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Letters From The Quiet

Depression  -  The Disappearing Act


The Silence Inside

There’s a silence that doesn’t come from peace - it comes from pain. It’s the kind of silence that settles deep inside your chest, where words should be. It’s the silence of holding everything in because you don’t know how to let it out. I lived in that silence for years.

I smiled when I was supposed to. I laughed when it was expected. I showed up, performed, and played the part. But inside, I was screaming. Not because I wanted attention, but because I didn’t know how to ask for help. I didn’t know how to say, “I’m not okay.” So, I said nothing. And silence became my language.

Mental health isn’t always loud. It doesn’t always look like breakdowns or tears. Sometimes it’s the quiet withdrawal, the missed calls, the “I’m fine” texts that hide a storm. It’s the way you disappear in plain sight. You become a ghost in your own life, floating through days that feel heavy and meaningless.

I remember lying awake at night, staring at the ceiling, wondering if anyone would notice if I were to vanish. Not in a dramatic way - just slowly, quietly. I didn’t want to die. I just didn’t want to feel like this anymore. I wanted the noise in my head to stop. I wanted the weight on my chest to lift. I wanted to breathe without feeling like I was drowning.

But I didn’t know how to say any of that. So I stayed silent.

Silence is heavy. It builds up like pressure in a pipe, and eventually, something has to give. For me, it was writing. I started scribbling thoughts in notebooks, pouring out emotions I couldn’t speak. I wrote poems that didn’t rhyme, journal entries that were just raw emotion, and stories that made no sense but felt true. And slowly, the silence began to crack.

Writing became my lifeline. It was the only place I could be honest. The page didn’t judge me. It didn’t interrupt or try to fix me. It just listened. And in that listening, I found relief.

Eventually, I realized that maybe someone else needed to read what I had written. Maybe my pain could be someone else’s comfort. Maybe my silence could speak for someone who hadn’t found their voice yet. So I started sharing. Not because I was healed, but because I was healing - and I wanted others to know they weren’t alone.

There’s power in breaking the silence. In saying, “I’m struggling,” and letting someone hold space for you. In choosing to be seen, even when it’s terrifying. Vulnerability isn’t weakness - it’s courage. It’s the first step toward connection, toward healing, toward hope.

If you’re reading this and you feel that silence inside you, I want you to know: you’re not alone. Your pain is valid. Your story matters. And even if you don’t have the words yet, they will come. Maybe not today. Maybe not tomorrow. But they will come. And when they do, they’ll be powerful.

Because the silence inside you isn’t empty, it’s full of truth waiting to be spoken.

When Emotions Overflow

There are moments when emotions rise so high, they feel like they’re going to spill out of your skin. You sit still, but inside, everything is moving - fast, loud, chaotic. It’s like your soul is trying to scream, but your mouth won’t open. That’s what it felt like for me. I didn’t know how to talk about what I was feeling, so I started writing instead.

At first, it wasn’t intentional. I didn’t sit down thinking, “I’m going to write to heal.” I just needed somewhere to put the pain. Somewhere safe. Somewhere quiet. So I grabbed a notebook and started scribbling. It wasn’t poetry. It wasn’t a story. It was just emotion - raw, messy, unfiltered. And for the first time in a long time, I felt like I could breathe.

Writing became my release. When I couldn’t say “I’m hurting,” I could write it. When I didn’t understand what I was feeling, I could explore it on the page. My pen became my voice. My notebook became my therapist. And slowly, I started to feel less alone.

There’s something powerful about turning emotion into language. It’s like giving shape to the chaos inside. When you write it down, it becomes real - but also manageable. You can look at it, understand it, even challenge it. You can say, “This is what I’m feeling,” and then ask, “Why?” Writing helped me do that. It helped me make sense of the storm.

I wrote about everything - fear, sadness, anger, confusion. I wrote about the nights I couldn’t sleep and the mornings I didn’t want to wake up. I wrote about the people I missed and the parts of myself I didn’t recognize anymore. And through it all, I started to find pieces of clarity. Not answers, necessarily. But understanding.

Eventually, I began to write more intentionally. I started crafting poems, short reflections, even letters to myself. I didn’t care if they were “good.” I just cared that they were honest. That they were mine. And that they helped me feel something other than numb.

One day, I shared a piece of my writing with someone. It was terrifying. I felt exposed, vulnerable, like I had handed them a piece of my soul. But their response changed everything. They said, “I feel this too.” And in that moment, I realized the power of shared emotion. The power of connection.

That’s when I decided to share more. Not because I was healed, but because I was healing - and I wanted others to know they weren’t alone. I wanted someone out there to read my words and feel seen. To feel understood. To feel like maybe, just maybe, they could write their way through the pain too.

Writing isn’t a cure. It doesn’t erase the hurt. But it gives you a place to put it. It gives you a way to express what’s too heavy to carry in silence. It gives you a voice when you feel voiceless.

