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the crazy life we lead
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we wake up in pieces

not shattered, not broken—

just rearranged enough

to pretend we’re new

morning comes like a rumor

whispered through blinds

like a promise nobody signed

but somehow we’re still expected to keep

coffee burns the tongue

because we’re always rushing

toward something unnamed

a destination shaped like “later”

we check our reflections

not for truth

but for reassurance

that we still exist in the way we remember

and even that

feels negotiable

this is the life—

the wild, spinning, ungraspable life—

where everything matters

until it doesn’t

where love is loud

until it goes silent

like a room after a door slam

that echoes longer than the sound itself

we run on invisible clocks

tick tick tick

counting moments we never agreed to measure

you ever notice

how time feels heavier

when you’re alone

how seconds stretch like wire

thin and dangerous

ready to snap

and yet—

when you’re with someone you love

it disappears

like it never owed you anything

this is the imbalance

the strange gravity of being alive

we chase meaning

through conversations that circle themselves

through laughter that hides fractures

through nights that stretch too far

we dance with our shadows

in rooms no one else sees

trying to convince ourselves

we’re not afraid of the dark

but we are

we are terrified

of the quiet

of the stillness

of the moment when nothing distracts us

from ourselves

so we fill it

with noise

with scrolling

with voices that aren’t ours

because silence

has a way of asking questions

we don’t want to answer

like—

who are you when no one is watching

who are you when the mask slips

who are you when the music stops

and the truth is

we don’t always know

so we build identities

like houses on unstable ground

decorated with borrowed beliefs

painted with opinions we inherited

we say things like

“I’m fine”

“I’m good”

“I’ll figure it out”

and sometimes

we mean it

but sometimes

it’s just survival language

a dialect of denial

spoken fluently

this life—

this crazy, beautiful, unbearable life—

is a series of contradictions

we want to be seen

but we hide

we want to be loved

but we push away

we want to be understood

but we don’t even understand ourselves

and still

we keep going

because something in us

refuses to stop

call it hope

call it stubbornness

call it the quiet rebellion

of a heart that won’t quit

we fall in love

like it’s the first time

every time

even when we swear

we won’t

even when we know

how it ends

there’s something reckless

about the way we open ourselves

like doors in a storm

we let people in
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