As I sit here alone in my thoughts my mind is spiraling out of control. As I so desperately try to climb out of this seemingly unreachable hole. I guess I relate it to quicksand; the harder I struggle to get out the further in I fall. I scream and I yell, but no one hears my oh so desperate call the shame and the guilt weighs heavily on my mind. I try and I try but can’t seem to leave it behind. My heart is no longer full it’s almost empty and bare. I’m so sad and confused so I shut down and quit. I’ve got nothing to spare. The people I love and care about the most I’ve definitely done wrong and quit. I’ve got nothing to spare. The people I love and care about the most I’ve definitely done wrong. I no longer feel that I can or want to belong. I woke up today and decide to put these feelings in the past. They might come again soon, but now I know they won’t last. No longer is my heart empty, it fills up more and more with each passing day it definitely will take time but wouldn’t want it any other way. Once before it got hard so then I would leave. Now I have the desire and the courage to definitely stay. I’ll leave you with this thought addiction has taken so many things from me, but three things it can never touch is my mind, my soul, and my heart.
