Remember when you asked me to let you have some space during Covid because you said you needed to focus on something?
I do; I was peaking with depression, using drinking and drugs to self Medicate and momentarily let Me forget how worthless I felt; the lies of Depression grew louder when I would discount their validity.

I was wrong not to share what was going on.

However, I had a long-standing belief that sharing my mental health issues may do a few things;

1. Make you think I'm asking you to fix me
2. Promote the (falsehood) that I'm the "broken one."
3. Scare you off because I know what you've dealt with in the past.

So, I masked and said, "sure."

From there, I went down the rabbit hole of silent self-loathing and self-hatred to the deepest levels ever in my life. At the time, I was not using any psych meds to help, making it far easier to fall. I felt invisible for a while, and it was during this period that I nearly went on a hike with plans to never come back.

I felt worthless and a total burden to my family for all the sadness and misery I brought into the home. Instead of joy, it was darkness and anger. I was furious with myself during the darkest times. If someone tried to interact with me and caught me during an internal rage (and the fact I was masking made me look flat-faced, I didn't look like despair), there was no time for my brain to transition from to normal and my residual rage may be what comes at them with severe dark overtones.


That may be how they interact with me.

I wanted to feel love more than anything to help me fight the idea that I didn't matter to anyone and check out.



Make you worry/fear/Nervous







Not even my wife would 
talk disorder at the time with the feeling you didn't like me mainly because we lost connection, which you define from me as 'sex,' but the relationship is so much more; we both know that.



masking at trying to make
