
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Lives 

Gary Morgan


Copyright © YEAR Author Name

All rights reserved.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A shaken mind bends 
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Night Left 

The morning 

images selected themselves from last night.

Feelings stayed behind like residue—

not memory,

not meaning,

just a low electrical fog.

I blamed myself for what went south.

As if discipline could survive

a room designed to erase it.

As if the failure were moral,

not architectural.

Something older stirred.

This wasn’t new.

Not digital.

Not modern.

Only refined.

Long before screens,

someone learned

that a shaken mind bends easier.

That fear doesn’t break people—

it softens them.

That confusion is not a flaw

but a handle.

Now the lab fits in a pocket.

No needles.

No white coats.

Just endless mild alarm.

Scroll.

Pause.

Flinch.

Reward.

You are not shown what you want.

You are shown what keeps you slightly unwell.

Angry enough to stay.

Afraid enough to listen.

Tired enough to comply.

Outrage is efficient.

Numbness even more so.

We walk around thinking

we are failing at life,

while responding perfectly

to a system that does not need us awake—

only present,

only usable.

Achievements arrive

like packing foam:

volume without weight.

Nothing lands.

Nothing nourishes.

And yet—

something in you never agreed.

Not the voice that compares,

or performs,

or checks itself for market value—

but the earlier one.

The one before rehearsal.

The one that knows boredom

as a doorway,

not a defect.

You don’t discover this self.

You remember it.

It waits

in the half-second

before you react.

In the silence

between notifications.

In the unease that says

this is not how a human animal rests.

When you stop feeding the machine,

it weakens.

When you stop reacting,

the maze collapses.

What remains

is not enlightenment.

It is unpurchased attention.

A life without a script.

A mind not leased out

to the fastest twitch.

The question is no longer

what’s wrong with me?

It is this: Who am ?
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You Were Never the Problem 
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You were never the problem.

You were the one who saw.

They did not reject your darkness.

They recoiled from a light

that asked them to tell the truth.

You learned to make yourself smaller

so the room could stay intact.

That was not weakness.

That was how a child survives.

What they called too much

was simply you refusing to disappear.

You did not lose friends or family.

You left a story

that required your silence.

The love you wanted from them

was never available.

The moment you stopped asking for it,

you became free.
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I stopped answering

before the question finished.

Not from anger.

Not from strategy.

From noticing

how much of me

left every time I did.

Silence arrived

without permission.

It didn’t announce itself

as strength.

It felt like standing still

while a crowd kept walking

through where I used to be.

People mistook it

for absence.

For punishment.

For coldness.

But it was only this:

my hands no longer

reaching first.

What fell away

named itself.

What remained

did not speak.

I learned that some voices

exist only when echoed.

Some closeness

requires a wound to enter.

Now I let the room
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