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Excuse Me, My Brain is a Drama Queen

INTRO: You and I, We’re a Mess. That’s Why This Book Exists.

Hi. I’m the kind of person who rereads a message five times before sending it, and then dies a little when the reply is just “ok.”
I once apologized to a table I bumped into. I’ve had full conversations in my head with people I’m mad at — and they still didn’t go the way I wanted.
If any of this sounds familiar, welcome. This book isn’t going to fix your life. It’s not here to teach you how to manifest a yacht or meditate your way into nirvana. It’s more like a survival kit written by someone who’s been there, who’s still there, and who decided to stop hiding the chaos and start laughing at it.

Think of this as a group therapy session with no chairs, no awkward icebreakers, and no one judging your snack choices.

Let’s begin.
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CHAPTER ONE
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I Think, Therefore I Spiral

How it started:
I was 7 when I first realized my brain hated peace.
Other kids were afraid of monsters under the bed. I was afraid of accidentally offending someone’s mom and being banned from birthday parties for life.
By 10, I’d mastered the art of apology letters — to teachers, friends, my cat. By 15, I overanalyzed every emoji in my crush’s messages. One harmless-looking smiley face in a message was enough to send me into a spiral.
Now? I can spiral in three languages and still make it to work on time.
The Spiral Process™

	A small trigger (someone didn’t like my post)

	Instant interpretation (“I’m annoying. They hate me.”)

	Flashback to 2016 when I was annoying

	Existential dread

	Googling “how to be less myself” at 2:17 AM


Inner monologue on a loop:

“You’re too much.”
“Why did you say that?”
“They’re laughing at you.”
“Just shut up next time.”
“Next time? There shouldn’t even be a next time.”
When I realized this wasn’t normal
One night, a friend texted, “You okay?”
I responded with a 1,283-word essay detailing why I wasn’t, complete with subheadings and a bibliography. She replied:
“I just meant you haven’t posted in a while.”
Oh.
I was tired. Tired of explaining myself, tired of analyzing every conversation like it was a UN negotiation.
Tired of me.
What helped (eventually):
– Writing things down before speaking them
– Asking: “If my best friend said this, what would I reply?”
– Telling my brain: “Thanks for the drama, we’re not taking that script today.”
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Anxiety, But Make It Fashion

Anxiety doesn’t creep in quietly. Mine enters like it’s been waiting backstage all day in full costume. She bursts into the room with dramatic sighs, overpacked bags of worst-case scenarios, and a full playlist of every embarrassing thing I’ve ever done.

It took me years to realize my anxiety wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t gentle. It was a glitter-covered parade of alarms going off, sometimes over nothing. And often, I listened to every single one like it was gospel.

The problem wasn’t just that I worried. It was that I believed every worry was worth worrying about. I gave equal emotional weight to “What if I fail publicly?” and “Did I say thank you weirdly at that dinner party three years ago?”

For a long time, I thought anxiety was something only “nervous people” had. I didn’t see myself that way. I was high-functioning. I smiled in meetings. I helped friends with their problems. I even gave decent advice, which in retrospect was hilarious, since I spent most nights pacing like I was rehearsing for a hostage negotiation.

I lived in a constant loop of “What if?”
What if they don’t text back?
What if they do and I say the wrong thing?
What if I’m too much?
What if I’m not enough?
It was like having a hyperactive intern in my head running worst-case scenario simulations all day. The intern meant well, but she was exhausting.

The Great Pretending

I got very good at pretending I was calm. If you saw me at work, or out with friends, or on a date, you’d think I was composed. You’d think, “Wow, she has her life together.”

Meanwhile, my brain was playing background music titled “Impending Doom in C Minor.” I smiled while calculating escape routes, while scanning everyone’s tone, while silently rehearsing conversations that might never happen.

I wasn’t just anxious. I was anxiety in a trench coat, walking around, paying bills, replying to emails with “no worries!” while worrying constantly.

The real performance wasn’t my job or my relationships. It was convincing everyone else — and sometimes myself — that everything was fine.

Spoiler: it wasn’t.

The Moment I Snapped (Politely)

It happened in line at the pharmacy.

I was holding two things: toothpaste and a package of emergency calming tea I didn’t believe in. My brain was spiraling about an email I hadn’t answered, a deadline I’d missed, and whether my heartbeat was normal or the beginning of a medical mystery.

A woman behind me cleared her throat.

That was it.

I dropped everything and walked out. Left the store, sat in my car, and cried in the most polite panic attack of my life. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t dramatic. It was just... too much.

And that’s what anxiety often is. It’s not one big, movie-worthy breakdown. It’s a slow buildup of tiny things — a look, a sound, a word — until your nervous system waves a tiny white flag and whispers, “Nope.”

Trying to Fix It (Badly)

First, I tried all the classic things. Meditation apps. Herbal supplements. Positive affirmations that made me feel like I was being scammed by a talking mirror.

None of it worked, mostly because I was treating anxiety like a glitch — a bug in my system that could be debugged and removed. But anxiety wasn’t a virus. It was a part of me that never felt safe. And no app was going to fix that.

