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Nobody Warned Me About Quiet Burnout

To the rest of the world, Arjun’s life looked absolutely perfect. He lived in a beautiful apartment, drove a clean car, paid his bills on time, and never missed a single deadline at his corporate office.

"You are so lucky, Arjun! Your life is completely sorted," his friends often said during weekend dinners. Arjun would always reply with a polite smile, nodding his head. He looked like the definition of success.

But behind that perfect smile, a strange silence was growing. Arjun wasn't crying. He wasn't having loud stress attacks. He wasn't screaming at his laptop. He just felt... completely empty.

Nobody had ever warned Arjun about this kind of exhaustion. He always thought burnout meant breaking down or quitting your job. He didn't know that burnout could walk around in a tailored suit.

Slowly, the things that used to bring him joy began to lose their color. His favorite acoustic guitar sat in the corner of his room, untouched and collecting dust. His canvas and paints remained sealed in a box.

Even the weekends lost their magic. On Sundays, Arjun would lie on his couch, staring at the ceiling for hours. The weekend wasn't a break anymore; it was just a countdown to Monday morning.

Hoping to fix this heavy feeling, Arjun took a luxury vacation to a beautiful, sunny beach resort. He sat by the ocean, watching the waves crash against the sand. But inside, his mind felt like a frozen lake.

He realized that changing his location didn't change his emptiness. He wasn't physically tired from walking; his soul was tired of pretending. The quiet burnout had drained his internal battery to zero.

One evening, Arjun achieved a major milestone at work. His team cheered, and his boss presented him with a beautiful glass trophy. Everyone clapped loudly, but Arjun felt absolutely nothing.

That night, Arjun returned to his quiet apartment. He placed the trophy on the shelf, sat down on the floor, and leaned his head against the wall. He was tired of running a race that didn't excite him anymore.

For the first time, Arjun didn't force a smile. He let his face go blank. He accepted his exhaustion. "I am not okay," he whispered into the empty room. Saying it out loud felt like a tiny crack in a heavy wall.

The next day, Arjun did something brave. He requested a temporary leave from work. He didn't check his emails. He slept without setting an alarm, letting his body and mind finally rest in the silence.

During his time off, Arjun started making small changes. He didn't go on big trips. Instead, he walked barefoot on the morning grass, brewed his own coffee slowly, and spent hours listening to the birds

One evening, Arjun picked up his dusty guitar. He tuned the strings and played a simple, slow melody. It wasn't perfect, but as the music filled the room, Arjun felt a tiny spark of
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