[image: Cover: Write It Down, It Helps By Omana Lundqvist Simbizi]


Write It Down, It Helps

Omana Lundqvist Simbizi

Austin Macauley Publishers

2025-11-07



Table of Contents

	Cover

	Title Page

	About the Author
	Copyright Information ©
	To Be an Observer
	Headache
	Being Young
	Right Person Right Time, but It All Went Wrong
	Time
	I Guess This Is It
	Burnt out
	Memory
	Mom
	Purpose
	Scared
	Joy
	Growing up
	Observer
	Masking
	Reassurance
	Life in the Dream House
	What Makes People Give up?
	Your Person
	To My First Love
	To Get You Off My Mind
	15
	I Wish We Never Meet
	Raging
	Why I Hate Violence
	Pack My Bags
	I Keep Thinking If You Let Me Back In
	Only Love Can Hurt Like This
	Story of My Life
	Winter Nights
	Doomed
	You’re the Greatest Thing We Lost
	Boys
	Like Blood
	People-Pleaser
	Apology
	You Say I Deserve Better
	Just Why?
	Somewhere Else
	Culture Is Stressful but Healing
	We Fell in Love in December
	I Do not Want to Miss Out
	Destroyed
	Strong Human
	You Sure Knew How to Be a Father
	You Are Enough
	I’m Still Just a Baby
	To the Next Generation
	Silence as a Solution
	Do You Get Déjà Vu
	The Dream of a Kid
	Broken Before Being Whole
	Nobody
	Between
	Miss “I can do it all”
	Caring
	Stay There
	Moral of the Story
	A Drop in the Ocean
	All I Want
	No One Cares
	The Writer and the Human
	How Far Can You Go
	More
	Comfort
	I Hate the Middle, Let’s Skip to that Part
	Money Comes First
	Lesson Learned
	Holding on
	Overplaying
	The Thing Is
	Too Sad to Feel
	Gold
	?
	Seethrough
	It Will Get Better
	Traitor
	Echoes
	Capitalism
	Rock
	You Can Stay
	Flying Butterflies
	Ego
	Peacekeeper and Warrior
	Flowers
	Count Me In
	Like Me
	The Sun and Moon
	Overachiever
	High Standards
	Immunity System
	Undescribable
	True Colours
	Did You Really Mean It?
	Oh no
	Love Letter
	One Door Closes, Another Opens
	Hold on
	Oh
	The Reason for Everything
	“Saying No Is Thinking”
	Circling Back
	Pressure
	Multi – everything
	The Woman Behind the Man
	Birds
	I Wish I Knew
	It Can’t Revolve Around You
	I Am So Blessed
	When I First Saw You
	I’ve Missed Being Me
	Rage and Anger
	Anxiety
	When Love Is not Love Anymore
	You Get the Best of Both Worlds
	Super Human
	Angry Little Girl
	I Push Everyone Away All Romance
	Being at Peace After a Long Time
	The Man Said
	Toxicity
	The Other Daughter
	Others
	A Writer’s Love
	The Scary Words
	Mental Scars
	Soldier Before Anything
	The Definition of Stupidity
	Pick up
	Be in Control or Shut up
	Me in Your Eyes
	Pretty but not Yours
	I Feel Everything
	“…”
	The Real Us
	Faking It
	Knife in My Heart
	Shine Bright Like a Diamond
	Illegal Makes It Interesting
	The Light
	What Are We?
	Farewell
	Echoes of the Past
	The Whispers in the Night
	Who Knows?
	Loving the Right Way
	Self Love
	“You Look so much Better Now”
	It’s About the Small Things
	Escaping Reality
	Cozy Autumn
	Right Company
	Mourn Your Losses
	Liberated but Caged
	What My Mirror Hears
	I Promise Little One
	My Older Sister
	Fighter
	You Were only Seventeen
	Dear Daughter
	A Writer in Love
	All Thanks to Me
	See Me
	Did I?
	The Voices
	My Happy Ever After
	The Highs and Lows
	Adults
	For Once
	Monster Behind the Angel
	Perfectly Imperfect
	Beauty
	Mascarade
	Goodbye, Till Next Time


Guide
	Cover
	Title Page
	About the Author
	Copyright Information ©
	Start of Contents

