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The morning begins like every other, with Aarav packing his books and heading to school. He already knows what kind of day waits for him, quiet effort that goes unnoticed, small mistakes that seem larger than they are.

In English class, the toppers read aloud with clear voices and perfect pronunciation. The teacher smiles, nodding proudly. When Aarav reads, he stumbles just once on a difficult word. The teacher frowns and corrects him quickly, her tone sharp. At the back, a mischievous boy makes mistakes too, but no one dares to correct him. Aarav, caught between the best and the bold, becomes the safe target for frustration.

Mathematics follows. Numbers rush across the board in quick chalk strokes. The brightest students answer fast and win praise. Aarav calculates carefully, gets the answer right, but too late. His effort goes unseen. When someone cracks a joke, the teacher sighs and lets it pass. Aarav, who is merely slower, is called out for “not keeping up.”

By Science, the weight of the morning has already settled on him. During the experiment, the teacher hovers over the front rows, explaining gently to the toppers. The restless ones at the back whisper and giggle but are ignored. Aarav makes a small mistake, and suddenly the whole class watches as the teacher turns his slip into a lesson. Her tone cuts. He becomes the warning of what not to be, neither brilliant nor bad, just ordinary.

Lunch brings a small relief. Aarav sits with a few classmates, sharing his food and smiling politely. He listens more than he speaks, giving the best piece of his meal to someone else without thinking twice. Yet the talk flows past him, carried by louder voices. His presence is pleasant but easy to forget.

In Social Studies, the toppers answer again, the bold ones make everyone laugh, and Aarav once more slips into the background. He raises his hand once, answers correctly, but the teacher hardly notices. Later, a comment about his handwriting comes sharper than needed. He knows he’s an easy student to scold, safe, quiet, harmless.

When the bell rings, Aarav gathers his books slowly. The toppers leave smiling, their names remembered. The bold boys swagger out. Aarav walks home with the invisible weight of being unnoticed. He hasn’t failed or shone, but the day has drained him all the same.

At home, his parents ask, “How was school?”
“Okay,” he says. They nod, satisfied.

Lying on his bed later, he stares at the ceiling. He isn’t hated, not even disliked. He’s simply… invisible. Not bright enough to be celebrated, not wild enough to be feared. Just there.

And so his days repeat, each one carrying the same quiet ache of being the boy in the middle, the one safe to correct, easy to forget.


---

Aarav’s story shows a hard truth: sometimes people notice mistakes more than quiet effort. He walked home heavy not because he failed, but because he carried everyone else’s moods on his shoulders.

The problem isn’t that he’s “in the middle.” The problem is that he lets the noise around him enter his head. Aarav must learn three Inner Superpowers, ways to turn that weight into quiet strength.

The Mental Shield
When the teacher frowns or snaps, Aarav feels it’s about him. But most of the time, the teacher’s mood has nothing to do with him, it’s stress, tiredness, or something else entirely. Aarav’s job is to keep the lesson and let go of the load. He can pause, breathe once, and ask himself: “What’s the lesson I should keep, and what’s the emotion I can discard?” The lesson might be to write neatly; the load is the sharp tone. He fixes the first and ignores the second. That is his shield.

The Focus Budget
Every day Aarav has a small amount of energy, Focus Coins. If he spends them all trying to please others, he’ll run out before lunch. But if he spends them on his own growth, effort, kindness, learning, his Focus Vault stays full. His reward isn’t the teacher’s praise; it’s knowing he gave his best.

The Quiet Command
Aarav’s politeness makes him an easy target. To change that, he doesn’t need to shout; he needs calm power. When scolded, he can simply nod and say, “I’ll correct it.” No anger, no apology. Just calm. Sometimes he can surprise people, raise his hand confidently, answer without fear. When others can’t predict him, they start to respect him.

By the end of the day, Aarav still walks home quietly, but now he carries a secret power. He hasn’t shone for anyone else, but he has held his own space. He is no longer the boy in the middle; he is the quiet kid with an unbreakable shield.


