
Entry 1


I don’t think I’m lost. At least not the way people mean it when they say it like it’s a thing you can fix with a weekend retreat and a playlist. Lost sounds like there was a place you belonged to once; an address in your chest you could pack up and roll back to. But you can’t lose what you never owned.
People say “find yourself” like it’s a scavenger hunt. Like there’s some dusty attic where the real you hides. Like you just misplaced a jacket. I stare at them and wonder what map they follow. They talk about turns and detours as if someone handed them directions at birth. Me? I never had a map. Nobody handed me a compass. I learned to move by copying the footprints on the ground until I forgot which steps were mine.
There’s a cheap comfort in imagining you were whole and then you got lost. It’s tidy. It has a beginning, a problem, and then a solution you can buy: therapy, habit, community. But my life feels different . As if someone built a house around an empty room and put curtains over the doorway, like everyone else accepts the layout and keeps living. I live in the doorway. I watch the rooms. I never got the key.
So when people tell me to “find myself,” I laugh inside and sometimes out loud. Where do I go? To what version of me? The one who can charm a room when it suits him? The one who keeps secrets and counts risks like receipts? The one that pretends? Each version claims to be the real thing. They all look similar enough to pass, but close the door and the edges rub wrong.
Being “not lost” would mean I had a base to return to. I don’t. I have versions I borrow depending on the weather. Different schools, different cities, different adults: each place asked for a different costume and I learned to act. At first it felt like survival. Adapt, fit in, keep moving. Later it felt hollow. The costume never became skin.
I can do the things. I can laugh where laughter is required. I can show up on time, hand in the assignment, answer the text. I can act like I care about Tuesday plans. I can be present in a photo. But presence is a physical fact; involvement is another language. You can be present without being involved. I learned to become efficient at that distinction. It’s a useful skill. It’s also a trap.
At night, the trick doesn’t work so well. When the screens dim and the noise clears, the room shows itself. The mask is still on, but the tape starts to peel. That’s when the questions come — simple ones that land like punches because you never built the muscles to take them. What am I doing? Who is this for? Does any of it belong to me? The answers don’t line up. Scripts I borrowed begin to look like someone else’s handwriting.
There’s another angle to this: if you never had a self to lose, you don’t have a history of ownership to mourn. Loss is an experience of subtraction. If I never had the thing, what is missing is not an object but a shape I was never given. People who lose keys can check the couch cushions. I check the mirror and ask who was supposed to be standing there.
This difference changes everything. It’s why commitment always felt risky. If you’ve never built a house, who are you to move in and promise the mortgage? If you never decided what you wanted, how do you declare loyalty? It’s easier to rent your life, take short leases, keep one foot on the floor, one foot out the door. That’s not cowardice. It’s arithmetic. You know the cost of full investment. You’ve seen what happens when the math fails.
And yes, sometimes that look , “he’s rented”, makes people call you fake. I get it. It’s easier to accuse than to excavate. But fake implies deception with intention. Most of the time I’m not pretending for fun; I’m pretending because I never learned how to be anything else. I echo. I mirror. I mould. The problem is the echo copies sound, not feeling. After a while you stop recognizing the melody.
It’s also messy because I can’t tell if the versions of me I show are lies or tools. When I adopt a style for a room, it works. People like it. They respond. I get acceptance points. For survival, that’s smart. For meaning, it’s cheap. The trade-off sits like a debt you pay with small, quiet costs: a missed moment of truth here, a kiss that felt thin there, a silence that grew toothy over time.
There are advantages, though. You learn how to see rooms and people fast. You recognize patterns. You don’t get fooled by the same play twice because you already know the cues. That gives you a kind of power. You can move through crowds without being moved. But power isn’t the same as belonging. You can survive with a good map-reading skill and still never own a home.
So what does one do with that? Pretend forever? Try to construct something you can claim? Or accept that maybe the work is not to find a self already made but to build one slowly from the atoms you choose, not the ones handed down. That sounds lofty. It’s also terrifying. Building requires risk. It requires wrecking things you’ve learned to rely on. It requires being wrong in public.
I don’t have answers. I have an inventory: nights that uncurl into questions, conversations I watched rather than joined, a dozen versions of me that fold up and fit in different pockets. I have the habit of measuring the room before I give anything away. I have the knowledge that most maps I could find are other people’s maps.
So I start small. I test language. I notice the difference between doing something because it’s expected and doing something because it lands in my body. I try to feel whether the choice vibrates as mine or echoes as borrowed. Sometimes I am honest to the point of cutting myself on the truth; sometimes I keep the mask and think I’ll be safer that way.
You can call it indecision. You can call it cowardice. Or you can call it what it is for me: an economy of risk. I spend my trust like money I don’t have much of. When someone asks me to invest in a person, in a dream, in a direction, I calculate the downside like a man counting coins before a winter. It keeps me functioning. It also keeps me small.
If this is the beginning, it is not dramatic. It is a slow recognition. A naming. People give names to storms and seas because it’s human to map the mapless. If this book gives that nameless feeling a shape, if it lets you say, “oh, that’s what that is” — then it’s done something. Not to fix it. Not to be neat. Just to show the room and let you sit with it.
That’s what being “not lost” looks like for me: not a path found, but a starting point acknowledged. Not ownership returned, but a decision to stop renting the same versions forever. Not a victory. Not a promise. Just the work of naming the strange absence and, maybe, beginning to build something small that I could call mine.


Entry 2


There is a version of me that everyone meets first.
He is punctual. He laughs on cue. He remembers names and birthdays. He knows how to look small when the room asks him to. He is polite where politeness matters. He is the man who can be trusted to show up and not break anything obvious.
