
Why Does Modern Love 

Feel Like a Public 

Humiliation? 

Warning: this may rearrange your brain 



 

Love used to be quiet. 

Now it’s a circus act filmed in 4K with your failures subtitled 



for Instagram. 

It’s no longer about wanting someone. 

It’s about not looking like you want someone while wanting 

them desperately. 

Let me ask you: when did caring become embarrassing? 

When did tenderness become a crime? 

When did wanting anything real start feeling like a public 

execution? 

Everyone Is a Performance Artist, Even in Love 

We are not dating humans anymore — we are auditing 

performances. 

We swipe right, we ghost, we half-text, we overanalyze every 

laugh. 

We pretend indifference like a street magician pretends he 

doesn’t see the coin in your hand. 

And why? Because showing you care is now socially dangerous. 

It’s like wearing a neon sign that says: I have a heart. Do not 

touch. 

Humiliation in modern love isn’t heartbreak — it’s the 

constant fear that your humanity will be rated, reviewed, and 

found insufficient. 

Desire Is the New Taboo 



There is a sacred absurdity here: 

You want intimacy? 

You are accused of weakness. 

You want clarity? 

You are called clingy. 

You want someone who tries? 

You are outdated, extinct, a fossil in skinny jeans. 

We fear shame more than we crave touch. 

We fear judgment more than we crave warmth. 

This is why “having a boyfriend” feels ridiculous. 

It’s not the relationship. 

It’s being observed while loving, and realizing the audience 

doesn’t know the rules — because the rules don’t exist 

anymore. 

Emotional Laziness Is the Currency of the Era 

People say, “I’m protecting my peace” as if peace were a rare 

diamond and effort were poison. 

We’ve built emotional warehouses with “boundaries” and 

called it security. 

We swipe through lives like they are apps. 

We ghost, we pretend, we hedge, we hedge again. 

And in that absurd theater, the one who wants honesty feels 

like a criminal in a country that outlawed sincerity. 



Imagine loving like your ancestors loved — fully, audaciously, 

with sacrifice — and being told: you’re too much. 

Vulnerability Is the Highest-Risk Investment 

Ask yourself: when did the heart become speculative capital? 

You invest, you lose, you’re laughed at. 

You open your chest, they open their phone. 

Love is now a contest of appearances, and winning means not 

feeling anything. 

Being real is punished. 

Being visible is punished. 

Being courageous is socially inconvenient. 

We are walking paradoxes: craving connection while fearing 

exposure. 

It is humiliating because nothing human can survive this level 

of performative scrutiny intact. 

The Absurd Reality: Love Survives Because Some Still 

Risk Everything 

Yet — shockingly — there are still those who try. 

Those who text first. 

Those who show up. 

Those who reveal the messy, ridiculous, glorious humanity 

inside themselves. 



And they are the revolutionaries. 

They are the ones laughing at the absurdity while being fully 

immersed in it. 

They are doing what the world calls embarrassing — and what 

the soul calls salvation. 

They prove that love is not a scoreboard. 

That courage matters more than optics. 

That vulnerability, though punished, is the only path to 

transcendence. 

The Cosmic Punch 

Modern love feels humiliating because everything that is 

real is inherently disruptive. 

It humbles you. 

It embarrasses you. 

It challenges your vanity, your ego, your carefully curated 

social identity. 

But here’s the paradox you must swallow like bitter chocolate: 

The humiliation is not in the loving — it is in recognizing that 

love is stronger than your fear. 

And that? 

That is the only way to survive this absurd, performative, 

chaotic, brutally honest era of connection. 

Close, but Unfinished 



If your heart has ever recoiled at the idea of being seen, known, 

wanted, or needing, congratulations: you are awake. 

If you have ever loved and wondered why it feels like a public 

spectacle, you are thinking too much, and yet exactly enough. 

The courageous ones — the ones brave enough to love openly 

— are not embarrassed. 

They are illuminated. 

And for everyone else? 

Keep watching. Keep laughing. 

Keep tilting your head. 

Because one day, the world will catch up to the ones who 

dared to feel everything. 
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