---

Chapter 2: The Child of Comparisons

Morning light touches the edge of Rohan’s bed but doesn’t wake him. His younger sister hums in the next room, already dressed. His elder brother’s laughter fills the dining area. By the time Rohan walks in, shirt a little wrinkled, hair untidy, his mother sighs automatically. “Look at your brother,” she says. “You should learn from him.” It isn’t cruel, but it stings in the same old way.

At breakfast, his father discusses his brother’s top marks. His sister proudly shows her new drawing; everyone admires it. Rohan eats silently, remembering his small handwriting prize no one asked about. The toast feels dry.

School brings no escape. Teachers say kindly, “Oh, you’re Sharma’s brother? He was so disciplined.” The words sound like praise but weigh like a stone. Rohan works hard but knows effort alone won’t earn affection. He snaps at classmates for tiny things, then feels guilty. The irritation doesn’t come from them, it’s built from every breakfast and every polite comparison.

At home, relatives shower praise on his siblings and turn to him only to ask a quick, “How are you, beta?” before moving on. His silence is mistaken for contentment. When the guests leave, his mother praises how well the others behaved. Rohan smiles weakly. No one notices he’s behaving too, just quietly.

At night he studies under the small table lamp. He wants to be noticed, not for trophies or looks, but simply for existing without comparison. He tells himself that one day he’ll surprise everyone. But each day begins the same: two siblings shining in light, and one boy learning to live in the shade.


---

Rohan’s story is about fighting an invisible battle, being measured by someone else’s ruler. His siblings aren’t trying to hurt him; they’re just living. He must learn to stop measuring himself against them and start building his own strength.

The Comparison Stopper
Whenever someone mentions his siblings, Rohan’s mind enters the Comparison Trap. The only way out is kindness. When his father praises his brother’s marks, Rohan can think, “Good for him; his success doesn’t take anything from me.” When his sister’s drawing wins compliments, he can feel proud of her too. Then he must find his own quiet win, maybe his handwriting prize, maybe helping a friend. Every time he does this, he reminds himself he’s separate, not lesser.

The Invisible Crown
At breakfast, Rohan feels invisible because no one notices his small victories. But true worth isn’t loud. It’s a crown he wears inside, made of patience, kindness, and calm. His silence isn’t failure; it’s focus. His small frown isn’t anger; it’s deep thought. Every time he recognizes his own quiet wins, he polishes that invisible crown.

The Builder’s Plan
Rohan dreams of “surprising” everyone, but that goal still depends on them. A better goal is one that belongs only to him. He can decide what he truly enjoys, writing, puzzles, running, and build from there. When he studies, it shouldn’t be to prove others wrong; it should be to master something for himself. That self-focus is what frees him from bitterness.

Rohan’s nights at the study table are no longer lonely. They are the hours where he builds himself quietly, without comparison. His family can have their praise; he has his own plan, and that plan shines from within.

Chapter 3: The Boy with the Old Shoes

Morning begins with his mother’s voice from the kitchen. “Hurry up, you’ll miss the bus!”
Karan ties his shoelaces, the same faded shoes he’s worn for two years. The soles are thin, but his parents say they’ll last a bit longer. He doesn’t argue. He knows money isn’t easy at home. His father runs a small shop, and his mother stretches every rupee carefully.

At school, Karan walks a little faster when surrounded by classmates, hoping no one notices his torn bag strap or the cheap water bottle. Most days, no one does. He laughs, plays cricket, answers questions, and life feels okay, until something reminds him that “okay” can change quickly.

During break, a group of boys talk about a new gaming console. Karan listens and smiles, pretending to belong. When someone asks which console he has, he jokes, “Mine’s invisible.” Everyone laughs until one boy says, “Yeah, because you can’t afford one.” The tone is teasing but careless enough to sting.

Later, in class, the same boy mutters, “Don’t act like you own the place, you can’t even buy proper shoes.”
The laughter that follows isn’t cruel, but it’s sharp. Karan lowers his eyes, pretending to write something. Inside, he feels small. He isn’t angry, just tired, tired of being seen for what he doesn’t have.

