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For the ones who hold everyone else together.

Who hear the things that aren’t said.

Who smile while unraveling inside.

This story is for you.

You don’t have to be the strong one all the time.

— P.H



This story began with a question I think too many of us ask...

(You already have this too — it's great.)
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Chapter 1 — She Knew What Everyone Felt... Except Herself
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Nyla could walk into a room and tell who was pretending.

The girl in the corner, laughing too loudly.

The boy with the hoodie pulled too far over his face.

The teacher who smiled with tired eyes.

She didn’t need words — just silence and a glance.

It was her gift.

But lately, it felt more like a curse.

Because no one ever asked how she was.

They assumed she was fine — strong, wise, grounded.

And maybe that’s because she always knew exactly what to say.

To them.

Never to herself.

Some days, Nyla would wake up with this heavy ache in her chest.

No reason. No trigger.

Just... a fog.

But instead of resting, she’d answer everyone’s texts.

Instead of crying, she’d listen to someone else’s story.

Instead of screaming, she’d give advice she couldn’t follow.

She didn’t know when it started.

But somewhere between being the helper and the healer,

She stopped being seen.

And maybe she let that happen.

Maybe it was safer that way — to understand everyone,

And stay unknown.


›  “I don’t know what’s wrong with me,”


A friend had texted her last night.
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Nyla stared at the message for a long time,

Her fingers ready to type comfort.

But all she could think was:

“Me too.”

She didn’t send that part.
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Chapter 2 — The Advice She Gave, But Never Took
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“Don’t pour from an empty cup.”

“Protect your peace.”

“Take time for yourself.”

Nyla had said those lines so many times, she could recite them in her sleep.

She’d typed them out in late-night chats, whispered them into phone calls, even posted them in captions under soft-sunset photos — words she knew by heart.

But she never drank her own medicine.

She didn’t know how.
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She was the strong one.

The one her friends called during breakdowns.

The one who knew the difference between sadness and burnout.

The one who could name emotions like colors

But never paint with them herself.

Because she didn’t feel safe taking up space.

Not in the way she let others do so freely.

She knew how to comfort.

She didn’t know how to receive comfort without guilt.

She could listen for hours.

But if someone asked her “How are you?” — her throat locked

And the truth?

She didn’t want to be a savior anymore.

She just wanted to be soft —

Held, not needed.
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That afternoon, she sat on the bus, eyes half on the street, half in her mind.

The girl across from her was crying quietly.

Nyla saw it. Felt it. Almost reached for her.

But something held her back.

For the first time, she let someone else feel without fixing it.
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That small act —

Letting someone feel without absorbing their pain —

Felt strange.

Like an itch she didn’t scratch.

Like a rule she broke.

But it also felt like... peace.

Tiny, unfamiliar peace.
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Chapter 3 — Her Silence Wasn’t Strength Anymore
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Nyla used to think silence made her strong.

That holding things in, letting them slide, keeping the peace — that was maturity.

But lately, her silence felt less like strength

And more like suffocation.
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She would lie in bed at night, phone face-down, heart wide open.

But no one asked where her thoughts went.

They just assumed she was fine.

Because she always looked fine.

Because she knew how to tuck her sadness behind eyeliner and lip balm.

How to smile without showing teeth.

How to nod even when her mind screamed.
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She hadn’t cried in public since she was twelve.

Not because she didn’t want to.

But because the last time she did, someone said,


›  “You’re too emotional. Get a grip.”
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So she got a grip —

On her tears, her thoughts, her tone.

She learned to choke things down so deep that even she couldn’t find them anymore.
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But now, her chest was heavy all the time.

The kind of heavy that sleep didn’t fix.

The kind that made her tired of pretending she wasn’t tired.

She thought if she just stayed silent long enough,

The pain would pass quietly.

Instead, it built a home inside her.

And silence turned from shelter

To prison.
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She sat in the bathroom that evening, door locked, phone in hand.

No music, no noise.

Just her and the ache she couldn’t name.

She looked in the mirror — really looked —

And whispered to her reflection:


›  “I miss you.”
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And for the first time in months,

Her voice cracked.

And for the first time in months,

She let herself break — just a little.

And that?

Was her real strength.
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