
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Tell Me How I Died

––––––––

"Unraveling the Life That Wasn’t Mine So I Could Finally Live."



    
        
          Tell Me How I Died

        

        
        
          Maria Morrison's Deep Thoughts

        

        
        
          Maria Morrison

        

        
          Published by Maria Morrison, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      TELL ME HOW I DIED

    

    
      First edition. July 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Maria Morrison.

    

    
    
      Written by Maria Morrison.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Maria Morrison

DISCLAIMER

This Book was written entirely by me, offering a refreshing alternative to robotic AI-generated content.

This eBook is presented for the express purpose of providing information. We have taken every precaution to guarantee that this eBook is accurate and comprehensive.

Despite our best efforts, the content might have typos, missing information, or be out of date. Content may be changed, updated, or removed by the author at any time. 

Both the publisher and the author disclaim all responsibility for any inaccuracies or omissions and do not guarantee that this book is comprehensive.

The author does not advocate or recommend any particular product, service, business, or person. Before basing any judgments on the material of this book, the reader is expected to perform their own research and exercise due diligence.

The publisher and author expressly disclaim all responsibility and liability, whether direct or indirect, for any damage or loss that may occur as a consequence of this eBook.

Readers are encouraged to exercise their best judgment before implementing any suggestion or recommendation from this publication. It is advised to consult a medical doctor, therapist, or attorney if you desire expert counsel.

Without the author's explicit written consent, you may not copy, reproduce, store, transmit, or otherwise make available all or part of this book, whether by mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recording, scanning, or any other method.

Introduction: A Story of the Self That Slipped Away

This isn’t a book about physical death.
It’s about the quieter kind—the kind that creeps in unnoticed.
The kind that happens while you’re smiling, saying “I’m fine,” and doing everything you’re supposed to do.

THIS IS THE STORY OF how I died without dying.

Of how I lost myself piece by piece—under expectations I didn’t agree to, roles I never consciously chose, and versions of me that were built for approval, not truth. It’s about the slow erosion of dreams, the ache of silence, the spiritual vacancy behind a busy, polished life.

But it’s also a resurrection story.

Each chapter is a turning point—a symbolic death, a goodbye, a breaking open. You’ll find funerals for false selves, obituaries for the overachiever, and buried truths finally exhumed. You’ll meet the numbness that pretended to be peace. The dreams that went missing. The shoulds that strangled your joy.

But you’ll also find ashes that offered answers.

Bottoms that became beginnings.

And the miracle of still being here—still curious, still willing to wonder who you really are beneath it all.

This book is for anyone who’s ever whispered, “I don’t recognize this life.”

Welcome. Let’s find your real one—together.
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Chapter One: The Day I Disappeared but No One Noticed 
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(Invisibility, Burnout, and Quiet Unravelings)

It didn't happen with a bang. There was no dramatic farewell, no explosive burnout, no grand collapse. It was more like the soft closing of a door I didn’t know I had walked through. One day, I was there—in the middle of conversations, laughter, purpose—and then, without warning, I wasn’t. I had disappeared. And no one noticed.

There’s a peculiar kind of grief that comes with going missing while still showing up. It’s not the kind of vanishing that calls for a search party. It’s the kind where you sit in a room full of people and feel like a hologram—visible but untouchable, heard but not felt, included but not known. A slow fade, not an exit.

That’s how burnout really feels. Not fiery or flailing. Just... gone. One to-do list too many, one favor too far, one smile too fake—and suddenly, the thread holding you to yourself snaps. You don’t scream. You don’t sob. You just slip out of your own skin and keep moving. 

Functioning. 

Pretending. 

Disappearing.

Invisibility Isn’t Always Chosen

THE WORLD LOVES LOUD. It applauds big personalities, big achievements, big energy. But when your light dims, when you begin to show signs of slowing or crumbling, the applause fades fast. I wasn’t trying to vanish. I wasn’t playing small. I was exhausted from trying to be seen the “right” way—through performance, productivity, and pleasing. Eventually, it wore me down to silence.

People didn’t notice because I didn’t let them. That’s the trap. You keep showing up. You keep doing the work. You reply to emails, post the photo, show up to the dinner. But there’s no spark. You’re a placeholder in your own life. You’ve curated an image so well, no one suspects the person behind it is missing. Even you.

The Unseen Cracks

THE UNRAVELING STARTS long before you admit it. Maybe you wake up dreading the day, not because something’s wrong—but because nothing is right. You forget how to answer the question, “How are you?” without lying. You start saying “I’m fine” like it’s a mantra. A spell. A plea.

There are clues, but they’re subtle. You forget names, you scroll for hours, you cry for no reason and laugh at nothing. Your joy feels counterfeit, your ambition evaporates, and still, you keep going. You work. You love. You fold laundry. You disappear a little more each day until the only evidence you ever existed is your shadow cast on the walls you walk past.

Burnout Wears Many Masks

BURNOUT ISN’T JUST about being tired. It’s about being hollowed out. You look in the mirror and see someone who’s mastered survival but forgotten how to live. You keep up the performance because it’s safer than the alternative: unraveling in public.

The world doesn't always reward authenticity. It rewards consistency. So, you become the reliable one, the strong one, the one who never needs help. But that role? It has a cost. It asks you to amputate parts of yourself until only the version others need remains. You keep playing the role even when it eats you alive. Until one day, you look around—and no one notices you’re gone.

Quiet Unravelings Are Still Real

HERE’S THE TRUTH I wish someone had told me earlier: You don’t have to crash to qualify for help. You don’t have to fall apart to admit you’re fading. Sometimes the most dangerous kind of disappearance is the silent one. The kind that leaves you functioning enough to fool everyone—including yourself.

I disappeared into habits that numbed. Into routines that dulled. Into relationships where I performed rather than participated. I kept thinking I could outrun the emptiness. That if I just tried harder—ate better, exercised more, smiled bigger—I’d come back. But you can’t hustle your way into healing.

You have to stop. You have to look at the silence inside you and ask why it’s there. Not judge it. Not fear it. Just notice it. That’s the first step back.

The Lie of Being “Too Much” or “Not Enough”

PART OF WHY I DISAPPEARED was shame. Shame for not being able to keep up. Shame for feeling ungrateful when I had what looked like “a good life.” But shame is sneaky. It tells you you’re too much when you’re expressive and not enough when you’re exhausted. It convinces you that disappearing is a kindness to those around you. That your needs, your voice, your pain would only burden others.

But that’s a lie. A dangerous one. The truth is, people want the real you. Not the polished version, not the high-functioning ghost. But they can’t reach you if you won’t let them see you. And that starts with choosing visibility for yourself. Even if others aren’t watching.

Rediscovering the Edges of Myself

I DIDN’T WAKE UP ONE morning fully present again. It took time. Honesty. Small acts of rebellion against my own invisibility. Saying “no” even when I was scared. Crying in front of someone who didn’t expect it. Taking walks without my phone. Leaving messages unanswered because I didn’t have the energy to perform. These were the small, sacred protests that marked my return.

Little by little, I started noticing myself again. The way my laughter used to fill a room. The questions I asked that didn’t fit in polite conversation. The parts of me that had gone dormant while I was pretending to be okay. They weren’t gone. Just buried.

I dug them up with curiosity, not criticism. I coaxed them back with creativity. I stopped asking, “What do people expect of me?” and started asking, “What do I miss about me?” That question became a compass.
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