After school, he walks home slower. Dust gathers on his shoes. He notices every scratch and frayed lace. He thinks of asking his father for new ones but stops himself. He knows the worry that would follow, the sigh, the talk of next month.

At dinner, the food is simple. His parents laugh softly about something small, and warmth fills the tiny room. Karan smiles too, though a part of him feels far away. He isn’t ashamed of his life, but he wishes it didn’t define him in others’ eyes.

Before bed, he stares at his shoes beside the door. They look tired but loyal. He knows he’ll wear them again tomorrow. The world outside may notice their age, but inside this home, they mean something else, endurance.


---

Karan’s sharpest hurt came when his secret, that money is tight, was turned into a joke. The boy who teased him wasn’t laughing at the shoes; he was laughing at Karan’s reaction. The trick is to own the moment before someone else does.

The Comedy Punchline
The fastest way to steal a bully’s power is to laugh first. When someone says, “You can’t even buy proper shoes,” Karan can roll his eyes and reply, “These? They’re NASA-tested for durability. I’m doing space research.” Everyone laughs, but this time with him, not at him. His humor turns the sting into strength.

The Wealth Switch
Those who tease about money are often showing off things they didn’t earn, expensive shoes, gadgets, cars. That’s borrowed wealth, not real wealth. Real wealth is what you build yourself, focus, kindness, humor, resilience. Karan’s “invisible” things are stronger because they can’t be lost. The next time someone brags, he can think, “That’s your parents’ money. My effort is mine.”

The Unbreakable Core
Karan’s family doesn’t have much, but they have strength and love. Every faded shoe and stretched rupee is proof of hard work. When he remembers this, shame disappears. He can even practice laughing at his shoes at home, making jokes about them, until they stop feeling like a weakness.

Karan’s shoes may wear out, but his pride won’t. He learns that the poorest thing about anyone is their cruelty, and the richest thing about him is his character.


---

Chapter 4: The Boy Who Wanted a Whole House

Arjun wakes to the smell of toast burning. His father hums off-key, pretending not to notice. The small apartment feels too quiet, too neat, like a place trying hard to feel complete. Arjun eats quickly. His father asks about the football match, but Arjun only shrugs. “It was fine,” he says.

When friends talk about their families, their stories sound like movies, parents together, dinner jokes, laughter echoing through big houses. Arjun listens and imagines those worlds: long tables, family jokes, mothers and fathers who don’t live in separate houses. He believes everyone else lives that way.

At school, reminders slip in everywhere, a classmate’s mother bringing sweets, another’s father waving from the car. They scratch at his thoughts, making him feel the gap between what is and what should have been.

During lunch, a boy asks casually, “You with your mom or dad this weekend?” Arjun snaps, “At least both of them care about me!” The words come out sharp. The table goes silent. Someone mutters, “Chill, man.” Arjun looks away, embarrassed but too proud to apologize.

After school, his father picks him up late. Arjun rides silently, staring at the passing road. His father tries to talk, but Arjun answers in one word. They stop for ice cream; Arjun says he’s not hungry. His father doesn’t push.

That evening, his mother calls. “Did your father take you for ice cream?” she asks.
He lies, “No, we don’t do fun things.”
She sighs, says she’ll make his favorite pasta next time. He says “okay,” but deep down he’s already waiting for it. When he hangs up, the thought slips out: “Why can’t they just be together?”

Later, he scrolls through social media, perfect family pictures, smiling faces. He stares too long, not realizing many of those smiles hide their own cracks. When he lies down that night, he hears his father cleaning the kitchen gently, like an apology. Arjun doesn’t know it yet, but that sound is love too.


---

Arjun’s mind is divided between two worlds, his mother’s home and his father’s home, and he feels split between them. But this situation isn’t weakness. It’s training in emotional strength.

