fight,

Silence breaks, with all its might.

Expression's release, issues arise,

Unresolved problems, beneath stormy skies.

Alone in the shadows, solace I seek,

The cycle continues, week after week.
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​And Then There's Me
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Trapped behind the glass, I see,

Connections bloom, but not for me.

Yearning for belonging's gentle touch,

Jealousy awakens, far too much.

I pray for change, a hopeful plea,

Self-deception whispers silently.

Falling behind, the pace too fast,

A sense of failure, overcast.

Idealized image, shattered dreams,

The dissonance, a painful scream.

Longing to be the helping hand,

But anger surges, unplanned.

The ache for closeness, a constant sting,

Elusive bonds, they never cling.

Fear of oblivion, a haunting tune,

"Don't forget me," I wish to croon.

Yet silence binds, a fearful art,

Vulnerability, a fragile start.

Rejection's echo, a chilling breeze,

Forgotten whispers, on bended knees.
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​A Drift
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Lost at sea, adrift and wide,

Endless horizon, my lonely guide.

Gentle waves rock, a solitude's sway,

Far from shore, memories fade away.

Sun's harsh glare, a shimmering gleam,

Beauty and isolation, a haunting theme.

Shadows lengthen, foreboding descends,

Distant waves, concern that ends.

They watch me drift, a fleeting care,

Content in solitude, they assume I fare.

Trapped in my world, shadows deep,

Whispers and echoes, secrets I keep.

Currents carry, into the unknown,

Sun sets, stars emerge, moon's pale glow shown.

Breathtaking beauty, a lonely art,

Adrift in a world, a forgotten heart.
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​Loser
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Always slipping through the cracks,

The afterthought that always lacks.

They'll deny it, that's their art,

But actions speak, they break my heart.

"We missed you," with forced cheer,

Conversations flow, I disappear.

Laughter fades when I appear,

Awkward silence, tension's here.

Am I the killjoy, the unwelcome guest?

Their words of missing, are they just a test?

Genuine affection or polite pretense,

The question haunts, devoid of sense.

Worthless and insignificant, that's my fear,

My absence unnoticed, year after year.

An outsider peering, a loser trapped,

In solitary existence, where shadows adapt. 
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​It Hurts Like Hell
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Self-importance, a fragile crown,

Built on pedestals, easily downed.

Belief in loyalty, a foolish dream,

Reality's truth, a harsh, cold gleam.

Pillars of support, crumble and break,

Trust's foundation, begins to shake.

Adrift in disillusionment's tide,

Hurt, lost, and alone, where truths reside.

Painful the lesson, significance fades,

In the lives of others, where truth pervades.

Growth comes from facing, the harsh, cold truth,

In the mirror's reflection, lies the proof.
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​One Night
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In a room thick with tension's air,

Unspoken words hang heavy there.

Ticking clock and humming fridge,

Two figures sit, beneath the bridge.

Harsh words sting, accusations fly,

Barbed insults aimed, as time goes by.

Echoes linger in the silent space,

Haunting ghosts in every place.

Outside, the world oblivious goes,

Cars pass by, as life's river flows.

Distant bark, a stark reminder,

Life continues, though hearts are tinder.

Friends and family, with platitudes,

"Forget and move on," they intrude.

Easy words for those who've not been stung,

The pain remains, where barbs were flung.

Raw and visceral, the hurt does gnaw,

A hollow ache, where shadows draw.

Injustice burns, a fiery coal,

Rage simmers, taking its toll.

Questions swirl, a tempest's might,

Why? What was done? Was strength in sight?

The urge to fight, to hurl words back,

But deeper instinct holds them on track.

Shared history, laughter's embrace,

Memories linger in time and space.

Fear of the unknown, ties to sever,

A future without, forever and ever.

Desire to talk, to find a way,

Through wreckage and despair's display.

Anger, hurt, confusion's art,

A Gordian knot, in each beating heart.

Silent battle, demons they face,

Whispered words, in time and space.

Clock ticks on, night's curtain falls,

Outcome uncertain, as silence calls.
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​Another one Hits the Road
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People leave, it's a sorrowful truth,

Heartache and sorrow, an unending sleuth.

Hold on, give up, move on, words so hollow,

Pain persists, doubts linger, insecurities follow.

Fear of rejection, a lonely plight,
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