
Table of Contents

Fragments of Feelings

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Fragments of Feelings



[image: ]


Drowning in my Own Mind

There are days when I feel like I’m rotting from the inside out. Not in the poetic, metaphorical way people romanticize pain - but in the real, suffocating, ugly way that makes every breath feel like betrayal. My body, this vessel I’m supposed to live in, has become a prison. My health is dragging me down like chains around my ankles, and no matter how hard I try to keep moving, I sink deeper into the sludge of my own despair.

I keep myself busy. I fill my days with tasks, distractions, anything to keep the thoughts at bay. I scroll, I clean, I pretend. I smile at people when they talk to me, nod in all the right places, laugh when I’m supposed to. But inside, I’m screaming. The thoughts - those cruel, relentless thoughts - don’t care about my distractions. They wait. They lurk. And when the noise of the world quiets down, they get loud. Too loud. Deafening.

“You’re worthless.”

“You’re broken.” 

“You’ll never get better.” 

“You’re a burden.”

They echo in my skull like sirens, and I can’t turn them off. I try. God, I try. But they always find a way back in. My health has become the lens through which I see myself - foggy, cracked, distorted. I don’t see strength in surviving. I see weakness in struggling. I don’t see resilience. I see failure.

I hate this body. I hate this mind. I hate that I can’t just be okay.

And yet, I keep waking up. I keep trying. Not because I believe things will get better, but because I don’t know what else to do. I keep moving through the motions, dragging myself through each day like a ghost wearing a human costume. I keep hoping that maybe - just maybe - one day the thoughts will fade. That one day I’ll feel like I deserve to exist.

But tonight, they’re too loud. And I’m too tired.
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SILENCED FOR OTHERS

My mom would say I'm the most understanding person in the world.. I don't know about that. I just knew they couldn't take one more thing from me.

It started with fatigue. Not the kind you shake off with a nap or a strong cup of coffee, but the kind that settles into your bones like wet cement. Then came the pain- sharp, dull, constant, unpredictable. My body became a battlefield, and I was losing. Doctor visits turned into routines, diagnoses into riddles, and medications into lifelines I clung to without hope. I stopped counting the pills. I stopped asking questions. I stopped believing in answers.

But I smiled. 

I nodded. 

I listened.

Because when your body betrays you, the last thing you want is for your spirit to follow. And when people look at you with worry in their eyes, you learn to become fluent in reassurance. You learn to say, “I’m okay,” even when you’re not. You learn to carry your pain like a secret, tucked behind your ribs, where no one can see it.

I became the person who understood. The one who always had time, who always said, “That must be so hard for you,” even when I was barely holding myself together. I became the safe space, the sounding board, the friend who never asked for anything in return. Because asking felt selfish. Because needing felt dangerous. Because I knew what it was like to be overwhelmed, and I couldn’t bear to be the reason someone else felt that way.

So I swallowed my grief. I buried my fear. I let my body rot in silence while my voice soothed others.

There were days I couldn’t get out of bed, but I still answered texts with heart emojis and gentle affirmations. There were nights I cried until my chest ached, but I still showed up to birthdays and hang outs and pretended I wasn’t unraveling. I let people believe I was strong because the truth was too heavy to share. I let them think I was wise because admitting confusion felt like failure. I let them think I was whole because brokenness makes people uncomfortable.

And maybe that’s what understanding really is, not empathy, not compassion, but silence. The kind of silence that protects others from your truth. The kind that says, “I’ll carry this alone,” even when
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