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			INTRODUCTION

			There’s a lot going on with you, and even though a lot of things have changed over the past year, a lot of it still feels the same. You made commitments to yourself that are becoming more challenging to uphold. You’ve been through a lot, but you’ve managed to keep it together, and right now you’re wondering how much longer you’ll be able to withstand everything that’s preventing you from finding peace.

			

			I won’t pretend to know all of your day-to-day challenges, and I can’t even begin to fathom what you’re really going through, but I can tell you this much: Behind every curtain, there lies a beautiful scene waiting to be discovered. After the storm has passed, you will find that there is an honest assortment of tranquility residing beyond the borders and that happiness is waiting for you there.

			

			Wait just a tad bit longer, and you will be where you are meant to be, and you will experience the emotions that you are deserving of feeling. Please don’t leave just yet.

		

	
		
			THE GREAT ALONE

		

	
		
			Here I am, surrounded by a sea of people, yet I feel as if I’m the only one standing in this desolate wasteland of emptiness, present in my own pain and sorrow while smiling just enough to keep others from realizing that something is wrong. The noise of the crowd echoes in my ears, drowning out the sound of my own thoughts. It’s like being in a bubble, where the world moves around you, yet you stand still.

			

			I see them all laughing and talking, but I can’t connect with them. It’s like I’m trapped in my own world, my own misery. My loneliness is suffocating, and I feel like I’m drowning in a sea of despair. I’m screaming for help, but no one can hear me. Screaming behind the silent smile laced with tears.

			

			The sadness of feeling alone in the middle of a crowd is a feeling that cannot be put into words. It’s like being lost in a maze with no way out. It’s like being trapped in a nightmare; no matter how hard you try, you can’t escape. Sometimes, I wonder if anyone will ever understand the pain that I feel. The pain of being isolated in a world that is so interconnected.

			

			I stand here, in the middle of this crowd, feeling the weight of my sadness pressing down on me. And I wonder if anyone else has ever felt this way. If anyone else has ever felt so alone, even when people surround them. But there are moments, while sitting in the thick of it all, when I believe that there is someone in this crowd who feels the same way that I do, and maybe that someone is reading this right now.

		

	
		
			Sadness has always been a strange and powerful force in my life. A strange, tough, but profound friend of mine that still embodies a stranger. As a child, I was drawn to the melancholic melodies of music, finding solace in the way they reflected the sorrow I carried within. And, as I grew older, that sadness became a driving force in my creativity, propelling me to express myself in ways I never thought possible. The sadness, shadow life, has always fallen behind me, connecting itself to my feet, walking with me into every artistic meeting with my mind.

			

			It’s funny, really, how something so painful can be so transformative. How the weight of sadness can forge strength and resilience within us, shaping us into the people we were meant to be. For me, that strength came in the form of poetry, music, and cinema.

			

			My creative output was born out of the depths of my sadness, a raw and unfiltered expression of the emotions I couldn’t put into words growing up. Or maybe I just never felt that I had a voice to say what I really needed to say in the first place. And through poetry, I found a way to connect with others, to bring light to the darkness that surrounded us all.

			

			But even in the midst of my joy, the sadness never truly went away. It lingers as a constant companion, reminding me of the fragility of life and the fleeting nature of happiness. And yet, it was that very sadness that gave my words their power, their ability to move and inspire.

		

	
		
			Looking back on it all, I realize now that the power of sadness lies not in its ability to break us but in its capacity to transform us. We are forged in its fire, created new. To take the pain and suffering, we endure and turn it into something beautiful, something that can touch the hearts and souls of others. Just like these words are touching you in a profound way right now.

			

			For me, that transformation was both a blessing and a curse, both a form of light and darkness all at once; it’s like that moment when you notice the moon sitting in the sky along with the sun. It gave me a voice, a platform to speak out against what and who wanted to destroy me and to shed light on the struggles of those who felt unheard. But it also takes a toll, leaving me exhausted and emotionally drained.

			

			Still, I wouldn’t have it any other way. The power of sadness has shaped me in ways I never thought possible, teaching me the value of vulnerability and the importance of connection. And, even now, as I look back on my life and the impact my poetry has had, I’m grateful for every moment of sadness and pain, for they have made me who I am today.

			

			So, to anyone who may be struggling with sadness, know that you are not alone. Know that there is strength and beauty to be found in the darkness and that your pain can be transformed into something powerful and inspiring. And always remember that, in the midst of even the most profound sadness, there is hope for peacefulness in your soul. I hope you figure out a way to cultivate whatever it is you need to survive those cold nights.

			 

		

	
		
			Having your heart ripped apart by the one you trusted most is a vicious blow. It’s like pouring your soul out onto the pavement and watching as it gets trampled by intentionally uncaring feet. The pain is deep; it’s a pit that you can’t climb out of. You feel like a fool for ever letting them in, but you also feel like a fool for not being able to keep them. It’s a terrible thing, but, in the end, you learn to live with it. You learn to be more cautious with who you let into your life, and you learn to be stronger, because you have no other choice but to be the greatest version of yourself, displaying characteristics that even you didn’t believe you embodied.

			

			Trusting the wrong people is a mistake that can haunt you for a lifetime. It’s like picking up a snake without paying attention, thinking it’s a rope, only to get bitten in the end. Toxic relationships are like that too; they lure you in with promises of love and care only to leave you bruised and battered. The ugliness of it all is hard to comprehend; it’s like staring into the abyss and seeing your own reflection, only parts of yourself rendered unrecognizable. These people don’t care about you; they only care about what they can get from you. They take and take and take until there’s nothing left. It’s a brutal game, and the only way to win is to walk away. The only way to be triumphant is to move forward without them.

			 

		

		
		

	
		
			In this modern era of screens and distractions, it’s a daunting task to compete with someone’s phone for their attention. It’s as if the phone has become an extension of their very being, an inseparable limb that never leaves their side. The pings and buzzes of notifications are like a siren’s call, luring them away from the present moment and into the abyss of digital temptation, a profound and meaningful war waged upon every present moment but a fight that so many are not willing to win. As I reflect on this phenomenon, I can’t help but feel a sense of melancholy wash over me. Is this what our world has come to? Have we become so enamored with technology and overly attached to our devices that we’ve forgotten the simple pleasures of human connection? It’s a heartbreaking realization, looking over at someone you love while they look into a screen that feels nothing for them.
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