List of Pages
	Page 1
	Page 2
	Page 3
	Page 4
	Page 5
	Page 6
	Page 7
	Page 8
	Page 9
	Page 10
	Page 11
	Page 12
	Page 13
	Page 14
	Page 15
	Page 16
	Page 17
	Page 18
	Page 19
	Page 20
	Page 21
	Page 22
	Page 23
	Page 24
	Page 25
	Page 26
	Page 27
	Page 28
	Page 29
	Page 30
	Page 31
	Page 32
	Page 33
	Page 34
	Page 35
	Page 36
	Page 37
	Page 38
	Page 39
	Page 40
	Page 41
	Page 42
	Page 43
	Page 44
	Page 45
	Page 46
	Page 47
	Page 48
	Page 49
	Page 50
	Page 51
	Page 52
	Page 53
	Page 54
	Page 55
	Page 56
	Page 57
	Page 58
	Page 59
	Page 60
	Page 61
	Page 62
	Page 63
	Page 64
	Page 65
	Page 66
	Page 67
	Page 68
	Page 69
	Page 70
	Page 71
	Page 72
	Page 73
	Page 74
	Page 75
	Page 76
	Page 77
	Page 78
	Page 79
	Page 80
	Page 81
	Page 82
	Page 83
	Page 84
	Page 85
	Page 86
	Page 87
	Page 88
	Page 89
	Page 90
	Page 91
	Page 92
	Page 93
	Page 94
	Page 95
	Page 96
	Page 97
	Page 98
	Page 99
	Page 100
	Page 101
	Page 102
	Page 103
	Page 104
	Page 105
	Page 106
	Page 107
	Page 108
	Page 109
	Page 110
	Page 111
	Page 112
	Page 113
	Page 114
	Page 115
	Page 116
	Page 117
	Page 118
	Page 119
	Page 120
	Page 121
	Page 122
	Page 123
	Page 124
	Page 125
	Page 126
	Page 127
	Page 128
	Page 129
	Page 130
	Page 131
	Page 132
	Page 133
	Page 134
	Page 135
	Page 136
	Page 137
	Page 138
	Page 139
	Page 140
	Page 141
	Page 142
	Page 143
	Page 144
	Page 145
	Page 146
	Page 147
	Page 148
	Page 149
	Page 150
	Page 151
	Page 152
	Page 153
	Page 154
	Page 155
	Page 156
	Page 157
	Page 158
	Page 159
	Page 160
	Page 161
	Page 162
	Page 163
	Page 164
	Page 165
	Page 166
	Page 167
	Page 168
	Page 169
	Page 170
	Page 171
	Page 172
	Page 173
	Page 174
	Page 175
	Page 176
	Page 177
	Page 178
	Page 179
	Page 180
	Page 181
	Page 182
	Page 183
	Page 184
	Page 185
	Page 186
	Page 187
	Page 188
	Page 189





About the Author

 Omana Lundqvist Simbizi is a young Swedish poet with roots in Åland and Burundi. Writing poetry since childhood, she has always found the written word a more natural medium for expression than speech. For her, poetry is more than words; it’s a way to share life experiences, creating art unique to each reader. Educated at a French international school, Omana has been shaped by diverse global perspectives, absorbing more knowledge than she sometimes feels able to process. Drawing inspiration from both her cultural heritage and everyday surroundings, her work invites readers to journey with her through the complexities of life.





Copyright Information©

 Omana Lundqvist Simbizi 2025

The right of Omana Lundqvist Simbizi to be identified as author of this work has been asserted by the author in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Any person who commits any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.

ISBN 9781035892938 (Paperback)

ISBN 9781035892945 (ePub e-book)

www.austinmacauley.com

First Published 2025

Austin Macauley Publishers Ltd®

1 Canada Square

Canary Wharf

London

E14 5AA







To Be an Observer

to sit quietly in the background

noticing the things that aren’t perfectly round

hearing every word and imagining everyone’s thoughts

and never feeling seen until you’re in one of your safe spots

listening but never being able to speak your mind

and because of that, always being left behind

going through life with knowledge of everyone but yourself

because if anyone asks you’re always there to help

you kind of get to live multiple lives

but there’s only one filled with the spice

the one that actually matters

will always be scattered





Headache

my brain is fuming

it’s so confusing

it can’t stay quiet

it just clutches on a new diet

some may find it thrilling

a mind that never stops drilling

but it’s only fun if you’re willing

the mind is a powerful tool

it’s what they teach you to use in school

if there was a turn-off button

it wouldn’t make me feel so rotten

it is exhausting listening in to your thoughts

it keeps reminding you of what you should have brought

I thought you were supposed to be scared of someone else’s actions

little did I know that the most torturous part of life would be when your brain yells