Sometimes I watch him move and I feel a weird pride—he gets things done. He can hold a conversation, close a deal, make someone feel seen for three minutes. He blends. He passes. He is useful.
But usefulness is not the same thing as belonging. This version of me is leased. I borrow it depending on the audience. In a family photo he is the son who looks present. At school he is the kid who laughs at the right joke. With girlfriends he is the one who texts back. I have become efficient at borrowing behaviors until the end of the night, when the borrowed things get folded and put away.
There are two ways this happens. One is survival: you learn the rhythm of a room because you have to. New school, new house, new friends—someone hands you a script and you learn the lines quickly. It’s adaptive. It’s smart. It keeps you from being eaten by loneliness, by exclusion, by being noticed for the wrong reasons.
The other way is slower and more dangerous: you start to believe the role fits you. You practice long enough that the movements become muscle memory. People reward you for it. The applause is addictive. You start to prefer the applause to the work of feeling.
So when I say I watch him, it’s not a metaphor of detachment. I literally watch. I’ll be in a room and catch myself measuring how much of myself I can afford to expend. I’ll decide, in micro-calculations, to reveal only a comma of thought. I will laugh for the exact length necessary. I will tuck away the lines that would make people uncomfortable. The rest goes into the pocket I call reserve.
You’d think this would make me a good actor. It does. But acting has a cost. Acting asks you to be smaller. It demands that you prioritize the scene over the self. Over time, the cost compounds. Small surrenders pile up until the shape of you is defined by what you were willing to concede.
People read me quickly and give me labels: nice, aloof, charismatic, cold. They don't always see the ledger behind it—how many times I parked a part of myself at the coat check just to be included. They don’t see the quiet inventory: how much I let go that night, how much I paid to be liked.
There’s a specific memory that comes to mind—one of those small, perfect scenes that feels like a cut from a larger film. A party at a friend’s house. Music that’s loud enough to make conversation into a signal you decode. People step in and out of jokes like actors entering on cue. I stand near the bar counter, beer in hand, nodding when it’s time to nod. Someone tells a story about one of my acquaintances and everyone laughs. I laugh too. Not because the story is hilarious, but because the rhythm takes me and it’s easier than asking for space to say something real.
After, someone pulls me aside and says, “You’re good people, man.” They mean it as praise. I smile and take it in—accept the compliment like a coin shoved into my palm. I think, quietly: good people cost something. You must be expendable in certain ways to qualify.
There’s another side to this performance: the safety of it. If you can perform convincingly enough, people stop looking for the missing parts. They are content with the surface. That’s a relief. Relief becomes a cheap addiction. Because if no one asks, you never have to answer. You can live in the comfortable loop of never being audited.
But that loop grows tight. It squeezes out the bits of volatility that sometimes make you messy and alive. You learn to silence the voice that wants to shout a different thought in the middle of polite conversation. You suppress the joke that would change the tone of a room. You stop letting synergies happen. You preserve the vessel and lose the water that moves in it.
There’s also the paradox that being an actor makes you hyper-aware. You notice the smallest cues—how a person tilts their head when lying, what smile is owed and what smile is free. That acuity is a tool for survival. It also becomes a magnifying glass for isolation. When you can read everyone, you realize how many people are playing roles too. That revelation is both comforting and terrifying. Comforting because you are not alone in the act; terrifying because you start to suspect there is no one behind any of the masks.
This awareness changes how you respond to intimacy. When someone is sincere, you search for the edit. Their vulnerability looks like a carefully staged moment you need to verify. You’re half in the conversation and half doing background checks. You listen for how their story began, which parts were rehearsed, which parts are raw. You’re not trying to be cynical for sport. You’re trying to manage risk. If someone offers you a key, you need to know whether it’s the real thing or a replica with a polished edge.
And yes, sometimes I wish I could drop the act. I wish I could be clumsy and spontaneous and bleed myself into a room without measuring the cost. I remember fleeting moments when I did. A late-night conversation where I spoke too honestly and the person stayed. A time I texted without thinking and the result was a laugh that bent the world for a second. Those are windows—sharp, bright, terrifying. They show me what’s possible when the actor sits down and stops performing for a minute.
But once you taste the risk, you taste the fear. You remember the times people left when you were honest. You catalogue every instance where openness led to damage. So the ledger grows again and the math favors preservation. You perform smarter. You invest smaller. You tell half-truths that feel like shields.
This has consequences. People call you distant and then resent you for not being more available. Lovers accuse you of not committing, friends complain you are unreliable emotionally. They don’t always understand that the pattern came from a place of learning: I learned that full disclosure does not always return in kind, so I ration my heart.
I’m not arguing that this is noble. It’s defensive. It’s pragmatic. It may be ugly in moments. It has hurt people I didn’t intend to harm. I carry some of those hurts like unpaid bills. Sometimes they appear in the middle of a night and shame flares up and I remember the face of someone I let go because I was too careful.
So what’s the answer? How does an actor stop being a performance?
Maybe it begins with permission. Permission to be partial, to risk being bad at closeness, to accept that some experiments fail. Maybe it begins with smaller auditions of honesty in safer rooms—test the water, watch for the reaction, recalibrate. Maybe it begins with finding one person who can tolerate the raw rehearsal and still clap when you drop your line.
For now, the actor stays. He goes to work, he keeps his timing, he leaves the party with the practiced smile. He meets your eyes and offers the appropriate warmth. Sometimes he’s the best version of you because he stops you from being reckless in public. Sometimes he is a thief, stealing moments that could have been real and pocketing them for future use.
