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Fragments of Feelings
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Drowning in my Own Mind

There are days when I feel like I’m rotting from the inside out. Not in the poetic, metaphorical way people romanticize pain - but in the real, suffocating, ugly way that makes every breath feel like betrayal. My body, this vessel I’m supposed to live in, has become a prison. My health is dragging me down like chains around my ankles, and no matter how hard I try to keep moving, I sink deeper into the sludge of my own despair.

I keep myself busy. I fill my days with tasks, distractions, anything to keep the thoughts at bay. I scroll, I clean, I pretend. I smile at people when they talk to me, nod in all the right places, laugh when I’m supposed to. But inside, I’m screaming. The thoughts - those cruel, relentless thoughts - don’t care about my distractions. They wait. They lurk. And when the noise of the world quiets down, they get loud. Too loud. Deafening.
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