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To the words I swallowed, the truths I hid, and the feelings I buried too deep.

To the quiet warriors carrying unspoken pain, the ones who rewrite their stories in silence.

May these pages unearth what was left unsaid—because even the buried things deserve to breathe.
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Weight of the World

Some days, I carry the sky on my back,
a heavy thing, thick with storms,
whispering all the names I have forgotten to be.
I wake up tired from dreams that chase me,
fingers trembling before they touch the day.
Even the sun feels distant,
like a ghost haunting my skin.
People ask, “How are you?”
and I answer in half-truths,
folding my sorrow into small, polite smiles.
But inside, the ocean is restless,
and I am just a paper boat,
floating, sinking, floating—
always on the edge of drowning.

Some Days

Some days,
getting out of bed feels like lifting mountains,
and breathing is an achievement
no one celebrates.
Some days,
the weight of silence is louder than any scream,
and my own mind
is the battlefield I cannot leave.
Some days,
I survive.
And maybe, for now,
that is enough.

The Hollow Room

I sit in a room full of people,
yet loneliness sits beside me,
holding my hand like an old friend,
whispering, "You belong to me."
No one notices the quiet unraveling,
the slow collapse inside my chest.
I smile. I nod. I exist.
But I do not live.

Panic Attack

It starts in my chest,
a flutter, then a quake—
a breath I can’t quite catch,
a world that tilts too fast.
Hands shake,
thoughts scream,
heartbeat races—
and still,
no one sees the storm inside me.

Heavy

Some mornings,
I wake up buried under a sky I cannot see.
The air feels thick,
my body, a stone I drag through the day.
No reason. No warning.
Just the weight
of being me.

The Mask

I have perfected the art of pretending.
The jokes, the laughter, the easy conversation—
a costume tailored to fit the world’s expectations.
But when I go home,
the silence peels it all away,
leaving only the raw, aching truth
of who I really am.

Sleepless Nights

The world sleeps, but my mind does not.
It rewinds, fast-forwards, loops memories
I wish I could forget.
The ceiling becomes my only witness,
as I count the cracks in my heart
instead of sheep.

Just Breathe

Inhale. Exhale. Repeat.
It sounds simple.
But when my chest tightens,
and my ribs feel like prison bars,
even air refuses to stay.

Unfinished Sentences

I want to tell you everything,
explain the ache that never fades,
the sadness that clings like a second skin.
But every time I open my mouth,
the words shatter before they leave.
So I just say, "I’m fine."

The Weight of Silence

It is not always the screaming thoughts,
or the racing heart.
Sometimes, depression is silence,
a quiet so heavy it drowns.

The Mirror Lies

The reflection shows a person,
whole, composed, unshaken.
But if mirrors told the truth,
you’d see the cracks,
the fractures hidden beneath the skin.

Small Victories

Today, I got out of bed.
Today, I took a shower.
Today, I answered a text.
They seem small,
but in this battle,
even breathing is a win.

A Whisper in the Storm

In the grip of gray, where shadows stay,

I seek the dawn to chase decay.

A fleeting ember, a quiet spark,

A fragile glow within the dark.

Threads

Each thought, a thread—

Frayed and wild.

Trying to mend,

A fragile mind.

Echo

The room is quiet,

But the noise is loud.

An echo of doubts,

I can’t disavow.

Yet somewhere beyond,

The silence calls—

I’ll rise and answer

When the curtain falls.

Morning's Weight

The sun crawls through my window,

Mocking my heavy eyes.

Its warmth feels like a burden,

When my soul is too cold to rise.

I take the pill, I sip the tea,

Pretend the struggle isn’t me.

But still I wake, though the chains are tight—

Tomorrow waits, and I’ll keep the fight.

Shifting Sand

My mind’s a desert, endless and bare.

Thoughts scatter like sand, tossed in the air.

Each grain's a worry, each gust’s despair,

And I wander alone, not knowing where.

Heavy ache 

I wear the mask, its smile wide,

But inside, waves of sorrow collide.

No one sees the truth beneath,

The heavy ache, the clenching teeth.

A Hollow Room

In the hollow room, silence grows,

Wrapping tight, where no one knows.

An echo answers every plea,

A haunting sound of misery.

Driftwood Soul

I am driftwood in a restless tide,

Pulled to shores where I cannot abide.

The waves crash loud, the currents strong,

Will I find the place I truly belong.

Drowning in Air

A gasp for breath, though air surrounds,

A weightless suffocation abounds.

How can nothing hold me down?

How can emptiness make me drown?

Fragile Flame

A fragile flame flickers low,

Caught between the winds that blow.

Shields are worn, hands are scarred,

Holding on, though life is hard.

Frozen Time

The clock ticks slow, yet I don’t move,

Time's frozen hand holds no proof.

