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Bar

Mostly they sit.

Not lonely.

Not exactly together either.

Men at a bar

resting a moment

inside their lives

while evening

settles around them.
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The Morning
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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.
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Operating Table
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After a hard day

I don't carry answers home.

They stay

in the rooms where they were needed,

with the machines

and the long corridors

that don't remember names.

My hands are tired

in a specific way

the weight of bodies,

the careful pressure

of doing no harm.

Today,

someone's pain eased.

Someone else's did not.

Both followed rules

older than my training.

I signed forms.

I waited.

I stood beside a bed

longer than I was required to.

Prestige didn't enter the room.

Neither did the house

or the life I thought

I was meant to want.

What mattered

was whether the breathing settled,

whether the eyes

recognised the ceiling again.

Now I'm home.

The day loosens its grip.

The rooms are quiet

in a way hospitals never are.

Tomorrow will ask again.

I will go.

But tonight,

I let the title fall away

and live here.
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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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Unavailability
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