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No One Saw Me Falling Apart

What Falling Apart Actually Looks Like


​​​Bismillah.




In the name of Allah,

the Most Merciful, the Most Compassionate.




Every journey begins with Him.



​For You


I wrote this book for the quiet battles.




For the people who smiled in public while breaking in private. For the ones who carried pain so silently that the world mistook their silence for strength. For the hearts that kept saying "I'm okay" while feeling everything fall apart inside — not because they were fine, but because explaining felt heavier than carrying it alone.




This book is not about giving up. It is about surviving. It is about the nights that felt too long, the tears no one noticed, the invisible weight of being the person everyone else leans on — and what happens when that person finally has nothing left to give.




If these words find you, perhaps they were meant for you.




Maureen S.



​The Silence We Carry

There is a particular kind of pain that has no name, and it is the hardest kind to explain. It is not the pain of a specific event — not a loss you can point to, not a wound with clear edges, not something that happened on a specific day that you could circle on a calendar and say: here, this is where it began. It is quieter than that, and older, and it lives inside ordinary days rather than extraordinary ones.

It is the pain of being surrounded by people and still feeling completely alone. The pain of laughing at the right moments while something inside you is not laughing at all. The pain of functioning — going to work, making tea, answering messages, asking how other people are doing — while carrying something underneath all of it that you have never been able to put fully into words.



​​Most people who have felt this know exactly what I am describing. And most of them have also discovered, usually early and usually painfully, that it is almost impossible to explain to someone who hasn't felt it themselves. Because from the outside, there is nothing visibly wrong. You are there. You are managing. You are even, on some days, laughing. The gap between what is visible and what is true is so wide that bridging it would require more energy than you have — and so you don't bridge it. You smile. You say you're fine. And the silence grows a little larger.




I spent a long time believing that this silence was something to be ashamed of. That the inability to speak about what was happening inside me was a weakness, a failure of articulation, something other people somehow didn't struggle with.


​​I watched people talk openly about their feelings — their grief, their anxiety, their exhaustion — and I marveled at the ease of it, the way the words seemed to come without cost. For me, the words were always there, just behind something I couldn't move. A wall that looked, from the outside, like composure.

What I have come to understand, slowly and not without difficulty, is that the silence is not weakness. For many of us, it was the only way we knew how to survive. We learned, somewhere along the way, that our pain was inconvenient. That expressing it made other people uncomfortable, or burdened them, or invited responses that were more painful than the silence itself — advice we didn't want, comparisons to people who had it worse, reassurances that felt hollow because the person offering them didn't actually understand what they were reassuring us about.

​​And so we learned to keep it in. We learned to be fine. We learned to be the strong one, the capable one, the one other people could come to, because that role — painful as it was — felt safer than the vulnerability of being seen.

This book is about what happens inside that silence. What it costs. What it does to a person over time. And what it looks like to slowly, carefully, begin to find a way through it — not by becoming someone who never hurts, but by becoming someone who can finally admit that they do.
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​What Falling Apart Actually Looks Like
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When people imagine someone falling apart, they tend to imagine something dramatic. Visible tears, raised voices, a clear breaking point that announces itself. A moment where even a stranger could look and know that something had gone wrong.




Most real falling apart looks nothing like that.




Most real falling apart looks like a person who is still showing up. Still getting dressed, still making it to the things they committed to, still responding to messages in a reasonable amount of time, still managing to look

— from the outside — entirely okay. Most real falling apart is invisible. It happens in the car on the way home, not in front of anyone.



​​It happens at three in the morning, in a dark room, where no one can hear it. It happens in the shower, where the water is a convenient excuse for the sounds that escape when you finally stop holding everything in place.




It looks like being tired in a way that sleep does not fix. Like waking after eight hours and feeling exactly as heavy as when you lay down, because the tiredness is not in your body. It is somewhere deeper than your body can reach. It is in the part of you that has been working overtime for months — or years — managing the gap between what is real and what you allow to show.


​​It looks like losing interest in things that used to matter without being able to explain why. Not dramatically — not the kind of disinterest that anyone around you would notice — but quietly. The book you were enjoying suddenly stays unread for weeks. The music that used to move you now plays in the background without touching anything.

The things that were once small pleasures become neutral, textureless, neither good nor bad. You begin moving through your days a little more automatically, a little less present, and you cannot always tell whether other people notice or whether you have become very skilled at performing presence even when you are not there at all.


​​It looks like being shorter with people you love. Not unkind, not cruel — just reduced. Like a phone battery that has been running low for so long that it has begun conserving energy, shutting down  non-essential  functions, operating at minimum capacity. You have less patience. Less warmth, sometimes. Less of the version of yourself that other people are used to.




And when they notice — when someone asks if you're okay, or says you seem quiet — you produce the smile and the reassurance and the "I'm just tired," and you mean it, in a way. You are tired. That part is true. You have simply left out everything else.


​​This is what falling apart looks like, for most people who fall apart quietly. Not a collapse. A slow, private erosion — the kind that leaves the surface looking intact while something underneath is shifting.

And the hardest part of this particular kind of falling apart is that it is very easy to dismiss. Because you are still functioning, it is easy to tell yourself it is not serious. Because nobody has noticed, it is easy to convince yourself it is not real.


​​Because you have managed this far, it is tempting to believe you can simply keep managing — that something will eventually shift on its own, that this will pass without intervention, that you do not need anything you cannot provide for yourself.




Sometimes that is true. And sometimes the cost of managing for too long, alone and in silence, becomes its own kind of damage.


​The Weight of Being the Strong One

––––––––
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There is a particular burden that comes with being the person other people rely on, and it is one that almost no one talks about — perhaps because the people who carry it are the least likely to complain about it, and perhaps because from the outside it doesn't look like a burden at all.




If you have spent significant portions of your life being the strong one — the one others come to in crisis, the one who holds things together, the one who seems to always know what to say and how to manage — then you know what I am talking about.



​​You know the specific exhaustion of being needed in a way that leaves no room for your own need. You know how it feels to sit with someone through their grief while carrying your own unexamined grief somewhere out of sight. You know the particular loneliness of being the person everyone talks to, without ever quite being the person anyone thinks to ask.




The role of the strong one is seductive in the beginning, and I don't say that dismissively — there is something genuinely meaningful about being trusted with other people's pain. It says something real about who you are, about the warmth and reliability and steadiness that you bring to the people in your life.


​​That is not nothing. But over time, if you are not careful, the role begins to consume more than it gives. It begins to define you in a way that leaves no room for your own complexity. You become, in other people's minds and then gradually in your own, the person who does not break. And the person who does not break learns to maintain that performance even when something inside them is fracturing.

I was strong for everyone else and empty for myself for longer than I admitted. I learned how to cry without making a sound. I carried everything and told no one — not because I didn't need to be heard, but because the habit of self-containment had become so deeply ingrained that I didn't always know how to break it even when I wanted to.

​​​The strength that other people admired had become, in some ways, my own prison. A cage made of other people's comfort and my own fear of what would happen if I let them see something different.

Being the strong one teaches you a number of things, and not all of them are




















​When the Words Don't Come
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​What Healing Actually Requires









































​Still Here
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