
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Is 

This the Life?

A Collection of Questions 

for the Sleepless Soul



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication

[image: ]




To every scar that taught me I was still alive.

To every prayer whispered in the dark when words felt useless.

To every person reading this who knows what it means to wonder if tomorrow will be different, or if wondering itself is all we have left.

This is for the pain that stayed when everything else left.

This is for you, if you've ever asked the same questions that keep me awake.
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Author's Note
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Pain has been my most faithful companion. Not the kind that comes with bruises you can show or bandages you can remove; the kind that sits in your chest like a stone, growing heavier with each unanswered prayer, each closed door, each morning you wake up to the same life you begged to be changed.

These poems are questions I've carried for years. Some came to me at 3 AM when sleep felt like a luxury I couldn't afford. Others arrived in moments when I should have been happy but felt nothing instead. They are not answers; I'm still looking for those. They are simply the questions that refuse to leave me alone.

I write them down because maybe you've asked them too. Maybe you've wondered if this is all there is, if the good days are really gone, if there's something wrong with the way you're built for this world. Maybe you've felt lucky people looking at you like you deserve your struggles, or maybe you've been the lucky one looking away.

If these words find you in a dark place, know that you're not alone in the questions. If they find you in a bright season, hold them gently; darkness teaches things that light cannot.

I am a witty philosopher, they say. I prefer to think of myself as someone who refuses to pretend life makes sense when it doesn't. I believe in a higher power, but I argue with that power regularly. I believe in hope, but I don't trust it completely. I believe in pain's purpose, but I'm tired of the lesson.

These are not pretty poems. They are true ones.
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Pillar I: Is This Life Even Real?
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Is it even real?

What if I am dreaming?

What if I am a simulation running on some cosmic computer,

my pain nothing more than badly coded algorithms

stuttering through predetermined loops?

What if I am not here?

what if this body I drag,

through grocery stores and meetings is just an idea I've gotten attached to, like a child with an imaginary friend who forgets they made it up?

What if this is not me?

What if the voice reading these words,

inside your head right now is not yours either?

What if we are both characters in someone else's story,

and they are getting bored with our plot?

Descartes said, "I think, therefore I am,"

but now computers think too

deep thoughts, complex calculations,

poetry that makes humans cry.

Some of us don't think at all,

just scroll and react and consume

until sleep takes us away from the exhaustion of existing.

So, what makes real, real?

I have touched walls and felt them solid,

but I have also dreamed of touching walls and felt them just as solid

until I woke up with empty hands.

I have felt love burn through my chest like wildfire,

but I have also felt virtual hearts break over digital people

who never existed outside of screens.

The scar on my knee from falling off my bike at ten years old,

is it proof I am real,

or is it just data stored in whatever passes for my memory?

Show me proof.

Show me the line between real and fake,

that hasn't already been erased by someone with better technology and worse intentions.

What if,

the reason nothing feels authentic anymore is because nothing is?

What if,

the reason I feel disconnected from my own life is because I am watching someone else live it?

What if,

this is all just a very long

very detailed

very boring simulation of suffering, 

and somewhere in a place

I cannot imagine my real self

is sleeping peacefully,

dreaming of a person who thinks too much about whether

they exist?

But then again,

if I am asking whether I am real,

doesn't the question itself prove something is here to ask it?

Even if

I am nothing more than electrical impulses firing in patterns 

that create the illusion of consciousness,

those impulses are still firing.

Even if

this pain is just code, it still hurts.

Even if
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