Either way, the presence of that actor asks a question: when do I stop investing in roles and start investing in scenes that belong to me? The answer is not neat. It will take more than will. It will take practice, mistakes, and the willingness to lose some applause.
Until then, I watch him move across the room and I count how much I can afford to give. The calculation is constant, the stakes always present. That is the life of someone who learned early that performance pays but never pays back fully.



Entry 3 — I am there, but it is not mine


There’s a difference between being alone and being unowned.
Alone is a weather condition. You can stay inside it for a while, light a lamp, read, wait. Unowned is structural. It’s the architecture of how a life fits together—or doesn’t. It’s living inside a house where the rooms were measured by other people and the keys were given to guests long before you learned the doors.
I move through rooms like someone on stage with the wrong costume. I perform the parts that make people comfortable: laugh, answer, ask questions, remember birthdays, nod at the right time. I can do it with craftsmanship. I can listen and answer and come across as present until the applause dies and the tape peels at the edges. But something about that applause never lands under my skin. It slides off like water on plastic.
There are two houses on my map and neither of them feels like home. At my mother’s place I live outside the main building — the outbuilding where my room is a patchwork of things I’ve kept for myself. It’s quiet there the way a contained fire is quiet: it smokes and warms but doesn’t spread. People keep asking, “Why are you always outside? Why don’t you come in?” They mean it like a question and like a complaint. The right answer would be simple: I need my space. But answers that honest sometimes land like accusations, so I give something smaller — a shrug, “I’m fine,” a smile that says less than it should.
Once, on the drive from boarding school, I asked my mother something that felt like a test of depth — maybe a risk I took because I wanted one person to see past the surface. I asked her, “Why do you think I’m such an angry kid?” Her answer was quick. It had no room for the question.
“Maybe because I give you hidings.”
The sentence stuck in the car like the smell of petrol. No pause. No attempt to understand. A line delivered and folded away. I remember thinking then: is that really all you will look for? Is that the full range of what you see in me? Or is it that I trained everyone to stop trying because I learned how to lock the door so well they gave up knocking?
There’s a cruelty in being believed to be what you are easiest to imagine. It’s easier for people to slot someone into a category than to actually look. My mother’s answer wasn’t only shallow — it was economical. It took the least effort to reach. Maybe that’s how relationships go when they’re tired: you stop excavating, and you start labeling. Maybe I deserve some of that. Maybe I built a fortress and made it difficult for anyone to enter. But the excuse doesn’t erase the ache of being seen as a single thing when I am not.
Outside the family drama there are smaller, sharper moments. Cousins who expect me to be silly and available. Kids who follow me with soft worship because they don’t have the filters grown people have. I see them reach for me — Nandi with a crooked grin, her little brother with sticky hands — and I feel an edge of shame. I am present in a way that counts and doesn’t count at once: I will play, then retreat; I will laugh, then leave the room. For them, presence is a currency I squander. For me, it’s an economy I ration.
Friendship looks different, too. Five minutes ago two of my childhood friends pulled up near the neighbor’s house. They shouted my name like a rope, the sound bright and immediate. They expected me to run out, to fill the moment with the same motion we’ve replayed a hundred times. I went. I smiled. I stepped into their orbit. I drank in that short, delicious recognition. It warmed something. But the warmth was temporary, like heat from a car engine that goes cold five minutes after you turn it off. Even when they hug me and ask where I’d been, something in me still calculates the time it will take for the moment to become routine again and cool down.
This is what the void feels like when it moves through the ordinary: attendance without belonging. I can be the loud one in the corner of a conversation and never actually own the story we’re telling. I can be replied to and still feel unheard. This is different from loneliness. Loneliness wants company. Unownership questions whether the company would ever be capable of claiming you as one of its own.
There’s a texture to it you can’t explain with a single sentence: the way laughter sounds softer against the walls when you know the person turning to you is laughing at an image in their head that does not include your interior; the smell of other people’s food at family dinners that doesn’t make you hungry because the appetite is not yours; the way a room’s light hits someone else’s face and you can’t help but notice how it doesn’t match the shape of you. It’s the tiny diagnostics, the detailed list of small things that add up until the whole house — your life — feels built for strangers.
Sometimes I try experiments. I’ll stay at the center of the room and put myself on display to see what happens. Will someone ask a question beyond the surface? Will someone pry where it matters? Usually they don’t. They comment on what’s visible — your shoes, your clothes, the joke you told — and then the conversation slides elsewhere. The test becomes less about proving something to them and more about proving something to myself: can anyone see the thread beneath the surface? The result is always the same and it adds quiet evidence to the ledger in my chest that says: you are a version, not an origin.
That ledger grows interest over time. Small injuries compound: a mother’s offhand answer; a cousin’s puzzled look; a friend’s puzzled “you’ve changed” said with the mixture of accusation and nostalgia. Those entries pile up and begin to form a geometry. The more evidence there is, the less likely I am to knock on the door again. The less likely I am to risk the fatigue of asking to be seen. So I build my life on the margins — rooms outside, separate spaces, tiny safe islands I can retreat to. It is not rebellion. It is conservation.
And yet there are moments — fractures in the performance where the actor drops the mask — that show me what might be different. A late-night talk that veers into confession and someone stays and doesn’t blink. A laugh that becomes an honest laugh and stretches longer than the script permits. Those moments are dangerous because they reveal a possibility that would cost me if I pursued it. They are also the only proof that the architecture isn’t irreparable.