The Emotional Fortress
When someone asks, “You with your mom or dad?” Arjun doesn’t need to react. He can simply say, “Dad this week,” and move on. The more neutral he sounds, the more powerful he appears. Silence and calm are armor. People lose interest when they don’t get a reaction. His family story is private; it belongs to him, not to gossip.

The Double-Agent’s Advantage
Arjun thinks having two homes is sad, but it gives him a special edge. He understands two worlds, how adults behave, how money works, how emotions change. That’s double the wisdom. Both parents love him and try to make him happy in their own ways. When he notices that, he gains power: instead of being a victim, he becomes the center of two people’s care.

The Law of Self-Reliance
When Arjun refuses ice cream or shrugs off kindness, he punishes himself, not his parents. He must stop chasing the “perfect family” image he sees online. His family is whole because they still love him, even from two places. His father’s burnt toast and his mother’s pasta are both acts of love. Together, they form his foundation.

Arjun finally learns that happiness isn’t in the picture-perfect house; it’s in the people who show up, even when life breaks the picture in half.


Chapter 5: The Boy Who Didn’t Look Right

Ritesh stands before the mirror longer than usual. His school shirt hangs a little loose, his hair refuses to stay neat. He tries again, pressing it down, but it still looks wrong. Too flat. Too ordinary. He sighs, picks up his bag, and leaves quietly.

On the way to school, he passes a billboard of a boy his age, perfect hair, clear skin, guitar in hand, smiling confidently. The words read, Be Confident. Be You. Ritesh looks away, wondering if people like him are ever part of that “you.”

At school, his friends joke and laugh loudly. They talk about workouts, sneakers, crushes, and new phones. Ritesh tries to join in, but his voice disappears in the noise. He’s smaller, thinner, not athletic. When someone teases about biceps, he laughs too, even though it stings.

During P.E., they play football. Ritesh finally gets the ball, trips, and someone shouts, “Nice one, Messi!” The laughter is light, but it sticks. He smiles back anyway, pretending not to care.

Lunch is more of the same. The loudest kids brag about who got new followers. Ritesh scrolls through his profile, few likes, most from family. He feels smaller with every swipe. For a second, he thinks of deleting everything, just to stop comparing.

At home, his parents mean well. His mother says, “Eat more, you’re so thin.” His father says, “Sit straight.” But their words, meant as care, feel like proof that something is missing.

That night, Ritesh stands in front of the mirror again. He isn’t ugly; he just feels invisible. He whispers, “Maybe I’ll look better when I grow up.” But deep down, he doesn’t want to look better, he wants to feel enough.


---

Ritesh is chasing something he can’t control, appearance. True confidence doesn’t come from being perfect; it comes from being quietly powerful in who you already are.

The Cloak of Obscurity
Being ordinary is not a curse, it’s camouflage. When no one expects much, you can grow in silence. Ritesh’s simple looks are a secret disguise. The loud, confident boys are always being watched; one mistake, and everyone sees it. But Ritesh can observe quietly, plan quietly, and surprise everyone when it matters.

The Architect of Reputation
Ritesh feels unseen because he’s chasing likes and looks. But respect doesn’t come from appearance, it comes from skill. If he focuses on being excellent at one thing, solving puzzles, writing stories, football defense, anything, people will notice for the right reason. Looks fade; skill doesn’t.

The Self-Sovereign of Value
Ritesh often waits for approval from others, friends, family, even strangers online. But real worth comes from his own decision to value himself. The next time he feels small, he can remind himself: “I am complete as I am. My voice matters even if it’s quiet.”

Ritesh still sees the same face in the mirror the next morning. His nose hasn’t changed. His skin is still the colour that made others tease him. But this time, he looks longer ,  not to find what’s wrong, but to see what’s his.

He remembers how his friend smiled yesterday, not because of how he looked, but because of what he said. Maybe that’s what makes a person shine.

At school, a senior cracks a joke about his complexion. For a second, the old sting returns. But Ritesh doesn’t laugh or shrink away ,  he just walks past. Not angrily. Just… quietly sure that the joke isn’t his to carry.

