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      I live in a black house.

      Black walls.

      A black ceiling.

      A floor that doesn't throw the light back at you like a mirror.

      

      When I say it out loud, people pause⁠—

      just long enough for the mind to attach a label.

      Black: heavy.

      Black: sad.

      Black: hiding.

      

      I understand the reflex.

      We've been trained to treat brightness as honesty,

      darkness as suspicion⁠—

      as though visibility and truth were the same thing.

      

      But my reason was smaller than any symbol.

      

      I chose black because I was tired⁠—

      not of work,

      but of living in constant performance mode.

      

      There's a particular exhaustion in being endlessly legible.

      From living as if a space is always ready for someone else's eyes.

      

      Until you catch yourself doing something strange:

      tidying the house

      for an audience that isn't there.

      

      The mug should sit "where it belongs."

      The throw should look "calm."

      The surface should be "clean,"

      even when it already is⁠—

      there's just a trace of the day on it.

      

      This isn't about cleanliness.

      It's about readiness.

      And readiness has a price.

      

      The turning point came on an evening that didn't deserve drama.

      

      I came home with my head still outside⁠—

      in the day,

      in conversations,

      in the need to respond.

      

      My hand reached for the overhead switch out of habit.

      And then I didn't press it.

      

      I turned on only a small lamp.

      Not for atmosphere⁠—

      just because I didn't want the room to flare into full openness.

      

      I stood there a moment longer than necessary.

      My shoulders dropped,

      as if they'd been held up not by strength but by habit.

      My breathing deepened.

      Nothing dramatic—quiet,

      as if something invisible had been loosened.

      

      Here was the first honest thing:

      darkness didn't feel like emptiness.

      It felt like permission.

      

      Not to disappear.

      To stop presenting myself.

      

      I began to notice what overhead light does to me.

      

      Not "light is bad"—that isn't my thought.

      Light is necessary.

      Light helps.

      Light can be mercy when you need clarity.

      

      But overhead light has a tone.

      It doesn't merely illuminate objects⁠—

      it switches the room into a mode of declaration.

      It says: everything can be seen here.

      And the body answers: then I must be visible too.

      Collected.

      Quick.

      Explainable.

      

      A small lamp didn't demand that.

      It gave me a corner, not a stage.

      

      Once I felt the difference, I couldn't unfeel it.

      I started coming home and choosing the half-light first⁠—

      not as a philosophy, but as a boundary.

      A way of saying to the day: you end here.

      

      Then I made that boundary physical.

      

      Black walls gave me what I hoped for:

      the room stopped behaving like a display window.

      

      Black doesn't scatter attention.

      It gathers it in.

      It silences glare.

      It lets things exist without announcing themselves.

      

      And along with that came something else:

      I stopped managing my home as proof.

      

      I could leave a book open.

      A mug—where it landed.

      A day—unfinished.

      

      Not because I stopped caring,

      but because I stopped curating.

      

      Now, when I close the door behind me,

      the world stays outside in a very practical way.

      The constant readiness⁠—

      to be available,

      to be readable,

      to be put together⁠—

      loosens.

      

      This isn't a manifesto.

      It's an attempt to give myself my quiet back.
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      Bright homes are often described with beautiful words:

      clean, spacious, fresh.

      They photograph well.

      They promise lightness.

      

      And sometimes they truly are⁠—

      kind, generous, bright.

      

      But brightness can do something else too⁠—

      quietly, almost invisibly.

      It can turn a home into a surface you keep polishing.

      Not a place where people live,

      but a place that is always ready to be seen.

      

      I understood this not through philosophy, but through mornings.

      

      I would wake up⁠—

      and before any thoughts,

      I'd feel the impulse to "straighten up" the room.

      Not because there was chaos.

      But because everything was visible.

      

      A plate in the sink isn't just a plate.

      It's a reproach waiting for the light to find it.

      A chair slightly out of place isn't just a chair.

      It's evidence that life happened here.

      

      It took me time to admit the obvious:

      I wasn't maintaining cleanliness.

      I was maintaining an image.

      

      And the image had rules.

      The table had to look "intentional."

      The throw had to look "effortlessly calm."

      The shelves had to look like a person with everything under control.

      

      Even when no one came over,

      the image kept running⁠—

      like a show in an empty theater.

      

      When guests did come, the difference became clearer.

      

      There's a way to prepare for people with love:

      you make space,

      you brew tea,

      you welcome them.

      

      And there's another—thin, anxious⁠—

      where you're preparing not a home

      but a version of yourself.

      

      I noticed it in my hands.

      I wasn't cleaning dirt.

      I was erasing traces of life.

      

      An open book—put away.

      A mug "in the wrong place"—moved.

      A throw that looked used—folded into "casual perfection."

      

      I wasn't trying to fool anyone.

      I was trying to be readable in the right way.

