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we wake up in pieces
not shattered, not broken—
just rearranged enough
to pretend we’re new
morning comes like a rumor
whispered through blinds
like a promise nobody signed
but somehow we’re still expected to keep
coffee burns the tongue
because we’re always rushing
toward something unnamed
a destination shaped like “later”
we check our reflections
not for truth
but for reassurance
that we still exist in the way we remember
and even that
feels negotiable
this is the life—
the wild, spinning, ungraspable life—
where everything matters
until it doesn’t
where love is loud
until it goes silent
like a room after a door slam
that echoes longer than the sound itself
we run on invisible clocks
tick tick tick
counting moments we never agreed to measure
you ever notice
how time feels heavier
when you’re alone
how seconds stretch like wire
thin and dangerous
ready to snap
and yet—
when you’re with someone you love
it disappears
like it never owed you anything
this is the imbalance
the strange gravity of being alive
we chase meaning
through conversations that circle themselves
through laughter that hides fractures
through nights that stretch too far
we dance with our shadows
in rooms no one else sees
trying to convince ourselves
we’re not afraid of the dark
but we are

we are terrified
of the quiet
of the stillness
of the moment when nothing distracts us
from ourselves
so we fill it
with noise
with scrolling
with voices that aren’t ours
because silence
has a way of asking questions
we don’t want to answer
like—
who are you when no one is watching
who are you when the mask slips
who are you when the music stops
and the truth is
we don’t always know
so we build identities
like houses on unstable ground
decorated with borrowed beliefs
painted with opinions we inherited
we say things like
“I’m fine”
“I’m good”
“I’ll figure it out”
and sometimes
we mean it
but sometimes
it’s just survival language
a dialect of denial
spoken fluently
this life—
this crazy, beautiful, unbearable life—
is a series of contradictions
we want to be seen
but we hide
we want to be loved
but we push away
we want to be understood
but we don’t even understand ourselves
and still
we keep going
because something in us
refuses to stop
call it hope
call it stubbornness
call it the quiet rebellion
of a heart that won’t quit
we fall in love
like it’s the first time
every time
even when we swear
we won’t
even when we know
how it ends
there’s something reckless
about the way we open ourselves
like doors in a storm
we let people in
with muddy shoes
and sharp edges
we let them rearrange us
until we don’t recognize the furniture
and when they leave—
because they do leave—
we stand in the aftermath
trying to remember
what we looked like before
but here’s the thing
we never really go back
we evolve
through damage
through healing
through the strange art
of continuing
and oh—
how we continue
through heartbreak
through loss
through days that feel like
they were designed to test us
we continue
through laughter that feels too loud
through smiles that don’t quite reach
we continue
because stopping
feels like surrender
and we’re not ready
to surrender
not yet

so we dream

we dream of better days
of cleaner beginnings
of endings that make sense
we dream of being whole
as if wholeness is a destination
and not a constantly shifting state
we tell ourselves
“one day”
one day I’ll be happy
one day I’ll understand
one day I’ll feel complete
but life doesn’t wait
for “one day”
it happens now
in the chaos
in the unfinished sentences
in the moments we almost miss
this is the crazy life we lead—
a blur of almosts
a collection of near-misses
a story written in ink
that refuses to dry
we lose people
not always to death
sometimes to distance
sometimes to silence
sometimes to becoming different versions
of ourselves
and that might be
the strangest loss of all
when someone is still alive
but no longer present
in the way they used to be
we grieve them anyway

quietly
privately
in ways no one applauds
we carry ghosts
that still breathe somewhere else
and we learn
to live with that
because what choice do we have

we adapt

humans are extraordinary like that
we bend
we stretch
we reshape
we find ways
to keep existing
even when existence feels
like too much
and then—
unexpectedly—
something beautiful happens
a laugh that catches you off guard
a moment of connection
a glimpse of something real
and suddenly
it doesn’t feel so heavy
just for a second

just long enough
to remind you
why you keep going
this is the rhythm

pain
relief
pain
relief
like waves
that never stop
and we learn
to swim
or at least
to float
because drowning
isn’t an option
we can afford
we build lives
out of fragments
memories
mistakes
moments of clarity
moments of chaos
we stitch them together
with hope
with denial
with sheer will
and call it
a story
our story

and it’s messy
and it’s flawed
and it’s incomplete
but it’s ours

and maybe
that’s enough
maybe the crazy life we lead
isn’t meant to be understood
maybe it’s meant to be lived

fully
fiercely
imperfectly
maybe the point
isn’t to figure it out
but to feel it

to feel the highs
the lows
the everything in between
to feel the weight
and the lightness
and the strange beauty
of being here
because despite it all—
the confusion
the heartbreak
the endless questions—
there’s something undeniable
about existence
something electric

something that whispers
“stay”
and we listen

even when we don’t want to

even when it hurts

we listen

because deep down
beneath the noise
beneath the fear
beneath the chaos
there’s a quiet knowing

that this—
this wild, unpredictable, unexplainable life—
is worth it

not because it’s easy
not because it makes sense
but because it’s real

because we are here

breathing
feeling
becoming
again and again
and again
so we wake up
once more
not fixed
not perfect
not certain
but alive

and in this crazy life we lead

that’s everything
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you said it like a whisper
like something fragile
like something that might break
if spoken too loudly
and maybe that should have been
the first warning
the way your voice trembled
not with emotion
but with hesitation
like even you
didn’t fully believe
what you were giving me
you said
“i’ll stay”
and i—
i built a cathedral
out of those two words
brick by trembling brick
hope layered on top of hope
until the ceiling stretched so high
i thought it might touch heaven
but you—
you never intended
to pray there
you only ever visited

you spoke in almosts
in maybes
in sentences that leaned forward
but never stepped
“i think i love you”
“i could see a future”
“i’ll try”
god—
that word
try

the softest kind of lie
the kind that doesn’t bruise immediately
but lingers
like a dull ache
just beneath the surface
you gave me promises
like spare change
tossed carelessly
into the open hands
of someone desperate enough
to call it treasure
and i did

i gathered every word
every glance
every half-formed vow
and i polished them
until they shined
like truth
but truth
doesn’t flicker
truth doesn’t hesitate
at the edge of its own existence
truth stands
or it doesn’t
and you—
you hovered
always hovering

never fully there
never completely gone
a ghost
pretending to be flesh
you said
“i won’t hurt you”
but you didn’t say it
with conviction
you said it
like someone reading a line
from a script
they didn’t write
and didn’t care to remember
and i—
i memorized it anyway
repeated it to myself
like a prayer
he won’t hurt me
he won’t hurt me
he won’t hurt me
until the words
lost their meaning
and became nothing more
than a rhythm
a lullaby
for a heart
that should have stayed awake
you promised me forever
but only in fragments
never the whole thing

never the weight
of what forever actually means
you gave me
a borrowed version of eternity
one that expired
the moment it became inconvenient
do you remember
the night you said
“i’m not going anywhere”?
you were looking at me
but your eyes—
your eyes were somewhere else
already halfway out the door
already rehearsing your exit
and still
i chose to believe you
because belief
is easier
than accepting the slow collapse
of everything you’ve built
i mistook your presence
for permanence
i mistook your words
for anchors
but they were never meant
to hold
they were meant
to soothe
temporary comfort
disguised as commitment
you said
“trust me”
and i did

i trusted you
with the softest parts of me
the parts
i usually keep hidden
the parts
that don’t know how to survive
without care
and you—
you held them
like they were optional
like they were something
you could set down
whenever you got tired
and you did

you
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