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Bismillah
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In the name of Allah,

the Most Merciful, the Most Compassionate.
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Every journey begins with Him


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Why I Wrote This Book
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There are struggles in life that no one really sees. The quiet ones. The ones that live inside you while your face tells a completely different story. The ones that happen in the middle of ordinary evenings, in rooms that look completely fine from the doorway, in bodies that are still functioning perfectly well by every visible measure.

I began to understand that what we carry internally — the silent weight, the emotional heaviness, the thoughts we do not speak — are also part of our test in this life. Allah does not only test what is visible. He tests the heart. The patience. The strength it takes to keep going when everything inside feels heavy and the people around you have no idea.

I am not writing this book because I have finished healing. I am writing it because I am still walking through it. And if you are here — feeling something you cannot fully explain, something that sits in your chest without a name, something that makes ordinary nights feel impossibly long — I want you to know that you are not alone in this. You never were.

Maureen S.
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The Night Itself


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


You know the kind of night I am talking about.
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It is not always the night after something terrible has happened. Sometimes it is just an ordinary Tuesday — a night that begins like every other night, with dinner and the usual sounds and the familiar routine of a life that, from the outside, looks entirely intact. And then, somewhere between nine and midnight, without warning, the weight arrives. Not gradually — it does not always build politely. Sometimes it simply lands, the way a storm can break on a clear day, and suddenly everything feels heavier than it did an hour ago. Heavier than it did yesterday. Heavier than you can hold without your arms beginning to shake.

​

On those nights, breathing feels like effort. Not because anything is physically wrong, but because the air seems to travel differently — as though it has to pass through  something  thick,  something accumulated, something that was not there in the morning and has no name now but is unmistakably present. The silence around you feels louder than noise. The darkness in the room has a quality to it, a density, that you cannot quite explain to someone who has never felt it. You lie there and you feel everything at once, which sounds like it should be vivid and loud but is actually more like being submerged — muffled, heavy, distant from yourself.
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Nothing happened. And yet everything hurts.

​

The night stretches longer than your strength. You are tired, genuinely tired, tired in the specific way of someone who has been managing something enormous all day in plain sight — but sleep does not come easily, or at all, because your mind has no interest in rest. Your mind, in those hours, is its own country — a country with no border controls, where every thought you have managed to keep at bay during the daylight hours is now arriving freely, uninvited, crowding the space that should belong to quiet. You replay things. You question things. You turn small moments over and over looking for what they mean. You wonder, in that particular middle-of-the-night way that has no mercy, whether you have made the right choices, whether people see you the way you think they see you, whether the life you are living is the life you were supposed to be living. These questions are not new. But at three in the morning, they lose the padding that ordinary life provides around them and become something closer to sharp.

​

Most people who have had nights like this have also had the experience of waking the following morning and going through the day as though nothing happened. You put the night somewhere unreachable. You make coffee, you answer the things that need answering, you smile at the right moments, you do not carry the night into the daylight where it might be visible. And this is its own kind of skill — the ability to function after a night that felt unsurvivable — but it is also its own kind of cost. Because the night did happen. And the cost of always carrying it alone, of always tucking it away in the morning, accumulates.

​

This book is for the nights. For the weight that arrives without announcement. For the exhaustion that sleep cannot touch. For the person who wakes up the next day and goes through all the motions and tells no one, because  telling  someone  would  require language they haven't yet found, and energy they do not have, and a guarantee of being understood that life has not always provided.
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You survived that night. And the night before it. You are still here.
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The Weight Of Overthinking
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The mind at night is not the same mind as the mind during the day.
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During the day, there are enough things to attend to that the difficult thoughts can be managed. Not resolved — they are rarely resolved — but held at bay, kept in the background, pushed behind the momentum of activity and obligation. During the day, you have somewhere to put your attention that is not inside your own head, and this is more protective than most people realize. It is only when the day ends, when the noise quiets and the obligations pause and the world stops requiring your outward attention, that the thoughts find the space they have been waiting for.

​

Overthinking is a word that has been somewhat trivialized by casual use — it appears on decorative products and in light-hearted social media posts as though it is a quirky personality trait rather than the genuinely exhausting condition it is for many people. Real overthinking is not choosing a restaurant indecisively. Real overthinking is a mind that will not stop processing, that replays and reexamines and rehearses and anticipates without rest, that turns small things into heavy storms because it cannot leave anything unexamined, that questions everything — including, most painfully, itself.

​

Was I too much? Was I never enough? These questions live in the territory of the overthinking mind, and they are some of the cruelest questions a person can ask themselves, because they are almost entirely  unanswerable.  There  is  no evidence that would satisfy them. There is no  version  of  "enough"  that   the overthinking mind would accept as proof, because the overthinking mind moves the goalposts. You can replay a conversation perfectly and find five things wrong with it. You can receive a compliment and immediately locate the doubt inside it. You can be told you are loved and spend the rest of the evening cataloguing the ways in which the person who said it might not have meant it.

​

This is not a character flaw. It is a pattern — one that often develops in people who have learned, for reasons specific to their histories, that they cannot fully trust that things are safe, or stable, or going to be okay. The mind that overthinks is often a mind that has been caught off guard before, that has experienced the gap between what seemed true and what turned out to be true, and has decided — unconsciously, protectively — to do its due diligence at all times, to anticipate every possible outcome so that nothing can arrive as a surprise.

​

The cost of this is enormous. A mind that is always scanning, always assessing, always  running  the  calculations  of possible futures and probable outcomes, is a mind that never fully rests. It is a mind that burns through its resources doing work that feels necessary but rarely produces  resolution.  Because overthinking is not the same as problem-solving. Problem-solving moves toward an answer. Overthinking circles one. It uses the vocabulary of logic but operates on the fuel of anxiety, and the destination is almost never clarity — it is more often a different kind of exhaustion, the specific exhaustion of a mind that has been running hard all night and arrived back at the place it started.

​

What helps, in my experience, is not the suppression of thought — trying to stop thinking  about  something  is  famously counterproductive, the mind doubling down on the very thing you've tried to put away. What helps is interruption. A disruption in the pattern significant enough to pull the mind out of its loop and into the present moment. Sometimes that is physical — the act of getting up, moving, doing something with your hands. Sometimes it is connection — reaching for another person, even briefly, even in the small hours. And sometimes, for those of us whose faith is the foundation of how we move through the world, it is prayer. Not the structured, formal prayer, though that too has its  place,   but   the  other   kind   —  the conversation that needs no appointment, the turning of the mind toward something larger than itself, the act of saying: I cannot hold all of this. I am handing some of it to You.

​

There is relief in that handing-over that I have not found anywhere else. Not because the thoughts stop — they do not always stop immediately — but because the quality of carrying them changes when you remember you are not carrying them alone.
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