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It’s been three years since I started telling

words and thoughts you won’t hear as I can’t even speak a thing

to anyone, so I’ve been keeping this pain with me

quietly, but now I know what it means to be brave, so I share my feelings only to those who don’t understand to try

to get what I’m dealing with all this time and for those who are suffering to smile and to know, you’re not alone in this crime

and we’ll get through it together when the sun shines.
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Trigger warning: death, suicide & depression

It’s me whom to blame for why the depression made me feel ashamed as I can’t take it down.

Am I that unlucky?

Why do I have to suffer?

I just want to be happy

but my brain can’t weather.
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Only a depressed person knows it better

than others who try to understand depression and many seem to get it and accept those who encounter but they actually don’t fully grasp the aggravation.

In front is the psychiatrist who’s been by my side she always nods and listens to my stories humbly but even she doesn’t feel what I’m trying to survive

“Be patient, take medicine, and keep going”, says she normally.

...

Then I leave the therapy room, sighing weakly.

Every morning you get up and shower

stand in front and give a big smile at the mirror to the person in front of you and say,


‘I love you!”


and remember that they love you the most with no clues.

Don’t forget to love yourself even how hard it is for your day because only you will always stay by your side till old and grey.
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Time flies slowly with this in me most of it is such a horrible nightmare but not all is terrifying and scary.

I can still spend some good times with care.
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Depression sucks!

Only we know and feel it

I just want to be loved and freed

keep aware of my thoughts and admit

we can beat this beast even my strength is wee.
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I guess you also want to run away to a faraway, sacred city and pray

where depression can’t find your soul and wish you hadn’t met it, this ghoul that eats you alive and watches you die even ghosts can’t scare you out of mind.
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But in the end, you know you can’t really run.

You have to bear with it for your whole life

no matter how much it swallows you with its fun. I barely remember when was the last time

I was truly happy through my poor little memory. It’s been so long time since I last smiled.

The darkness is killing me inside, painfully and I know you also feel my suffering cries.
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You can deceive yourself for a short time that you are just sick as depression farms inside your little mind, by admitting it wholeheartedly.

You can be cured by time and care from your company.

Yet, I don’t want to think or fake myself that

.

I’m normal

.

because my inside is screaming, I’m not OKAY at all!

They ask me, “Are you okay?” “I’m fine because of the pills,” I say

They tell me I look better But the truth is I never

ever feel okay with this in mind.

Just want people I love to confide I don’t want to express

my pain from losing the chest of ability to feel happy.

I’m like the weak who even can’t enjoy the little things like I ever can.

It’ll be soon morning

I cling to my wish all night even now I can’t feel anything

but darkness that kills me inside.
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Depression always drives you to death

as you don’t want to hold any more breath and you don’t want to feel any more pain that chains you to the touch of flames burning inside your little mind.

You always think of the way to die but believe me, you can take over it like playing in a racing game of sh*t.

Sometimes you lose, sometimes you gain but you still have life to try again.

You know you can’t always control

but one day you will find the way to end the show.

Who will ever understand your feelings when even you can’t still catch them.

Don’t try to find ones who think

that they can bear with you with attempts.
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“Be kind, be free”, they say

“Be kind to yourself. It’s always free”, I say.
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Like I’m trapped in my thoughts that drive me to think negative endlessly and forever caught

no matter how much I try to leave.

Writing it down never helps

even I stop myself from thoughts of storms but depression is still on my shelf

like a cancerous circle, I’ll never be freed from.
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When you were young and fresh

people told you to run away from strangers but now who scares me the most

is this strange face

that chases me like dark shadow and clings to me forever.
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They told me to throw away the past and to not worry about the future path Do as best as I can today

They say as if it was an easy way.

Yet, I know what to do to control it

but with depression makes it hard like tons of sh*t!
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And why I’m still here, breathing it’s because I still have many things

that I want to do and still hope, always I’ll come back stronger one day

and smile and laugh when I beat

this monster like a king of war, and be pleased.
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Living day by day is better than never breathing anymore.

I know I can be a shelter

for the lovers who never ask for even though I can’t feel happiness

but the smallest things I do can also bring the pleasure to the people I love best

and that makes me feel something.
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I’m a crumpled piece of paper

and thrown away because of this monster.

I didn’t let it take me down

but can’t say it’s never full of clout.

Exercises can help, and you should

and I’m here with you in my workout suit.
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Did I lose myself who can laugh?

The one that shines and always smiles.

The one that can be content with little stuff. Where are you, dear?

Find her and I’ll give a prize!
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I know I’ve lost the old me even money can’t take her back.

A million? It still can’t do a wee.

A thousand million still can’t get me back!
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Who can know they are depressed?

...

Never

...

But at some point, you’ll find yourself in a corner of being never happy with anything and anyone.

It’s a strange feeling and you’ll know once that depression is spreading over your body. It’s out of clues when brain substances release

ABNORMALLY.

People will see and say that you’ve changed And yes! I hate it best as if it was a plague!

Many misunderstand and think depression comes from stress, the environment that shapes you,

or traumas you’ve been through.

But with no clues, some people have it in their chest and no one understands it best,

but I get you.

I can’t even express my muffled cries just like a dead body that denies feeling.

I can’t accept this deal in me and sympathize as I feel like I’m dying inside and being sealed.

“Be positive.” That’s what they say. and I yell, “Yes!’ every time that they tell me what I should do to live

and I’ve been doing so to keep breathing alive just to let the day past

but when the night comes, I pray it’ll go
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