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​THE CRASH OF HER SELF-ESTEEM LIKE A DEATH WAITING FOR LIFE TO COME AND CHANGE HER
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(in stanzas)



​I.

She stood before the doorway of herself,

hands trembling like cracked porcelain,

the morning dim and uncertain,

the kind of light that does not comfort

but reveals every forgotten bruise.

She whispered her name

and it fell to the floor like a broken instrument,

one string too tightly wound,

the others too loose to sing.



​II.

Inside her chest,

a slow collapse began—

not sudden,

not violent,

but the kind of quiet ruin

that happens when hope keeps missing its train

and never sends a letter home.

Her self-esteem loosened its grip on her bones,

saying,

“I no longer know how to hold you.”



​III.

She felt herself dying in small, invisible ways,

the way a candle dies

not when the flame goes out

but when the wax grows tired

of being asked to hold heat.

She wondered if anyone could see it,

the slow unraveling,

the soft implosion,

the scream that refused

to make a sound.



​IV.

Every mirror became a battlefield;

every reflection,

a verdict she did not remember agreeing to.

Her gaze, once steady,

avoided her own skin

as though her body were a stranger

accusing her of crimes she never committed.

She could not say why—

only that the weight inside her

had become a language she didn’t speak.



​V.

Her voice began to fade,

not because she grew quieter,

but because the world

stopped believing she existed

between the moments she spoke.

She felt herself flatten

into the wallpaper of conversations,

a color no one could name,

a presence no one thought to touch.



​VI.

She remembered being young,

when confidence felt natural,

like breath or hunger,

when she ran barefoot across fields

that belonged to nobody

and believed the world

would bend gently around her.

She tried to step back

into that girl’s footprint,

but the ground had hardened,

and she no longer fit.



​VII.

Then came the crash.

Not a single moment,

not a clean shatter—

but a thousand tiny breaks

colliding at once.

Her self-esteem,

already thin as glass stretched across winter,

finally cracked

beneath the quiet pressure

of wanting to be enough.



​VIII.

It felt like death.

A cold, ceremonial ending

performed in a room with no witnesses.

She laid herself down

upon the altar of disappointments,

hands folded,

eyes open,

waiting for someone to come

and tell her she was mistaken—

that she deserved to rise again.



​IX.

But no one came.

Only the echo of her own breath

wandering the room like a ghost

looking for a place to settle.

She felt the hollow

of who she used to be

pressing cold fingers

into the soft places of her ribs.



​X.

So she did what the broken do:

she waited.

Waited for life

to remember her,

to send a signal,

a spark,

a whisper,

anything to prove

she had not vanished

from the story she was meant to live.



​XI.

In the waiting,

she learned to listen

to the tremors in her bones.

They spoke of storms

she had survived without praise,

of nights she held herself

while the world turned cruel,

of mornings she rose

even when her heart felt

too heavy to lift.



​XII.

And slowly—

almost imperceptibly—

she began to gather

the fragments of herself
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