That night, he writes one line in his notebook:
“I am more than what they see.”

He doesn’t believe it completely yet. But he will. Bit by bit, like light entering a room through a half-open curtain.


---

Chapter 6: The Boy Who Measured Himself in Marks

The report cards arrive on a Thursday. Aditya sits straight, pretending to be calm, though his heart beats fast. The teacher calls his name. He walks up, takes the sheet, and reads the number, 92 out of 100. For most, it’s excellent. For him, it feels like failure.

At home, his mother says, “Good,” but her tone adds, “almost.” His father smiles and says, “Next time, try for full marks.” They mean well, but every word feels like weight.

That night, Aditya sits at his desk redoing the questions he got wrong. The test is over, but he can’t stop. He must prove to himself he could have gotten 100. The clock strikes midnight, but his pencil still moves.

At school, his friends laugh and joke about their marks. “At least you’re always first,” one says. Aditya smiles faintly, but inside he feels trapped. Being first doesn’t feel safe, it feels like standing on a narrow ledge.

When the teacher tells him gently, “Ninety-two is excellent,” Aditya nods but doesn’t believe it. The missing eight marks echo in his head. He’s not chasing knowledge anymore; he’s chasing perfection.

At dinner, his parents mention how well his cousins did. The talk makes his food taste heavy. Later, his father brings an old trophy from last year. “Keep this on your desk,” he says proudly. Aditya places it beside his books. The gold shines, but to him it looks dull, a symbol of pressure, not pride.

He lies awake that night, asking himself, If I’m not perfect, who am I? The question has no answer. Only silence.


---

Aditya’s problem isn’t that he wants to do well, it’s that he believes perfection defines his worth. But perfection isn’t power; peace is.

The Law of the Strategic Flaw
Being perfect makes life impossible. When everyone expects 100, there’s nowhere left to go. Aditya can free himself by accepting small flaws. A 90 still shows brilliance but gives him breathing room. Even the best generals leave small gaps on purpose, to stay human, not trapped. The missing marks are not failure; they’re space for peace.

The True Coin of Reputation
Right now, Aditya’s worth depends on numbers. That’s fragile. A real reputation is built on habits, discipline, focus, kindness. Those can’t be erased by a single test. When he studies, he must focus on the process, not the score. His trophy doesn’t prove value; his effort does.

The Still Mind
Aditya’s thoughts never rest, he worries, rewrites, rechecks. True strength is stillness. When irritation or fear rises, he can pause and breathe. The next time the wind flutters his notebook and he feels angry, he can remind himself: Peace is my power.

Aditya learns that success isn’t measured by how perfect the result looks, but by how calm and steady the heart feels during the journey. Ninety-two out of a hundred is not a loss, it’s freedom earned.

Chapter 7: The Boy Who Couldn’t Say No

It started with one small mistake.

Raghav opened a forbidden folder on the school computer, just for a second, out of curiosity. Inside were teachers’ marksheets and question drafts. He closed it quickly, heart pounding, but not before Veer, the class troublemaker, saw him.

At lunch, Veer smiled. “You shouldn’t open things like that,” he said softly. “People get in trouble.”
Raghav tried to laugh it off, but his palms were sweaty. Veer leaned closer. “Relax. I’m not going to tell. In fact, maybe I can help you keep it quiet.”

The next day, Veer wanted to “borrow” Raghav’s math notes. Then his science homework. Soon, he was making Raghav do entire projects for him. “Remember that folder?” he’d whisper. “Imagine if the teacher found out.” He never showed proof, but Raghav was too scared to call his bluff.

Weeks passed. Veer’s friends joined in, asking for small favors, bringing lunch, lying about attendance. They joked with him in public to look friendly, but in private their voices turned sharp.

Raghav lived two lives. In public, he was one of the “cool” kids. In private, he was trapped, doing work that wasn’t his. He thought of confessing but was terrified. “They’ll never believe me,” Veer had said, and Raghav believed it.