So I do what I can: I measure the room before I enter. I calculate how much of my life a joke will cost me in vulnerability. I keep the doors I can afford closed and open a curtain when the cost seems small. It’s not nobility. It’s survival. But it leaves me, in the corners of gatherings and the middle of family dinners and the pause between friends’ greetings, with the same underlying fact: I am present, yes — but I am not claimed. And until that changes, most of the world will feel like a rented space, and the idea of settling down into something that truly belongs to me will remain exactly that: an idea I am still trying to learn how to build toward.

Entry 4 — Night Is Louder
Night does something to the edges. It sharpens the things that hide during daylight. It takes the small static in your head and flips it into a spotlight. I don’t know why the quiet makes it worse — you’d think silence would be mercy — but mercy isn’t what night is to me. Night is interrogation.
There was a night in boarding school I remember like a photograph with the flash left on. It was the kind of night where the whole dorm felt like a single animal breathing; one inhale, one exhale, and the sound moved like tide. My bed creaked when I shifted. Somebody was snoring two rows down. A light somewhere far away clicked off and then on again. I lay there and watched the ceiling until the ceiling looked like a grid of things I could not fix.
I tried to sleep. I forced my eyes closed and counted like a child because counting is a small ritual of control: one, two, three — slow the body, slow the thought. It didn’t work. The counting turned into a loop of other things: memories I had smoothed into justification during the day come back with rough edges. Words I had said. Things I’d avoided saying. Faces I’d left with an apology in the pocket I never gave.
Then someone texted me. A stupid chat — memes, someone asking where we were meeting tomorrow. I read it and put the phone face down. The small bright square of that screen felt obscene under the blanket. It was softer to pretend I hadn’t seen it than to invent a response that didn’t cost anything.
That’s when the loudness arrived.
It wasn’t a single thought. It was a crowd. The questions lined up, polite at first: What are you doing with your life? Where do you feel like you belong? Who do you need? But questions aren’t polite when they come at two in the morning. At that hour they flatten the polite mask and turn into accusations. They press on the soft parts until something gives.
I walked outside. The dorm yard smelled like damp concrete and cigarette smoke someone had hidden. Air felt cleaner away from the lights. I sat on the low wall and watched the town hold itself like a thing that had agreed to sleep. That’s when the mind opens. It’s like a curtain pulled in a theatre. Things that were staged in the day step forward with less makeup on.
I thought about a girl. Names come and go, but some nights a name sits heavy. I remember the way she did this small thing — a laugh in the corner of her mouth when I said something stupid — and it felt enormous in the dark. I chased that feeling like a promise, but promises are expensive when you’re paying in halves. I thought about how I wasn’t brave enough to give the whole thing and how I had kept my body in places my heart wouldn’t follow. The moral arithmetic of the night is cruel: there is ledger and there is balance and the balance always remembers the debt.
On another night, at my mother’s place, the power went out across the street. The whole compound became a single field of dark with houses like islands. My phone’s battery was low and I didn’t want to be inside my head so I walked. I ended up on the road by the old mango tree and sat on the curb because the curb was honest. The stars were thin, like someone had scissored the sky. A dog barked in the distance and the sound felt like punctuation.
I heard myself think things I rarely admit when daylight can witness them. I thought: if there were a button that erased the parts of me that hurt people, would I press it? It’s a stupid question, of course. Buttons are childish. But the wish behind the question was precise: what would I trade to feel less dangerous to people I care about? I could imagine the trade and the cost — small freedoms, pieces of my carefulness — and it scared me. To be less dangerous meant I would be less armed. Less protected. Less in control. And what if the protection had been all I had?
Night’s loudness isn’t always about regret. Sometimes it is sharper — like a clarity that cuts straight through the clutter. Once, on a morning after a long sleepless stretch, I sat in class and realised how much of my life had been me copying someone who seemed to have an answer. The moment landed like a physical thing in my chest. It was a mild explosion: a small, irreparable rearrangement. Clarity is dangerous because it forces decisions. And decisions can be costly.
There are nights when the loudness is practical. When I replay conversations with friends and try to map the exact moment I began to distance myself. I’ll piece the thread back through weeks: a meeting missed, a call unanswered, a joke that got thin, a party I left early. The reconstruction is meticulous because it’s how I measure harm. Did my absence look like contempt? Or was it simply the consequence of the economy I’ve been running — rationing presence like currency in a country of scarcity?
Sometimes I play the cruel game: imagine the worst version of me. I make a list like a ledger: moments where I might be selfish, a pattern where I might pull away. I write them out to see how much collateral I’ve left behind. There’s honesty in seeing the damage because it strips off the excuses. It hurts less to own the damage than to let it become a legend that excuses itself with context.
Night’s interrogation reveals patterns. One: I keep all valuables in a small, controlled box — not physical, emotional. Two: when affection approaches, I check it for weight before I invest. Three: I have a catalogue of defensible reasons for being small, and I can recite them like prayers. They all work until someone asks for the whole answer. At that point the prayers sound like stalling tactics.
This is why sleep is sometimes like a betrayal. My body decides to stop and my mind refuses to do the same. I’ll lie awake and rehearse the ways I might be kinder tomorrow. Language helps. I make a list of small kindnesses — call a cousin; go to a family dinner; send a sincere message instead of a meme. Small hospitality becomes a strategy. But minutes later the mind will remind me of the cost and the ledger closes again.
Not every night is a crisis. Some are strangely generous. A night exists where I wrote badly and without shame and someone responded in a way that felt like a net. They wrote back a sentence that said more than the page could hold and the sentence stayed in me for days like a warm shard. Those are the nights I keep like contraband — proof that being seen without a tax is possible. They are evidence that the architecture can shift and that sometimes the world will hand you a room you didn't have to rent.
