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THE WEIGHT WE CARRY
Some burdens cannot be seen.
They live beneath smiles,
inside silences,
and in the spaces between breaths.
Yet every day,
despite the heaviness,
despite the ache,
we rise.
Not untouched by pain,
but undefeated by it.
Some burdens cannot be seen. They live beneath smiles, inside silences, and in the spaces between breaths. These poems explore grief, depression, anxiety, loneliness, and the quiet courage required to keep going when life feels impossibly heavy. They honor pain without surrendering to it.
Not Here

I am not in my body.
I am watching it from above,
a dull marionette
moving through a world that does not feel real.
I blink, I breathe, I speak—
but none of it belongs to me.
This skin is foreign.
These thoughts—
too loud, too sharp,
slicing through the inside of my skull.
Anxiety lives in my chest like a siren
screaming even when nothing is wrong.
Especially when nothing is wrong.
It scrapes the insides of my ribs
until I’m raw and trembling,
waiting for a disaster that won’t come—
or maybe already has.
Depression doesn’t scream.
It seeps.
It fogs.
It tells me I am heavy, useless,
a weight pulling everyone down.
It tells me this detachment
is not a symptom—
it’s the truth.
I watch myself laugh at someone’s joke.
I hate her for it.
She is pretending.
I am pretending.
I want to scream,
but my throat is filled with sand.
I go to sleep hoping to disappear.
Not to die. Just to not be.
Just to stop orbiting this version of me
that no longer feels human.
And yet,
somehow,
I wake up.
Still suspended in this half-reality,
still aching,
still gone,
but here.
The Weight That Does Not Lift

The days blur, gray upon gray,
a calendar of shadows,
each morning just another stone
laid heavier on my chest.
I wake, though I don’t want to.
The air feels thick,
the clock ticks loud,
but nothing moves inside me.
I’ve tried to hold on—
to sunlight slipping through blinds,
to the way rain sounds against glass,
to the memory of laughter—
but even those feel far away,
as if they belong to someone else.
There are nights
when the silence sharpens,
when the thought returns like a tide:
You could let go. You could be done.
I imagine it sometimes,
not with fear but with a strange relief,
as if setting down a burden
I was never strong enough to carry.
The thought hums soft,
a lullaby for the exhausted:
rest, rest, rest.
But then another voice—
thin, trembling, persistent—
threads through the dark.
It doesn’t promise happiness,
doesn’t claim tomorrow will heal me.
It only says:
Wait. Just wait. One more breath. One more hour.
And so I stay.
Not because I believe,
not because I am brave,
but because leaving feels
too much like silence,
and somewhere beneath this ruin
a part of me still longs
to be heard.
Hopelessness is heavy,
but so is survival.
And tonight,
for no reason at all,
I choose to carry both.
What I Don’t Say

It’s hard to start.
The words sit heavy,
like stones in my chest—
too solid to speak,
too sharp to swallow.
People ask if I’m okay.
I nod.
Because explaining
feels like walking barefoot through glass,
and I’m already tired
from just existing.
Right before I speak,
I feel the air change—
like my body knows what it wants to release,
but my mouth forgets how.
My heart beats against the cage of my ribs,
as if it could translate the feeling for me.
I open my lips,
and nothing comes out
but the sound of breath
leaving quietly.
It’s not that I don’t feel—
it’s that I feel too much,
until everything turns quiet,
flat,
like static between radio stations.
There are things I could say,
but they dissolve before they reach my mouth.
The noise inside me
doesn’t translate into language.
It just hums beneath my skin,
a kind of silence
no one else can hear.
Afterwards,
I sit with the emptiness of what I didn’t say.
It lingers—
like a word left half-written,
a song cut short.
I tell myself it’s fine,
that silence is safer,
but even quiet can ache
when it lasts too long.
So I stay still,
let the world move around me.
Maybe one day
I’ll find the words.
But for now,
I live in the pause
between what I feel
and what I can’t say.
The Day Still Comes

The day still comes,
whether I want it to or not.
It slips through the cracks of the calendar,
quiet, familiar, cruel.
The world doesn’t pause—
but I do.

Your name hums beneath my skin,
like a bruise that never fades.
I try not to count the years,
but grief is a clock that never stops ticking.

I sit with the ghost of your laughter,
the hollow where your voice should be,
and let the silence hurt the way it needs to.

People tell me time softens things,
but they don’t understand—
I don’t want it softened.
I want the sharp edges,
the ache that reminds me
you were real.

This day was once for celebration,
and maybe it still is,
in some unspoken way.
But all I know is this:
the world turns,
and you are still gone,
and I am still here,
trying to carry the weight
of remembering you.
Echo

She comes to me
when the air feels too heavy,
when silence starts to bruise.
I learn the language
of holding space—
soft, invisible,
always there.

Then light returns
from somewhere else—
a voice I don’t know,
a face I half-remember.
And suddenly she’s laughing again,
as if the storm never spoke her name.

I watch from the edges,
the quiet part of the picture,
wondering
if care can be too constant—
if presence can turn
into something unseen.
Sometimes I think
I was only meant
to echo.
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WOUNDS WE INHERIT
Some scars are older than us,
passed down in silence,
carried through generations
like stories never told.
But inheritance is not destiny.

What was handed to us
can end with us,
and healing begins
the moment we choose differently.
Not every wound begins with us. Some are passed down through generations, carried through families, relationships, and expectations. These poems examine abuse, belonging, identity, and the difficult work of breaking cycles that once felt inevitable.
Inherited Quiet

you hit me.
and I stayed.
not the first time
I’d seen love
wear a clenched fist.
not the first time
pain pulled up a chair
and made itself at home.
the worst part
wasn’t the bruise.
it was how quickly
I explained it away—
how I tucked it into my sleeve
like a secret I owed you.
you were a lesson
I already knew by heart.
a story passed down
like fine china,
with cracks I was told
not to mention.
I had watched love
fracture a body
and leave it standing.
watched a woman
cover the damage
with foundation
and forgiveness.
so when you raised your hand,
I didn’t run.
I reached for a reason.
I made myself the cause.
you said you were sorry
with that soft, practiced voice—
the one that made me
want to believe
you could undo it
if I just held you tightly enough.
I folded myself smaller.
I stayed quiet longer.
I offered you
my boundaries,
my voice,
my reflection—
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