
A piece of my heart. 
When someone asks me, “when was the last time you were happy?” they expect a date or a time 
period.  
Sometimes this question is just a way to get you to talk about your childhood, when you were 
assumingly happy.  
 
A friend of mine once said that happiness is not having all your wishes fulfilled, being comfortable 
and having your problems dealt with. He believed happiness comes in moments, short bursts of 
laughter, a night out with your friends or feeling excited. In that way, he claimed to be happy, 
despite all that went on in his life. 
I don’t know if I agree, but when I look back at what “bursts of dreams” I remember, then I more 
vividly remember the nightmares. Each time I wake up from these nightmares, I have reason to 
believe things might change, that things might get better. I stare at my bucket list and all the things I 
must do, but it often turns out it’s easier to close my eyes instead.  
When I look back at the nightmares there is always one thing that stands out. In my nightmares, I am 
alone, and if that is by choice is arguable. They say being alone is not the same as loneliness, hence I 
pick these words with thought. I could be surrounded by people who claim to care about me for who 
I am, but when I go home to fall asleep into a nightmare alone, I resent them for not being there 
with me. And the ones who are there, I sometimes forget about, as if I pride myself in waking up 
alone.  
Somehow, the world taught me that this is strength, and I’m sure a lot of people do. 
 
A long time ago someone said to me that everyone goes through hard times, and some thrive 
under the pressure, and some choose to let it make them weaker. It was his way of saying I was 
weak. 
Personally, I’ve always believed strength is making the right decision, even when you don’t want to.  
 
Then someone told me I could be completely happy, if I just changed my mindset. 
If happiness is a mindset, does that mean we could choose to be happy?  
We let things like resentment of the past and a fear of the future, both things that inherently don’t 
exist, dictate our state of mind. We measure by a checklist if we should be happy or not and decide 
that we are when the checklist is done because it makes us feel satisfied.  
And this shows: we work extremely hard to change our future, we are traumatized by our pasts and 
we strongly believe that the people living where the grass is greener are the happiest.  
I am no different, I strive to succeed, and I blame the world for the things that have happened. See, I 
don’t believe that your life is a series of choices that lead you where you are. I believe other people’s 
choices and circumstances are an underestimated evil in people’s lives, one that always forces you 
to choose if you will forgive it or not. Resent or forget, I don’t believe much in forgiving.  
 
Some quote I saw somewhere sometime said that if you forgive someone, you set two people 
free.  
I scoffed, forgetting is the kind alternative to those who hurt you. To me, in essence, you’re saying 
you accept that they freely harmed you, and you let them move on with their lives unpunished. I 
think to your own heart, resentment is the healthier option, it tells you to not let that person near 
you again. 
But if you’re like me, drowning under the pressure the circumstances have put on you, paddling to 
the surface and somehow managing to rise again, and you end up resenting everyone who wasn’t 
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there to see it, then you are the blame for your own unhappiness. 
 
A friend once described me as an oyster: I close off to make a pearl. 
What he didn’t understand was that I secretly like to show off my pearls, after my silence. During my 
silence, I thrive under the pressure and I wrongly choose to go home.  
But let it be my strength today to give you this piece of my heart, and if you take it, I promise to 
never resent you again. 
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