Still, most nights end with the usual: the same soft humiliation that comes from knowing the quieter you are the more you protect people from the worst of you, and also the more you rob them of what you might have been. It’s a trade-off I make again and again: safety for intimacy, the small comfort of control over the infinite cost of trust. Sometimes I wonder if the world would look different if I allowed one more piece of myself to be available. Maybe people would stay. Maybe some would leave. There is no guarantee in that experiment. There is only risk.
I walk back to the dorm or to my room or to the couch in my mother’s house and I listen to the sound of my steps. The loudness retreats into the small hollow at the base of my throat, where questions become something I can carry until morning. The city breathes. Someone snores. A car passes. A dog barks. The margin between the world and what I am narrows for a while and then widens again. Night does not solve. It only reveals.
And sometimes the loudness teaches me one thing: that the noise is not a monster to be slain but a signal to be read. It tells me where the weak boards are in the floor where I can step carefully, and where the hole is that will drop me through if I’m not careful. I do not always like what I learn. I do not always like who I see at midnight. But the truth about the night is simple: it is a place where the disguise falls soft and the unrehearsed person appears, briefly, unguarded, and then the morning comes and we decide whether to keep him.



ENTRY 5 — Attendance without attendance
There’s a difference between being in a room and belonging to it. People use those words like they’re the same thing — show up and you’re present, laugh and you’re connected — but that’s not how it works for me. I learned early that presence can be a costume you put on for an audience. It looks convincing. It produces the right reactions. It keeps the noise passing over you instead of through you.
I know how to perform presence. I can walk into a space and read the temperature in ten seconds: who’s on edge, who’s soft, who wants to be heard. I place myself where I’m visible but not vulnerable. I answer the joke. I drop the line that makes them laugh. I congratulate, I sympathise, I clap at the right moment. People are satisfied. They name me reliable. “You’re good people,” someone will say, and I pocket that like loose change. It helps at the moment. It never becomes anything that lasts.
What I lose when I do that is not dramatic. It accumulates in small, seam-like injuries. I have whole afternoons carved out of me that, when I think back, feel like photocopies of other people’s moments. I remember the motions more than the meaning: the hand on the shoulder, the joke that landed, the way the light hit someone’s face. But the moments don’t stay. They don’t change me. They don’t leave residue in the way real things do.
You could call it emotional efficiency. I call it preservation. Every exchange has a cost. If I laugh too much, if I lean too far in, I spend a piece of myself. It’s not dramatic — no fireworks — but over years those small expenditures add up. At some point you check the ledger and you realise you’ve paid more than you ever intended to. So you ration. You show up, but you don’t invest.
I remember a trivial scene that keeps replaying, not because it’s special but because it’s honest. Two of my childhood friends pull up near the neighbour’s house and shout my name. They’ve done it a hundred times since we were kids. Adrenaline — that easy happiness — hits you like a fist of light. You step out of the house and you are who you were when the world was simpler. For two minutes that recognition feels like belonging. But it’s temporary. The hug cools. They ask where I’ve been. We trade the usual lines. I go back inside and the muscle memory closes around the moment. I know I can do that again tomorrow and the day after. It costs me less than staying. So I choose the low-cost version of togetherness and keep the rest boxed away.
Family is the same pattern, only more expensive. At my mother’s place the outbuilding is where I sleep — separate from the main flow of the house. People complain that I’m always outside, that I don’t participate. They call it disrespect. To them, absence reads like a decision against the group. To me, it is a defensive architecture. I learned to build my life on margins because the centre always required a form of surrender I wasn’t willing to gamble with. My mother answers quickly when I ask the things I shouldn’t have to ask — “Maybe because I give you hidings” — and the answer stays small and final. It doesn’t open a conversation. It locks one. So I stay outside. It’s easier. It keeps the questions from getting louder.
There are faces that suffer for this. Nandi, my cousin, with the honest grin and the small hands that want to be thrown up into the air; her brother who doesn’t understand why the uncle who visits sometimes leaves early. They expect reckless attention and I give measured amusement because that’s what I can afford. Those moments are the ones that sting worst. Kids deserve reckless. I don’t give it. Not because I don’t see them, but because I’m economising my availability like a resource that’s always at risk of being depleted.
Boarding school taught me a different calibration. You can be in a dorm with thirty other people and feel like the only person in the room. You listen to the shared rhythm — someone else’s breathing, the rustle of sheets — and you are technically part of a group, but you can also be on a private island. That taught me how to vanish in plain sight. You smile at the jokes, you nod when it’s required, you leave the chat when it gets messy, and people barely notice. That skill keeps you safe; it also teaches you that you can be everywhere and nowhere at once, which becomes a habit you carry forward.
What terrifies me, sometimes, is the thought exercise I run on repeat: if I left right now, would anything change? The answer is almost always no. The meeting continues, the phone call resumes, the party rolls on. That fact—how negligible I can be to the momentum of other people’s lives—doesn’t feel like relief. It feels like an indictment. You’re present in body, absent in consequence. That realisation is corrosive because it chips at the foundation of meaning: if your presence doesn’t change anything, what is its point?
People will say: “Then be more present. Put your phone away. Speak more. Try.” Those are true, in a limited way. Presence can be practised. But there’s a cost we keep talking about. Being fully present means allowing a moment to mean something to you without collapsing into calculation. It means risking disappointment, and I have a long record of damage to cite as evidence that risk is expensive. So most of my attempts at presence are tests — small experiments to see if the world will hold me without breaking the thing that protects me.