His grades dropped. His laughter disappeared. Each night he told himself, Just one more favor, then I’ll stop. But another always followed.

One afternoon, Veer cornered him near the stairs. “You’ll do the group project for all three of us,” he said.
“Please, I can’t, ”
“You can. Or I tell.”

Raghav nodded, eyes down. When their laughter faded, he stayed behind, staring at the blank screen of the computer. Even silence, he thought, didn’t belong to him anymore.


---

Raghav’s problem wasn’t just fear, it was giving up his power to avoid a small pain. The cure is courage, not apology. Here’s how he can break the chain.

The Pre-Emptive Strike
Veer’s threat works only because it’s secret. The fastest way to end fear is to bring it into the open. Raghav needs to go to the teacher or counselor and confess first. The moment he says, “I made a small mistake and got blackmailed,” the power shifts. Veer’s biggest weapon, silence, turns useless. The teacher may scold him, but one honest confession can buy back his entire peace.

The Calculated Denial
Veer’s control grows with every “yes.” Raghav must start saying no to small things, the extra lunch, the notes, the lies. Bullies feed on free favors. The first “no” will shock them more than anger would. Most blackmailers don’t want exposure; they want obedience. When it stops being easy, they move away.

The Ownership of Silence
Raghav has to take back his presence. He must stop walking behind Veer or lowering his eyes. The next time Veer smirks, Raghav can look at him calmly, not with anger, but with quiet indifference. Nothing scares a manipulator more than someone who stops reacting.

When Raghav finally speaks up or walks away, he’ll realize something powerful, the thing he feared most was never stronger than his own courage.


---

Chapter 8: The Boy Who Waited to Be Strong

Aman ties his shoelaces tightly every morning. Not because they’re loose, but because it gives him something to control.

Outside, his mother calls, “Hurry up!”
He doesn’t answer. He already dreads the walk to school.

At the corner near the gate, older boys always stand, bags slung low, laughter sharp. They don’t need a reason anymore. Aman’s quietness is reason enough. Sometimes they nudge him, sometimes whisper his name just loud enough for him to hear. Once, they threw his bag into a dustbin. Once, his notebook was torn. Once, he came home with mud on his shirt and no believable story.

He’s learned to walk fast, eyes down, pretending not to hear. In class, he sits by the window because it gives him an escape in his mind. When the teacher calls on him, his answers are slow. Everyone thinks he’s shy. No one sees the bruises on his confidence.

At lunch, he eats alone. The food tastes the same, but nothing fills him. Every sound, laughter, footsteps, chairs scraping, feels like a warning.

Once, a new boy sat beside him. “Mind if I join?”
Aman nodded, surprised. But by the next day, the older boys mocked the newcomer: “So you sit with him now?” The boy moved away before noon. Aman didn’t blame him.

At home, his parents argue about bills, too tired to notice his silence. They ask, “Everything fine at school?” He says yes. It’s easier than explaining that he feels invisible except when someone’s hurting him.

One evening, he leaves class late. The corridors are empty, echoing with footsteps. From behind, he hears laughter, the same group. He runs before they can see him, heart racing, body trembling. On the main road, he stops under a tree, breathless. His reflection in a car window shows fear written all over his face. He hates that look.

That night, he whispers to the mirror, “One day I’ll be stronger. One day they’ll see.” The thought burns like both anger and hope.


---

Aman believes strength will come someday in the future, but that dream keeps him trapped. True strength starts now, in small acts of courage that make cruelty costly.

The Costly Response
Bullies enjoy hurting because it’s easy. The trick is to make it costly. Aman doesn’t need to fight, just surprise them. If they whisper his name, he can stop, turn slowly, and say flatly, “That’s the best you’ve got?” or “You sound bored.” The laughter dies because he breaks their rhythm. If they throw his bag, he can pick it up calmly and shake the dust onto their shoes. The point isn’t anger, it’s confidence. The moment they see it, they lose interest.