Being Young

lost in a huge world

lost in my own home

lost in myself

it’s an awful feeling

that is not appealing

it tears you down

and makes you look like a clown

there’s so little that you yet know

but it still makes you feel so low

there’s so much to cover

and so much more to discover

so just keep on going

and the answers will start showing

so go on and do the crazy stuff

’cause it will only make you more tough





Right Person Right Time, but It All Went Wrong

it doesn’t feel like the wrong person

neither does it feel like the wrong time

so why does everyone around me try to convince me that this is simply one of life’s harsh lessons

no one talks about it, the worst heartbreak of them all

losing sisters that you’ve chosen yourself

all those memories and all those sunny days

will always be remembered but never be replayed





Time

time is unstoppable, and that can sometimes be uncomfortable

even while staring up at the sky, time will not stop passing by

there’s no way to stop it, so don’t wait there and sit

time is not measured by experiences or acquaintances

time is measured in the way you want

so never say that you can’t

time reminds you that you’re not in control

it keeps you in check and makes sure you’re not being a troll

time will always be reliable but not always understandable

time won’t run away but you should still let it have a say





I Guess This Is It

you know, not once have you said you’ll miss me

not once have you mentioned the empty space I’ll leave once I’m gone

not once have you told me you’d wish I stay a little longer

not once have you insisted I shouldn’t go

you talk about the future, like a thing that must happen

have you ever considered a future that resembles the present

are you ready to start this new journey without a moment of hesitation

are you prepared to say goodbye to the only life you’ve ever known

’cause I for sure am not





Burnt out

I am burnt out

I am exhausted

I wake up and I feel stuck

stuck to my bed, stuck in my head, stuck in life

something is wrong, I know it, I feel it

I just can’t put my finger on it

it’s an out-of-body experience

I’m tired, but I’m not tired enough to fall asleep

it’s another type of tired where your body feels disconnected from the rest of the world

I miss a lot of what people say

it’s like the words successfully enter my ears

but skips that one tube that brings the information up to your brain

I am burnt out





Memory

Memory is a tricky thing

It fills you up and inspires you to sing

It loses parts of itself

If there aren’t any photos put up on a shelf

It reminds you of who you once were

And parts of it can make you an author

It can take you back to a moment where you were happy

But it will also remind you of everything that was crappy

The things you’ve done builds you up

But they aren’t as easy to swallow as tea from a cup

But memories will fade at the same rhythm that they were made





Mom

She gives birth to you and watches as you grow too

She knows you inside and out

and stays by your side even when you pout

She has a heart of gold

that’s why you should do as you’re told

She’s the reason you’re alive

and the queen of the hive

your mom knows what is needed

which is not always what is wanted

She sticks up for you through thick and thin

and never lets you have dirt on your chin

She loved you as much yesterday as she will tomorrow

She built the boat that makes you row

her love for you is unconditional

and for a certainty, not superficial





Purpose

I always thought people were born to accomplish something

That a road was already laid out for them

I never planned for these long, restless nights,

staying up endlessly,

clueless

No idea what you want,

no sense of what you’re meant to do

Just confusion,

being the only thing that defines you

I never thought stress and anxiety would be part of the journey

I expected certainty

That by a certain age, I’d just know

That some powerful feeling would take over

and every part of me would point toward my purpose

But purpose doesn’t arrive on its own

It doesn’t come built in

Purpose is something we create

A reason we give ourselves to keep living





Scared

being scared

of something that is feared

not by many

less than a penny

not getting any sleep

or joyful memories to keep

it absorbs you whole

and freezes your soul

none of it is truly real

but that doesn’t make it easier to not feel

your life is in danger

and it makes your whole body feel like a stranger

being scared

cannot be compared

to any other feeling

and as a result, it makes pieces of you start peeling





Joy

joy is not counted in laughs or smiles

it is determined by the way you decide to walk your miles

either with a positive state of mind

or leaving no treasure to find

being happy is not equivalent to never feeling sad

actually always being happy can be really bad

it’s not a flaw

no matter what you saw

joy has a way of always coming back





Growing up

At the age of 10 my life changed

I had to start fresh in a new environment.

At the age of 11

The world got bitter and my patience started to get thinner

At the age of 12

I noticed change and suddenly it felt like I was trapped in a cage

At the age of 13

I had given up, I stopped trying to be my happy fake self

At the age of 14

I was done, trying to live up to the impossible expectations

At the age of 15

I wasn’t myself, I was just a girl trying to find her way in life

At the age of 16

I disappointed myself and all my past selves who believed in me

At the age of 17

I wake up every morning with no purpose,

Being as lost as I was when I was 9

At the age of 18, I hope I’ll be ready to confront

the world as grown-ups are supposed to





Observer

sometimes, it’s easier to be observed than to be the observer
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