Sometimes the test works. Someone stays. A conversation goes deep without a ledger appearing. A friend remembers a line you said months ago and shows up with a question that bends the room into honesty. Those moments are rare and feel like contraband. They stay with you. They make you consider changing the pattern. But change isn’t an instruction you can flip on. It’s a series of small, painful acts. You have to practice leaving yourself open until it stops feeling like a fatal gamble.
I’ve hurt people with this. I own that. Lovers who expected continuity got half of me; friends who assumed reliability were offered scheduling rather than devotion. I’ve been called flaky, aloof, cold. Those names stick because there’s truth in them. The defence I built to survive has collateral. People get damaged. I accept that weight. It’s part of the ledger I keep under my ribs.
So what do you do with attendance without attendance? There are no dramatic solutions. There are small ones. Offer a little more than the budget allows when it matters. Take the extra call. Stay the extra hour. Be reckless with one person and watch how they handle it. Let a child climb on your back without checking the cost. Those are experiments you can do without detonating your entire system. They are not heroic, but they are practice.
Most nights I return from those experiments and the world looks the same — the same faces, the same small talk, the same minimal applause. But somewhere in the margins a different math begins to gather. A few unplanned acts of presence stack into a new currency. It is fragile, and it has to be learned. I am slow at it. But the alternative is a life of perfect survival that never pays emotional interest. That’s the price I am finally willing to start testing.
Attendance without attendance keeps you alive. It will not make you whole. If this book is an admission, it is that I know how to show up and how to leave without leaving traces. I’m trying, now, to choose the traces that matter. It’s ugly work. It costs me in ways I don’t like. But you can measure change only by doing something that might make a dent.


ENTRY 6 — Why people feel fake to me
People don’t always look fake on purpose.
That is the part I need to keep saying, because if I don’t, it starts sounding like I’m accusing everyone of being some deliberate fraud. That is not what I mean. Most people are not sitting around thinking, let me perform a life. Most of the time, they are just moving through one. They inherited it. They absorbed it. They grew into it. And because it is familiar, they mistake it for being chosen.
That’s what bothers me.
Not the fact that people believe things. Not even the fact that they follow patterns. Everybody does that to some degree. What bothers me is how rarely they seem to ask why. How quickly a thing becomes true simply because enough people keep repeating it. How easily a person will stand in front of you and say, “This is what I believe,” when what they really mean is, “This is what I was handed, and I never checked whether it fit me.”
That’s where the fake feeling comes from.
Not always lies. Sometimes just unexamined life. A person can be sincere and still feel fake to me if they are just repeating inherited lines. If they are saying things because those things were already in the room before they opened their mouth. If they are defending a position they never built themselves.
I notice it everywhere. In religion. In love. In ambition. In the way people talk about marriage, children, success, purpose, morals. They say things with a kind of certainty that looks solid from the outside, but when you press them a little, the structure turns soft. Ask them why they believe in God, and too often the answer is the same simple shelter: because they were raised around it. Ask them why they want marriage, and they say because that’s the goal. Ask them why they want children, and they say because that’s what comes next. Ask them why they live the way they do, and they start giving you a map they didn’t draw.
And the thing is, I do understand why that happens.
It is easier to be carried by a current than to stand still long enough to ask whether you actually want to be in the water. It is easier to belong than to question. Belonging gives you warmth. Questioning gives you distance. Belonging says, you are one of us. Questioning says, maybe you are not. Most people will choose the first one without hesitation.
I think that’s why I end up feeling detached from people even when I’m around them. They move with such confidence in things I can’t help but inspect. They speak as if the world has already been resolved. As if they know what they are doing. As if the answer is already settled and they are just waiting for the rest of life to catch up.
I don’t know how to live like that.
Maybe that’s why I sound harsh sometimes when I talk about people. It’s not that I think I’m above them. It’s that I can’t understand how you walk through life without stopping to ask whether the ground under you is even yours. How do you agree with something just because everybody else does? How do you want a life because it matches the shape everybody expects? How do you stand on a belief and defend it with your whole chest when you cannot explain where it came from beyond the fact that you absorbed it?
That part feels fake to me.
Not because the people are fake in some theatrical sense, but because the life is unowned. It’s borrowed language. It’s a script. It’s a list of answers that came before the question. And when I see that, I can’t help but feel like I’m watching somebody move through a story they didn’t write, calling it truth because they’ve memorised it for long enough.
That is where my distrust starts.
Because if a person cannot tell me why they believe what they believe, then what exactly am I hearing when they speak? A truth? A habit? A reflex? A social survival mechanism dressed up as certainty? I don’t know. So I listen, but I don’t fully accept. I note. I compare. I weigh. I file it away as a possibility, not a fact.
That’s not because I think I know better.
It’s because I don’t trust certainty that comes too easily.
And to be fair, I know that this way of seeing things can make me unbearable. Because when you start questioning everybody else, the obvious next question is whether you question yourself too. The answer is yes. Constantly. Probably more than is comfortable. I don’t just think other people are fake. I also know that I have been fake.
That’s the ugly part.
I’ve had to be.
I’ve had to shrink the depth I carry because not every room can hold it. Not every conversation deserves it. Not every person has the patience or the mind or the openness to go there with me. So I learn to soften. I learn to nod when I don’t agree. I learn to act like I understand when I know I’ll have to explain too much if I try to tell the truth. I learn to keep the heavy part quiet. And in those moments, I feel fake too.
Not because I’m lying for no reason, but because I’m making myself smaller than I am.
I know what that looks like from the inside. It feels like betrayal, even when it’s practical. It feels like pretending, even when it’s necessary. I will be in a space, hear someone say something shallow, and instead of opening my mouth and starting a deeper conversation that the room is not ready for, I’ll let it go. I’ll smile. I’ll move with the current. I’ll act like I’m on the same level of the conversation when I’m actually standing somewhere else mentally, watching the whole thing from a distance.