The Controlled Gaze
Aman’s fear shows on his face, and that’s what bullies look for. He must practice the “unflinching gaze” at home, standing in front of a mirror, breathing slowly, holding eye contact with himself. When his face becomes calm, his power returns. The next time someone tries to scare him, his stillness will speak louder than any punch.

The Break in Silence
The biggest lie Aman tells is “I’m fine.” By hiding the truth, he fights alone. Real bravery is asking for help. He can tell a teacher or his mother, “Some boys at the gate trouble me. I need your advice.” The moment he shares it, the problem becomes smaller because it’s no longer his alone.

Aman doesn’t need to wait to be strong. He just needs to act once with calm courage. The day he does, the world around him will start to change, because no one can keep hurting a boy who no longer gives fear for free.

Chapter 9: The Boy Who Watched His Own Life Slip Away

Kunal lived carefully, as if every mistake could leave a mark he couldn’t erase. He checked his shirt buttons twice, walked quietly down hallways so his shoes wouldn’t squeak. He had learned that attention was dangerous, it brought judgment. So he stayed small and unnoticed.

Each morning, he imagined courage. He’d walk straight, raise his hand in class, speak clearly. But when the day began, fear returned, quiet and heavy. So he watched instead of living, sitting through lessons like a guest in his own life.

When the notice for the Science Fair went up, his heart fluttered. He had a great idea: a homemade air filter built from scrap materials. He even drew the design in his notebook. But he didn’t start. “Tomorrow,” he told himself. Tomorrow became next week, then next month. Someone else won first prize. When the photos went up on the board, Kunal looked away. The teacher said gently, “You had such a good idea. Why didn’t you submit it?”
He smiled weakly. “Didn’t get time,” he lied.

At home, he heard his parents talking softly about money, about his future. “He’s smart,” his mother said. “He’ll do well.”
His father sighed. “He has to try first.”

The words hit him harder than shouting ever could.

That night, he sat at his desk, staring at his notes. He imagined himself years later, still sitting there, still waiting. He pictured his friends moving on to new schools and cities while he stayed behind, rewriting plans he’d never start. The thought scared him, but not enough to move.

When a teacher nominated him for an inter-school quiz, he panicked. “I’m not ready,” he said, even though he was. The teacher picked someone else. When the quiz team left for the competition, Kunal watched from a distance, clapping softly. His chest ached, not from jealousy, but from knowing he had done this to himself.

Days passed. He stopped drawing, stopped planning, even stopped dreaming. One afternoon, he overheard classmates laughing: “Kunal’s smart but weird. Always quiet, like he’s scared to breathe.” Their words echoed long after they walked away.

That night, he tore up all his to-do lists. The sound of tearing paper filled the room, loud, final, strangely satisfying. When it was done, he felt nothing. Just emptiness.
“If I keep waiting for the perfect moment,” he whispered, “there will be nothing left to live for.”

Outside, thunder rolled. He wanted the storm to shake him awake. It didn’t. So he sat there in the dark, realizing that he had been living in that darkness for years.


---

Kunal’s greatest fear isn’t failure, it’s starting. He’s so afraid of mistakes that he chooses nothing instead, not realizing that doing nothing is the biggest mistake of all.

The Law of Imperfect Beginnings
Kunal waits to start when everything feels “ready.” But nothing ever is. The only cure is to start messy. True courage is beginning before you’re confident. His science project didn’t need to be perfect; it just needed to exist. The first ugly version of an idea is worth more than ten beautiful dreams. Every success begins as a rough start.

The Unconventional Stage
Everyone knows Kunal as quiet and shy. That’s not a weakness; it’s surprise waiting to happen. If he raises his hand once, says one smart thing, people will remember because it’s unexpected. He doesn’t need to win a quiz or speech contest; he just needs one visible action that breaks his old pattern.

The Fear Flip
Kunal fears failure, but the real danger is regret. He must learn to fear wasted time more than small mistakes. Every day that passes unused is a piece of life lost forever. When he understands that, fear becomes fuel. The question changes from “What if I fail?” to “What if I never try?”