The minutes crawl, the hours ache,

Caught in a world where nothing wakes.

The Wall

Built brick by brick, my silent wall,

No one hears the echoes call.

I press my hand against its weight,

Trapped in a prison I create.

Shadows Speak

Shadows whisper in the night,

Words unseen, but full of fright.

They crawl like spiders in my mind,

A trap I can’t leave behind.

The Fog

The fog rolls in, and I can’t see,

What lies ahead, or what’s to be.

Each step is blind, each breath unsure,

Lost in a haze, seeking a cure.

A Tangle of Thoughts

My mind is a garden, overgrown,

With weeds of worry that are homegrown.

They choke the flowers I used to tend,

Their roots wrap tight, refuse to bend.

I try to prune, I try to tear,

But each new thought grows back in despair.

The soil feels heavy, the rain won't come,

No sun to brighten what I've become.

Still, I kneel, hands in the dirt,

Through all the anguish and the hurt.

Perhaps one day the flowers will bloom,

And drive away this endless gloom.

The Abyss

The abyss calls softly, a whisper, a hum,

Its voice like the beating of a distant drum.

It promises quiet, it promises rest,

But the cost it demands is my beating chest.

I stare at its edge, the void so profound,

Its pull magnetic, yet no one around.

They cannot see the fight within,

The battle I wage to not give in.

I take a step back, though gravity tugs,

Clinging to hope, despite its shrugs.

I plant my feet, I raise my hand,

And fight to live, to make my stand.

The Sea Inside

There is a sea within my chest,

Its waves relentless, unrest confessed.

It swells with storms, it calms with peace,

A fickle tide that will not cease.

Some days I float, adrift and free,

Others I sink beneath debris.

The salt it stings, the currents pull,

My limbs are weak, my heart is full.

Yet somewhere deep, I find a shore,

A place to rest, a place to restore.

The sea may rage, the sea may swell,

But I will sail through its endless hell.

The Windowpane

I stare outside, the world moves fast,

While I sit still, held in the past.

The windowpane, a fragile divide,

Between the living and where I hide.

I see their laughter, their hurried pace,

As I sit frozen, a familiar space.

The glass reflects my weary face,

A portrait framed by quiet disgrace.

But someday soon, I'll walk outside,

Leave behind the walls where I confide.

The glass will shatter, the frame will fall,

And I'll break free from this shadowed call.

A Room Without Doors

I sit in a room without any doors,

The walls are bare, the echo soars.

No windows to peer through, no light to seek,

Just endless silence that feels so bleak.

I claw at the edges, hoping to find,

A crack, a gap, a way to unwind.

But the room holds steady, firm and cold,

A relentless grip, an unyielding hold.

Still, I breathe and imagine the sky,

The stars I once saw, the dreams that won’t die.

Perhaps this room is not forever,

Perhaps my will can break its tether.

Weightless Yet Heavy

I float through life like a phantom breeze,

Weightless yet heavy, with trembling knees.

The world rushes past, a blur in the haze,

While I’m stuck in the stillness of endless days.

The weight is invisible, yet drags me low,

A burden I carry wherever I go.

It whispers my name in a voice so small,

Reminding me always, I’m bound to fall.

But in the stillness, I find a spark,

A tiny ember, lighting the dark.

Though weightless, I rise, defy the pull,

Seeking the day when I’ll feel whole.

The Mirror’s Truth

The mirror speaks a cruel truth,

Reflecting shadows that steal my youth.

The eyes look back, weary and cold,

A soul that’s tired, a story untold.

I reach to touch, to change the face,

To wipe away the hollow space.

But the mirror resists, it doesn’t lie,

It holds my pain, it knows my cry.

And yet, I see a flicker there,

A glimmer of strength beyond despair.

The mirror whispers, “You’re not alone,”

In that reflection, my fight is shown.

In the Crowd

I walk among the bustling crowd,

Their voices bright, their laughter loud.

Yet I’m a ghost, unseen, unheard,

Drowning in silence, lost in a word.

Their joy is sharp, it cuts my skin,

A reminder of the war within.

I smile on cue, I play my part,

While hiding the cracks inside my heart.

But in the crowd, I find a thread,

A fleeting thought, a hope unsaid.

Perhaps one day, I’ll join their song,

And feel at home where I belong.

The Edge of Sleep

At the edge of sleep, I find my fears,

Whispering secrets, filling my ears.

They come alive when the world goes still,

A haunting refrain I can’t distill.

I close my eyes, but the shadows dance,

Pulling me deeper into their trance.

I fight to wake, to break their spell,

To climb my way from this private hell.

Yet in the twilight, a light appears,

A fragile glow that calms my tears.

And though the edge feels sharp and steep,

I find some peace at the edge of sleep.

The Weight of Silence
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