      

      That's what a bright interior teaches so easily:

      if everything is visible, everything can be judged.

      

      And if everything can be judged,

      you begin to manage your home like testimony.

      You begin living with an imaginary witness in the room.

      

      Not necessarily cruel.

      Often even polite.

      But a witness.

      

      You inhabit your own home

      as if you're standing partly in a shop window.

      

      And that is what drains you.

      Not the light itself.

      But the posture it calls forth.

      

      I walked away from bright spaces

      not because they aren't beautiful.

      I walked away because I was tired of curating my own life.

      

      You don't fully rest, because rest looks imperfect.

      You don't fully exhale, because exhaling looks like relaxing too much.

      And the editing never ends.

      

      Then I began lowering the light in the evenings.

      

      Not as a style⁠—

      more as a way to quiet a voice

      that had been speaking too loudly for too long.

      

      I was surprised how quickly a room changes

      when the overhead light stays off.

      

      Corners become corners again.

      Distance returns.

      Space stops demanding that you take in everything at once.

      

      And along with that,

      I stopped trying to manage everything at once.

      I didn't become careless.

      I became less scrutinized.

      

      Then I took another step: I chose black.

      

      Black removed my home from exhibition lighting.

      The room stopped advertising its details.

      Stopped turning my life into a set of surfaces.

      

      And something simple happened:

      a mug became a mug again.

      A throw became a throw.

      The ordinary disorder of a day

      stopped feeling like a verdict on my competence.

      

      A black interior doesn't erase reality.

      It changes what reality demands of you.

      

      When the walls went dark,

      a question disappeared⁠—

      one I didn't even notice the room was asking:

      So… how does it look?

      

      And when that question vanished,

      space opened for another kind of life.

      

      A life where you can come home

      without arriving as a polished person.

      A life where you can be halfway through a thought,

      halfway through a feeling,

      halfway through recovery.

      

      The home stopped being a display.

      It became a place again.
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      Some things the body understands

      before the mind can explain them.

      
      Breath suddenly goes deeper.

      The jaw releases, even though you haven't decided anything.

      The back stops holding itself as if it's being judged.

      
      That's how I understood what darkness is for.

      
      You can dress it up in beautiful words⁠—

      "mystery," "depth," "the subconscious."

      
      But the first truth is simpler:

      in dim light, the nervous system stands down.

      It stops scanning.

      Stops expecting interruption.

      Stops holding you at ready.

      
      This knowledge is older than our opinions.

      Long before electricity,

      we learned with our bodies:

      constant exposure exhausts the living.

      
      Animals have burrows.

      Forests have shade.

      The sea has depth.

      
      People have always made shelters.

      A cave.

      A small room behind a door.

      Curtains pulled shut.

      A place where you can stop managing your face.

      
      We usually think safety is locks and walls.

      
      But there's another kind of safety, quieter:

      the absence of being watched.

      
      Not only "no one is looking."

      But "no one is expecting something from me right now."

      
      Expectation is the hidden pressure inside brightness.

      When everything is visible, everything is accessible:

      for evaluation,

      for correction,

      for commentary.

      
      And even when no one is nearby,

      we often carry the habit of being seen.

      We pull ourselves together.

      We hold an expression.

      We live as if someone could walk in at any second⁠—

      even when we're alone.

      
      I noticed this most clearly one Saturday afternoon.

      
      I was home alone, reading on the couch.

      The curtains were open, the room bright.

      I caught myself sitting up straighter,

      keeping my face "pleasant"—

      for no one.

      
      There was no audience.

      Just sunlight and silence.

      And still I was performing.

      
      I got up and closed the curtains.

      Turned off the overhead light.

      Lit a small lamp in the corner.

      
      Within minutes,

      I was lying down,

      book propped on my chest,

      face slack,

      breathing slow.

      
      No audience to impress.

      No performance to maintain.

      Just a body finally believing it was alone.

      
      That's why I don't say "light is bad."

      Light is necessary.

      Light is clarity.

      Light can be mercy.

      
      But light is also a mode.

      And many of us have lived in one mode for too long.

      
      We stay on duty.

      And then we mistake exhaustion for personal failure.

      
      Darkness interrupts that mistake.

      It doesn't solve life,

      but it changes the conditions.

      
      In half-light you don't have to take in everything at once.

      You don't have to fix everything at once.

      You don't have to be everything at once.

      
      That's what felt like relief:

      not hiding—reducing the demands.

      
      A small lamp in the corner

      creates a place inside the room.

      A place you can sit

      without standing under overhead scrutiny.

      
      Here the distinction matters:

      privacy and secrecy.

      
      Secrecy is born from fear.

      Privacy is born from care.

      Privacy is where you're allowed to be a draft.

      
      In a black house I began to see

      how much energy goes into daily readiness:

      answer quickly,

      keep your face,

      stay sharp,

      don't slip out of character.
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