Kunal’s first real victory won’t come from winning a competition, it’ll come from building something, however small, and showing it proudly. That first imperfect step will turn the darkness into light.


---

Chapter 10: The Boy Who Forgot How to Smile

Before everything changed, Rudra’s world was full of sound, his father’s laughter, his mother’s songs, the radio playing on Sunday evenings as the three of them sat on the terrace eating mangoes. His father always said, “You’ll fly one day too, champ.” Rudra believed him completely.

Then one winter morning, that laughter stopped. His father didn’t wake up. The house filled with relatives and soft voices telling him to “be brave.” He nodded because nodding was easier than crying.

At school, teachers spoke gently, friends avoided his eyes. Some whispered, “Don’t mention his dad.” Others tried to cheer him up awkwardly. When he smiled once at a joke, someone said, “Good to see you laughing again,” and the words made him stop. It felt like happiness was something he needed permission for.

At home, the quiet grew thick. His mother still cooked and worked, but she moved slowly, carefully, as if walking through memories. She kept the lights dim in the evenings. Rudra went to bed early to escape the silence.

Relatives came less often. When they did, they said things like, “You’re the man of the house now.” He wanted to shout that he didn’t want to be. He just wanted his father back. But he said nothing, and everyone mistook his silence for maturity.

Time passed. Seasons changed. His marks slipped a little. He couldn’t concentrate. Sometimes, he replayed his father’s laugh in his mind until he couldn’t tell if it was memory or imagination.

He thought about stories where orphans became heroes, Harry Potter, Simba, Batman. But nothing magical happened to him. No letter came. No destiny called. Just an empty chair at dinner.

He made a rule in his heart: if life could take away something so precious, maybe happiness wasn’t meant for him.

Two years later, on a quiet Saturday, Rudra took out his old bicycle. The tires were half-flat, but he didn’t care. His mother was at work. He just wanted to feel the wind again.

At first, he wobbled. Then, as he pedaled faster, something loosened inside him. The air hit his face, the road blurred beneath him, and for the first time in years, he felt alive. He didn’t even realize he was smiling until he caught his reflection in a car window.

He was still smiling when a dog ran across the road. He swerved sharply. The front wheel hit a pothole. The world spun, then pain exploded in his leg.

He lay there, rain starting to fall, clothes soaked, skin scraped. The pain was blinding, but real. Not the soft ache of memory, but the sharp kind that demanded attention. He dragged himself up, limped home for almost an hour, every step heavy but alive.

When he reached home, his mother screamed and ran to him. He could barely speak. “It hurts,” he whispered. But even as he said it, he realized something incredible: this pain would heal. The wound would fade. But the pain he had been carrying inside all these years, that was the kind that never healed because he kept feeding it.

For the first time, he saw the difference between pain that ends and sorrow that you choose to keep.


---

Rudra’s story teaches the final, most important truth: being happy is not disloyal to those we’ve lost. It’s the greatest way to honor them.

The Sovereign Pursuit of Joy
Happiness is not a reward, it’s a duty to yourself. Rudra thought sadness kept him loyal to his father’s memory. But love doesn’t demand suffering. His father’s laughter lives on every time Rudra laughs again. Every smile is proof that the bond never died, it simply grew quieter.

The Honest Emotion
For years, Rudra tried to be “the man of the house.” But pretending to be strong only buried the truth. The strongest thing he ever said was “It hurts.” That one sentence brought his mother’s arms around him and broke years of silence. Real strength is telling the truth about how you feel.

The Law of Active Living
When Rudra fell and limped home, the pain forced him into the present moment. He wasn’t trapped in memories anymore; he was alive in the now. That’s what happiness is, presence. Each day he studies, rides, or laughs with a friend, he steps further into life. The scars he carries, on his leg and in his heart, are proof that he has survived.

Rudra learns the final rule: real pain ends, but imagined pain never does. He chooses to stop imagining sadness and start building happiness instead.

Because we are all born for one purpose, to live, to love, and to be happy.