Eventually, I stopped trying to silence anxiety and started trying to listen to it — like someone listening to a frantic friend ranting at 2 a.m. You don’t interrupt them with logic. You just sit there, hold the phone, and let them talk until the storm passes.

I started saying out loud, “This is anxiety. Not truth. Just noise.”
I said it like a spell. Like I was breaking a curse.
And weirdly, sometimes it worked.

Anxiety as a Roommate

At some point, I decided to stop thinking of anxiety as an enemy and started thinking of her as a roommate. A chaotic, unpredictable, overcaffeinated roommate who meant well but didn’t know boundaries.

She panics. I acknowledge her. I tell her she can sit on the couch but she doesn’t get the remote.

That shift — from war to cohabitation — changed everything.

I don’t fight her anymore. I recognize her. I say, “Ah. You again.”
And then I get back to whatever I was doing.
Sometimes I even invite her along. “We’re going to this dinner party, Anxiety. You can come, but you can’t speak unless spoken to.”

It’s a weird strategy. But it’s better than pretending she’s not there — or letting her drive the car while I sit quietly in the backseat, pretending it’s fine.

What Actually Helps

– Naming it out loud: “This is anxiety.”
– Breathing without forcing calm. Just observing.
– Walking. Not to exercise. Just to feel the ground.
– Talking to someone who won’t say, “Just relax.”
– Laughing at how dramatic my thoughts are. Gently. Not to mock myself, but to take away their power.
A Gentle Reminder

You are not your anxiety. You are the space it passes through.
You are not broken. You are alert. Sensitive. Responsive.
You are not alone. And you are definitely not crazy.
If you’ve been living with a voice in your head that whispers fear and panic into the quiet moments of your life, I want you to know something:

I hear it too.
But we don’t have to believe everything it says.
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Productivity Was My Personality (And I Was Exhausted)

There was a time when I believed I could outrun every uncomfortable feeling by being very busy.

If I woke up feeling off, I’d write a to-do list. Not a normal list — a monster of a list. Color-coded. Categorized. “Answer emails” would be right next to “Reassess entire career.” I believed if I could check off enough boxes, I could avoid the larger, scarier truth: I didn’t know how to rest without feeling guilty.

My worth had become tied to how much I got done. Even when no one was watching, I raced myself. I thought productivity was proof that I was okay. If I was useful, I mattered. If I slowed down, I feared I would vanish.

And the world? It cheered me on. “Wow, how do you do it all?” they asked. I smiled and said, “Coffee and chaos!”
But really, it was fear.
Fear of being ordinary.
Fear of being called lazy.
Fear of sitting still long enough to hear what my own mind was trying to say.
My Relationship with Rest: Complicated

Rest felt suspicious. Lying down in the middle of the day triggered panic. “Shouldn’t you be doing something?”
Yes. Always.
But I wasn’t sure what, exactly. Just... something. Anything. As long as I wasn’t alone with my thoughts.
Even vacations were competitive. I planned them like military operations. “We’ll relax from 2:00 to 3:15, then do something culturally enriching, then journal about it, then try something spiritual, then maybe collapse.”

I once brought a goal planner to the beach. Not a book. Not a snack. A goal planner. That’s where I was.

The Moment It Cracked

It happened during a Sunday. I had blocked out time for “Deep Thinking,” which I now understand is something no one does on command. I sat there, trying to have insights, and instead just cried because I didn’t know who I was if I wasn’t producing something useful.

That’s the thing no one tells you about tying your self-worth to output: when the work stops, so does your identity.

I had confused “busy” with “important,” “burned out” with “strong,” and “constantly performing” with “being alive.”

No one else was demanding this from me. I was doing it to myself, on autopilot.

Productivity Culture and the Lies It Tells

Lie #1: You’ll feel better when you finish your list.
Truth: You’ll just make another list.
Lie #2: People respect people who hustle.
Truth: People forget what you did. But they remember how exhausted you looked doing it.
Lie #3: If you don’t keep moving, you’ll fall behind.
Truth: Behind what? Life isn’t a race. There’s no scoreboard.
I was measuring my life in completed tasks, not in moments that actually mattered. I’d forgotten how to be a human being, not a human doing.

The New Way (Still In Progress)

I started small. I stopped tracking my hours. I threw out the fancy planner. I took naps. I let myself watch something silly without multitasking. I tried to sit still without grabbing my phone. It was harder than I’d expected.

At first, it felt wrong — like I was cheating on my ambition.

But slowly, the world didn’t fall apart. No one disowned me. My friends still liked me. My brain started whispering less and breathing more.

I even noticed things again: colors, smells, sounds, the sky.

There’s a kind of joy that only arrives when you’re not rushing past it.

Stillness Isn’t Laziness

I had to learn that rest is not the reward for finishing everything. Rest is a right. A need. A tool.
Slowness isn’t failure. It’s wisdom. It’s your body saying, “I matter more than your schedule.”
Now, when I feel the old panic creeping in — the need to prove myself again — I stop. I ask:
Who am I doing this for?
And if the answer is fear, I put it down.
Because I’ve lived that life. The one where you outrun exhaustion until exhaustion becomes your only state of being.
And I want something else now.
Something quieter.
Something slower.
Something that feels like being alive, not just being impressive.
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