Sometimes, I still write just to cry. I write when I’m overwhelmed, when I’m anxious, when I feel like I’m slipping. And every time, it helps. Even just a little. Even just enough to get through the day.

I’ve learned that emotions aren’t meant to be bottled up. They’re meant to be felt, expressed, released. And for me, writing is how I do that. It’s how I stay connected to myself. It’s how I stay grounded.

If you’re reading this and you feel like you’re drowning in emotion, I want you to know: there’s a way out. Maybe it’s writing. Maybe it’s painting. Maybe it’s music or movement or prayer. Whatever it is, find it. Find your outlet. Find your release. Because you deserve to feel free.

The Invisible Weight

Social anxiety is a quiet kind of suffering. It doesn’t scream. It whispers. It hides behind forced smiles, awkward silences, and the constant fear of being judged. It’s the invisible weight you carry into every room, every conversation, every moment where you might be seen.

For me, social anxiety wasn’t just shyness. It was dread. It was the feeling of walking into a room and immediately scanning for exits - not because I wanted to leave, but because I needed to know I could. It was rehearsing every sentence in my head before I spoke, and then regretting it the second it left my mouth. It was avoiding eye contact, dodging invitations, and convincing myself that isolation was safer than connection.

People often misunderstand social anxiety. They think it’s just being quiet or introverted. But it’s deeper than that. It’s the belief that you’re not enough. That you’ll say the wrong thing. That people are watching, judging, laughing behind your back. It’s the mental spiral that starts with a simple “hello” and ends with hours of self-criticism.

I remember being in school and feeling like I was trapped in a glass box. I could see everyone else laughing, talking, connecting - but I couldn’t reach them. Every time I tried, my heart would race, my palms would sweat, and my mind would go blank. I’d retreat, telling myself I didn’t belong. That I was weird. That I was better off alone.

Social anxiety makes you question your worth. It convinces you that your presence is a burden. That your voice is too loud, too soft, too awkward. It makes you shrink yourself to fit into spaces where you already belong. And over time, that shrinking becomes habit. You stop showing up. You stop speaking. You stop trying.

But here’s the thing: social anxiety lies. It tells you that you’re not lovable, not interesting, not worthy of connection. And those lies become louder the longer you believe them. I believed them for years. I let them shape my relationships, my choices, my self-image. I missed out on moments that could’ve been beautiful because I was too afraid to be seen.

Eventually, I reached a point where the loneliness hurt more than the fear. I wanted connection. I wanted to be known. So I started small. I wrote. I shared pieces of myself through words, hoping someone would understand. And they did. People reached out. They said, “I feel this too.” And for the first time, I felt seen.

Writing became my bridge. It allowed me to express what I couldn’t say out loud. It gave me a voice when anxiety tried to silence me. And through that voice, I found connection. Not with everyone - but with the right people. People who didn’t need me to be perfect. People who valued my presence, even when I was quiet.

I also started learning tools to manage my social anxiety. Breathing exercises. Grounding techniques. Challenging negative thoughts. It wasn’t easy. And it didn’t make the anxiety disappear. But it helped me show up. It helped me speak. It helped me stay.

One of the most powerful things I learned was that I didn’t have to be confident to be courageous. I could be scared and still show up. I could be anxious and still connect. I could be imperfect and still be worthy.
Social anxiety is still part of my life. I still get nervous before calls. I still overthink texts. I still feel the urge to retreat. But now, I recognize it. I name it. I breathe through it. And I remind myself: I am not my anxiety. I am more.

If you’re reading this and you struggle with social anxiety, I want you to know that you’re not alone. Your fear is valid. Your experience is real. But so is your strength. So is your worth. So is your ability to connect.

Start small. Share a thought. Send a message. Speak your truth. You don’t have to be loud to be heard. You don’t have to be fearless to be brave. You just have to be you.

And that’s enough.
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Depression doesn’t always feel like sadness. Sometimes, it feels like nothing at all. Like waking up in a world that’s lost its color, its sound, its meaning. You’re not crying. You’re not screaming. You’re just... gone. That’s emotional numbness. And for me, it was the most haunting part of depression.

There was a time when I couldn’t feel anything - not joy, not pain, not anger, not love. I’d sit in a room full of people and feel like a ghost. I’d hear laughter and not understand it. I’d see beauty and feel nothing. It was like watching life through a fogged-up window, unable to touch it, unable to be part of it.

People think depression is all tears and breakdowns. But emotional numbness is quieter. It’s the absence of feeling. It’s lying in bed for hours, not because you’re tired, but because you don’t see the point of getting up. It’s staring at the ceiling, not lost in thought, but lost in nothing. It’s forgetting what happiness feels like - and not caring.

I didn’t recognize myself. I used to be passionate, expressive, full of emotion. But depression stripped that away. I became a shell. I went through the motions - ate, slept, worked - but none of it felt real. I was disconnected from everything, including myself.

The worst part was pretending. I didn’t want people to worry, so I
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