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CREATIVE SPACE

When the voices breathe my name

AAKRITI ARORA

________________________________________________________________________________________________________

They tell me the walls can hear,

so I speak softly,

afraid my thoughts will leak

through the cracks of the room.

I once owned my mind,

now it rents itself to phantoms,

shadowed guests move furniture in there,

rearranging memories I never invited,

redecorating my reality.

The voices come gently at dawn,

like rain whispering secrets;

on other nights, they crash like storm winds

accusing, commanding, laughing

at secrets only they know.

They say no one's there

but how can they not hear

the man inside my skull,

reading my prayers aloud,

twisting them into riddles I cannot solve?

Silence, I sought it once,

but they seeped in,

crowding every corner

with words which were never mine.

The doctor hands me a pill, 

promising calm;

not seeing how the tablet glows,

humming my name before I let it in.

I have become a ghost among them,

for my thoughts escape me

and speak before I can,

or so it seems.

Perhaps I think too loudly,

or perhaps the air

has learned my language.
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Step inside the mind haunted by voices which do not exist, where thoughts are borrowed, stolen, or leaked, and reality feels fragile. This 

poem conveys the fear, isolation, and confusion of living a life with schizophrenia, inviting readers to witness the invisible battles that 

sufferers endure.
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