

    
        
          The Pain Of Staying Alive

        

        
        
          Mary Ganann

        

        
          Published by Mary Ganann, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE PAIN OF STAYING ALIVE

    

    
      First edition. July 8, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Mary Ganann.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235031586

    

    
    
      Written by Mary Ganann.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Spin Cycle

Chapter 2: Pockets of Air

Chapter 3: The Four Walls

Chapter 4: The View from the Window

Chapter 5: The Lifelines

Chapter 6: The Pain of Staying Alive

Chapter 7: The Diagnosis

Chapter 8: The Baseline

Chapter 9: The Unmasked Face

Chapter 10: Out of the Ashes

Chapter 11: The Human Toll

Chapter 12: The Messy Middle

Chapter 13: Let Them Talk

Chapter 14: When the Sun Goes Down

Chapter 15: The Shift

Chapter 16: These Four Walls

Chapter 17: The Lifelines

Chapter 18: The Stillness Before the Storm

Chapter 19: The Weight of Being the Only One

Chapter 20: The Safest Place

Chapter 21: The Boy in the Trenches

Chapter 22: The Pause

Chapter 23: The Reflection of Exhaustion

Chapter 24: Just a Setting on a Washing Machine

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Spin Cycle
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To the outside world, the definition of who I am is simple. I am a mother. I am the one who wakes up every single morning with a singular, unyielding purpose: to make sure my daughter and my son are fed, clothed, safe, and loved. I am the boundary line between them and a harsh world. I am their protector, their anchor, and their constant.

But inside the walls of my own mind, a completely different story is playing out. Most days, it feels like I am trying to live while I am actively dying.

It is a terrifying thing to be the absolute foundation for two little lives when you feel like your own ground is giving way beneath your feet. The anxiety doesn't just tap me on the shoulder; it takes over. It’s like a heavy-duty spin cycle turning on inside my brain, whirring so fast and loud that the room starts to feel small. The thoughts blend together into a blur of stress, financial pressure, the isolation of being stuck in the house, and the exhaustion of fighting a war that nobody else can see. When that spin cycle hits, it physically weighs on me. My chest gets tight, my hands get heavy, and I can barely hear myself think over the noise of my own doubts.

On the worst days, I sit on the couch while the TV plays in the background. Maybe it’s an episode of *Law & Order: SVU* or *Chicago Fire* running just to provide some familiar noise, a distraction to keep the silence from getting too heavy. I look around the room, and the four walls feel like a cage. The mental exhaustion makes me want to just close my eyes, pull the covers over my head, and completely give up. The darkness tells me that it’s too hard, that I'm running on empty, and that I don't have anything left to give.

But then, the world shifts.

My daughter will laugh from the other room, or my son will walk over and put his little hand on my arm, asking for a snack or wanting me to look at something he found. And just like that, the spin cycle jams. The chaotic noise in my head screeches to a sudden halt.

When I look into their eyes, the war inside me has to pause. I look at their innocence, their complete trust in me, and the reality hits me like a splash of cold water: *I cannot quit.* Going down is not an option on the table for me. Because the truth of my life is that I am the shield. If I let the darkness win, if I let myself fall apart and give up, I’m not just dropping myself—I’m dropping them. If I go down, they go down with me, and I will face an army of demons before I ever let that happen to my babies.

So, I do what protectors do. I take a ragged breath, I push the panic down into the pit of my stomach, and I lock it away. I put on the mask of the strong mom. I smile, I fix the food, I turn up the music, and I keep moving forward. They don't see the shadows I’m dodging. They just see their mama. They are my anchors, my reasons to keep breathing, and the exact reason I will find a way to survive the spin cycle every single day.
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Chapter 2: Pockets of Air
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When you are living in a constant state of survival, you learn very quickly that you cannot run on empty forever. Even the strongest shields crack if they never get a break from the battle. Because I am stuck within these four walls 24/7, I’ve had to learn how to create my own escape hatches right here in the house. I call them my pockets of air—small, hidden moments in the day where I can finally stop breathing for everybody else and just breathe for myself.

My first pocket of air is born out of pure noise, steam, and soul.

It happens when the weight of the day gets so heavy that I feel like my chest is going to split wide open. I’ll walk into the bathroom, turn the hot water on until the room fills with thick, heavy steam, and dump in enough bubbles to hide from the world. I slide down into that water, lock the door, and pull out my phone. This is my sanctuary.

I don't just play music; I turn it up until the bass vibrates through the floorboards and rattles the glass in the window. I need the sound to be louder than the thoughts in my head. I put on a playlist that matches the raw, uncut grit of my own soul. I let Teddy Swims’ voice pour through the speakers, his soulful pain letting me know I’m not the only one hurting. I let Iniko’s otherworldly vibes carry my mind outside of this house entirely. I blast Pearl Dawson and Jelly Roll—voices that sound like they’ve been deep in the trenches of life and somehow survived to sing about it.

When Jelly Roll sings about the struggle, it hits me right in the center of my chest. In that bathtub, wrapped in steam and drowned out by the music, I don’t have to be the strong protector. I don’t have to be "Mama." I can just sit in my skin, let the tears mix with the bathwater if they need to, and let those voices carry the heavy lifting for a little while. The music washes over my broken edges and pieces me back together.

My second pocket of air is the exact opposite. It is born out of absolute, profound silence.

It happens late at night, long after the music has been turned off. I walk down the hallway, checking on my daughter and my son one last time. I look at them tucked into their beds, their faces completely peaceful, their breathing soft and even. In those quiet bedrooms, they are safe from the world. They are safe from the darkness.

Once I know they are asleep, the rest of the house goes completely dark and still. I walk into the living room, sit down on the couch, and just let the silence settle over me. For fourteen hours a day, my guard is up, my eyes are scanning for the next crisis, and my brain is spinning. But at midnight, the storm pauses.

I sit there in the dark and take a long, slow, ragged breath. There are no emails to answer, no food to cook, no questions to face. It’s just me and the quiet. I look around the shadows of the room, and a strange kind of peace settles into my bones. We made it. We survived another twenty-four hours trapped inside this space. In that deep, midnight stillness, I find the hidden reserve of strength I’m going to need to wake up and do it all over again tomorrow.
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Chapter 3: The Four Walls
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It is one thing to feel trapped inside your own mind, but it is a completely different kind of suffocating when the physical world locks you down, too. The hardest truth of my current season is that I don’t have a ride. I don't have a car sitting in the driveway ready to take us on an escape. I don't have a way to just pack up the kids when the air gets too heavy and drive away. Most days, it feels like I am under house arrest, stuck here twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, staring at the exact same four walls until I know every crack and shadow by heart.

For a gypsy soul—someone born with a spirit that is meant to wander, run, and feel free—that kind of stillness doesn't just feel like a routine. It feels like a slow, quiet death.

Because we are stuck here, our daily life doesn't look like a highlight reel. We don’t do anything extraordinary. There are no grand adventures, no big summer trips, and no changing scenery. Most days, my job is simply to find ways to make our small world feel big enough for my daughter and my son to grow up in without feeling the walls closing in the way I do.

Sometimes, that means we just sit together on the couch for hours. We let the glowing screen of the TV take us somewhere else entirely, losing ourselves in a sitcom
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