That distance is important.
Because that is where I begin to understand the theatre of it all. Not just other people, but all of us. Everybody is performing something. Some perform confidence. Some perform certainty. Some perform kindness. Some perform morality. Some perform pain. And maybe that is not always a bad thing. Maybe performance is just what humans do when they are trying to survive being seen.
But I still notice it.
I notice how quickly people settle into the version of themselves that gets the best reaction. I notice how often people repeat what they think will make them sound intelligent, wise, grounded, spiritual, mature. I notice how many people are really just trying not to look stupid. Trying not to look lost. Trying not to look like they don’t know.
Maybe that’s what fake is to me.
Not dishonesty in the simplest sense. More like a refusal to sit in uncertainty. A refusal to say, I don’t know. A refusal to admit that the belief might not be theirs. A refusal to question whether the thing they defend is actually something they understand or just something that gives them shape.
And maybe that is why I’m uncomfortable around people sometimes. Because I don’t know how to join a thing I haven’t inspected. I don’t know how to nod my head at a belief I haven’t wrestled with. I don’t know how to call something truth just because it is popular, inherited, convenient, comforting, or loud.
That does not make me better.
It just makes me harder to place.
And being hard to place means you end up on the outside of a lot of things, looking in. Watching people move through certainty while you sit with questions that don’t care whether you’re tired. Watching them live with answers they didn’t earn. Watching them defend what they were never forced to examine.
So when I say people feel fake to me, that’s what I mean.
I mean they often feel unexamined.
I mean they move with borrowed confidence.
I mean they stand on things they never truly tested.
And I mean that I know I do it too, sometimes, because life forces you into rooms where you can’t afford to keep explaining yourself every second. You bend. You blend. You survive. But I never stop noticing the bend.
That’s the curse of this way of seeing.
Once you start questioning the obvious, it becomes hard to trust anything that comes wrapped in certainty. And once you notice how many people are living inside uninspected beliefs, you start to feel like you’re the only one standing still long enough to ask whether the floor is actually real.
That doesn’t make the question easy.
It just makes it necessary.


ENTRY 7 — The blue question
Who taught you what blue looks like?
That question has stayed with me because it exposes something I don’t think people usually stop to think about. Everybody moves through life with this quiet confidence that the things they see are the things that are there, but I don’t know if it is that simple. You call something blue because you were taught to call it blue. I call it blue for the same reason. We can both be pointing at the same thing and still have no real proof that we are seeing it the same way.
That is what messes with me. Not just color, but everything built on top of that same logic. The whole world is full of labels that people accept long before they understand them. Blue. Good. Bad. Normal. Wrong. Beautiful. Ugly. Respect. Disrespect. Love. Betrayal. A child hears these words early enough and grows up inside them like they are natural law. But they are not natural law. They are agreements. They are instructions. They are the names we were given before we had a chance to decide whether they fit what we actually saw.
That’s why I don’t trust certainty that comes too fast. Because sometimes what people call truth is just repetition. Somebody said it once, enough people repeated it, and now it has the weight of fact. But a thing does not become real simply because it has a name. That’s the part I keep coming back to. The word is not the thing. The label is not the experience. The map is not the land.
And yet people live like the label is enough. They move through life as if the naming itself solved the mystery. If everybody agrees that a thing is blue, then it is blue. If everybody agrees that a thing is good, then it is good. If everybody agrees that a thing is normal, then it must be normal. But what if the agreement is all we have? What if the thing itself is still more complicated than the word we attached to it?
That is where the deeper problem starts. Because once you see that the world is run on agreed vocabulary, it becomes hard to tell where perception ends and conditioning begins. You start asking whether the way you understand something is actually yours, or whether you inherited that too. You start noticing how often people feel strong about things they never personally tested. They say this is right, this is beautiful, this is true, this is holy, this is shameful, but when you ask them why, the answer usually reaches back into somebody else’s mouth.
I think about that a lot.
I think about how even the most basic things in life are filtered through the lens of what we were taught. A child points at the sky and learns what to call it. A child sees pain and learns what to call it. A child learns how to react to anger, affection, distance, touch, silence. By the time they are old enough to think they are forming original opinions, they are often just rearranging old instructions. That doesn’t make them fake in a cruel sense. It just means most people are living inside inherited perception and calling it their own.
That is why the blue question matters to me. Because it is not really about color. It is about whether we ever really get to know what anything is before the world names it for us. Who taught you what blue looks like? Who taught you what love should feel like? Who taught you what a man is supposed to be? Who taught you what a woman is supposed to be? Who taught you what respect looks like? Who taught you that being quiet means weakness, or that being loud means confidence, or that a stable life is the same thing as a meaningful one?
Most people never stop long enough to ask those questions, because asking them is dangerous. It means a lot of the things you’ve built yourself on might not actually be yours. That’s a difficult thing to sit with. Nobody likes the feeling of discovering that what they thought was solid may have been handed to them ready-made. But I think that is part of growing up for real. Not just getting older. Growing up. Learning to separate what you were told from what you actually know.
And even then, I don’t think there is a final answer. That is the uncomfortable part. You can question everything and still never fully escape perception. You can strip a belief down and still be left with your own angle, your own bias, your own way of seeing. That’s why I don’t trust people who speak like their view of the world is the only one available. Nobody gets to see everything. Nobody gets to stand completely outside of their own upbringing, their own environment, their own damage, their own desire to be right.
