

    
        
          My Mind, My Fight, My Truth

        

        
        
          Ja'Shaun Coley

        

        
          Published by Ja'Shaun Coley, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      MY MIND, MY FIGHT, MY TRUTH

    

    
      First edition. October 3, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ja'Shaun Coley.

    

    
    
      Written by Ja'Shaun Coley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Part I: Breaking Open

Part II: Inside the Storm

Part III: The System and Its Shadows

Part IV: Healing Isn’t Linear

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Part I: Breaking Open
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​The First Crack

I didn’t wake up one morning and suddenly feel broken. It was gradual. Like a slow leak in a boat I didn’t know was sinking. I kept rowing, kept smiling, kept showing up - until I realized I was surrounded by water and couldn’t remember how to swim.

The first crack wasn’t loud. It was subtle. A missed meal. A skipped shower. A growing disinterest in everything that used to make me feel alive. I brushed it off as stress. As burnout. As “just a phase.”

But it wasn’t a phase. It was the beginning of something I didn’t have words for yet.

I started forgetting things - not just appointments or tasks, but pieces of myself. I couldn’t remember the last time I laughed without faking it. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt rested. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt like me.

I became a master of disguise. I wore my “I’m fine” mask like armor. I smiled when I wanted to scream. I said “I’m just tired” when I was sinking. I kept performing because I thought that’s what strength looked like.

But strength isn’t silence. It’s honesty.

The first crack was terrifying. But it was also necessary. Because cracks let the light in. And even though I didn’t know it then, that light would eventually guide me home.

​The Second Crack

The second crack came when I realized I couldn’t hide it anymore.

I was sitting in my car, parked outside a mall, and I couldn’t move. My hands were shaking. My chest was tight. My thoughts were racing. And I couldn’t remember why I was there.

I sat there for an hour. Just staring. Just trying to breathe.

That’s when I knew something was wrong.

I went home and cried. Not the kind of crying that feels cathartic - but the kind that feels like your body is trying to purge something it doesn’t understand. I cried until I couldn’t breathe. I cried until I felt numb.

And then I stopped crying. And I went back to pretending.

Because even when you know something’s wrong, it’s hard to admit it. It’s hard to say, “I need help.” It’s hard to believe you deserve help.

I started researching symptoms. Anxiety. Depression. Panic attacks. I read articles. I watched videos. I tried to diagnose myself. I tried to fix myself.

But mental health isn’t a puzzle you solve. It’s a wound you learn to tend to.

I made a therapy appointment. I canceled it. I made another. I showed up.

And that was the beginning.

Not of healing. But of honesty.

I told someone. I said the words out loud: “I’m not okay.”

And they didn’t run. They didn’t judge. They just listened.

And in that moment, I felt the crack widen - but not in a way that broke me. In a way that let the light in.

​The Weight of Silence

Silence isn’t peace. It’s pressure. It’s the weight of everything I couldn’t say, everything I didn’t know how to explain. I used to think silence was strength - that if I kept it all in, I was protecting people. But really, I was just disappearing.

I silenced myself to survive. I didn’t want to be labeled. I didn’t want to be pitied. I didn’t want to be the “broken one.” So I smiled. I nodded. I said, “I’m good.”

But inside, I was screaming.

Silence became my second skin. It wrapped around me, suffocating me slowly. And the longer I stayed quiet, the harder it became to speak. My voice felt foreign. My truth felt dangerous.

Breaking that silence was terrifying. But it was also the beginning of everything.

​When the Mirror Lies

There were days I couldn’t look in the mirror. Not because I hated how I looked - but because I didn’t recognize myself. My eyes looked hollow. My smile felt fake. My body felt like a costume I didn’t choose.

Mental illness distorts everything. It twists your reflection until you start believing the lies. 

“You’re worthless.”
“You’re a burden.”
“You’ll never get better.”
I believed those lies. I wore them like armor. I let them shape my choices, my relationships, my future.

But slowly, I started peeling them off. Therapy helped. Writing helped. Honesty helped.

Now, when I look in the mirror, I still see the scars. But I also see strength. I see someone who fought to be here. Someone who’s still fighting.

​The Ache of Existing

Some days, just existing hurts. Not physically - emotionally. It’s the ache of waking up and wondering why. It’s the heaviness in your chest that doesn’t have a name. It’s the exhaustion that sleep can’t fix.

I’ve felt that ache in my bones. I’ve carried it through crowded rooms and empty nights. I’ve tried to outrun it, numb it, ignore it. But it always finds me.

It’s not sadness. It’s not fear. It’s something deeper. Something that whispers, “You don’t belong.”

But I do. I know that now. Even when the ache returns, I remind myself: I’m allowed to exist. I’m allowed to take up space. I’m allowed to heal.
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​Part II: Inside the Storm
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​Anxiety Isn’t Just Worry

Anxiety is a thief. It steals your breath, your sleep, your ability to trust yourself. It’s not just worry - it’s a full-body experience. It’s waking up with a racing heart and no reason. It’s rehearsing conversations that haven’t happened. It’s feeling unsafe in places that are perfectly safe.

I’ve lived with anxiety for years. It’s unpredictable. It’s exhausting. It’s invisible.

People say, “Just relax.” But anxiety doesn’t respond to logic. It’s a fire alarm with no fire. It’s drowning in air.

My anxiety shows up in different ways. Sometimes it’s physical - tight chest, shaky hands, nausea. Sometimes it’s mental - spiraling thoughts, catastrophic thinking, obsessive planning. Sometimes it’s emotional - irritability, fear, shame.

I’ve missed events. I’ve canceled plans. I’ve avoided opportunities. Not because I didn’t care - but because I was terrified.

But I’ve also learned to cope. Breathing exercises. Grounding techniques. Therapy. Medication. And most importantly - grace. I give myself grace. Because anxiety isn’t my fault. It’s just part of my story.

I’ve stopped trying to “beat” anxiety. I’ve started learning to live with it. To listen to it. To understand what it’s trying to protect me from.

And in that understanding, I’ve found power.

​Depression Isn’t Just Sadness

Depression isn’t crying all the time. Sometimes, it’s not crying at all. It’s feeling nothing. It’s losing interest in





​The Panic From My Chest





​The Loneliness That Doesn’t Leave






​The Mask I Forgot I Was Wearing
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