So when I ask who taught you what blue looks like, I’m also asking something else: how much of your life is yours, and how much was placed in your hands before you knew what to do with it?
That question carries everywhere for me. Into religion. Into love. Into family. Into friendship. Into identity. Because once you understand that even color can be a learned agreement, you start to suspect that most of the things we call truth are also social agreements with better costumes. Some are useful. Some are necessary. Some keep us from tearing each other apart. But useful does not mean absolute. Comfortable does not mean true. Shared does not always mean owned.
That is why I ask questions other people would rather avoid. Not because I enjoy being difficult, but because I don’t know how to move through life without checking whether the things I stand on actually belong to me. If I am going to believe something, I need to know whether I reached it myself or whether I simply inherited it because it was nearby. That distinction matters to me. A lot.
Because if I say I believe something, I want to know what exactly I’m saying. I want to know whether it came from experience, observation, reflection, pain, or just habit. I want to know whether it can survive being questioned. I want to know whether it makes sense to me, not just whether it sounds good to other people.
That’s the problem with labels. They are efficient, but they can become lazy. They save time, but they can also keep you from ever seeing what’s underneath. Blue is blue. Sure. But what does blue mean to you? What does it trigger? What does it remind you of? What did you learn to attach to it? What feeling sits behind it when nobody is telling you what it is supposed to mean?
That’s where the real conversation starts. Not in the word, but in the relationship you have with the word. Not in the fact that we call it blue, but in whether that name is enough for the thing you are actually experiencing.
And maybe that is one of the reasons I feel so disconnected from so many people. They seem comfortable stopping at the surface. They accept the name and move on. They accept the category and live inside it. I can’t do that. Not fully. I keep going past the label, asking what sits behind it, what produced it, who benefited from it, who decided it was supposed to mean that.
It gets exhausting. I know that. It makes me hard to talk to sometimes. It makes me sound like I’m arguing when I’m really just trying to understand what is actually there. But I’d rather be exhausted by the truth than comfortable inside a lie I never bothered to question.
So yes, who taught you what blue looks like?
And more importantly, did they teach you how to see, or did they just teach you what to call what you were already seeing?


ENTRY 8 — Grounded vs floating
I think some people are grounded from the start. They grow into one environment, one version of life, one set of rules, and even when things change, there is still a centre they can return to. Something in them stays steady. Something in them knows where home is, even when home is messy.
I was not built like that.
I float.
That is the only way I know how to describe it. Not in some soft, peaceful way. I don’t mean floating like freedom. I mean floating like something that never quite settled where it was supposed to. Like a thing that keeps moving because it never got the chance to root itself properly. You can survive like that, but you don’t always feel real in the same way.
A lot of that started early. I was never in one place long enough to become one thing completely. Different homes. Different people. Different expectations. Different rules. You don’t realise what that does to you when you’re a child because children adapt before they understand what adaptation costs. You learn quickly. You become useful. You read the room. You change your tone. You change your posture. You learn what version of yourself works best in that environment, and once that becomes normal, you stop asking whether the version is actually you.
That’s what floating is to me.
It’s being able to adjust to every place without ever fully belonging to any of them.
People mistake adaptability for stability sometimes. They think because you can fit anywhere, you must be secure inside yourself. But fitting is not the same thing as being anchored. You can learn how to survive in different rooms and still never know which room is yours. You can become impressive at adjustment and still feel like a guest in your own life.
I noticed that early, even before I had the language for it. I could see that the person I was in one place did not always match the person I was in another. In one environment I could be more open, more relaxed, more willing to speak. In another I became quieter, more careful, more observant. In one place I was one thing. In another place I was something else. And because I was young, I didn’t think that was strange. I thought that was just how life worked. You become what the room needs, and the room accepts you.
But later, when I started paying attention, I realised that all those versions had a problem in common: none of them felt like the final answer.
They all worked. That was the problem. They were all functional enough to carry me through. Which meant I could keep going without ever stopping to ask what was missing. I could succeed at being adaptable and still remain spiritually unanchored. I could be good at reading people and still not know what I myself actually stood for.
That is a strange thing to realise about yourself. That you might be excellent at adjusting and terrible at existing.
Floating makes that easier to hide. If you never stay still long enough, nobody can point at you and say this is who he is. You become hard to pin down. Hard to define. Hard to challenge. If a room begins to ask too much of you, you leave it internally before you leave it physically. You pull back. You detach. You become a little less available. It protects you from pressure, but it also protects you from commitment. And if you do that often enough, you start to lose track of what commitment would even feel like if it were real.
I think that is why so many things in my life have felt borrowed. Not just spaces. Feelings too. Opinions. Behaviours. Even desires sometimes. I can want something because I’ve seen it wanted. I can chase something because other people are chasing it. I can look like I’m moving with conviction when, underneath, I’m mostly moving with momentum. That’s floating too. Motion without root.
It creates a weird kind of loneliness. Not the dramatic kind people talk about. Not the obvious one where you are crying in a room by yourself. This is a quieter loneliness. It shows up when you realise you can enter many places and still not feel claimed by any of them. You are known enough to be recognized, but not rooted enough to be missed in the way that matters. You can be close to people and still feel like your presence is temporary, as if the real you is always one step behind the version they’re seeing.
That’s what makes floating dangerous. Because it can look like confidence from the outside. It can even look like freedom. You seem flexible. You seem mature. You seem like someone who can handle change. But inside, it’s a little different. Inside, it can feel like you’ve never fully been allowed to settle into one self long enough to trust it.
That’s why the idea of being grounded matters so much to me. Grounded sounds like certainty. It sounds like a person who knows where they stand. A person whose beliefs are not borrowed, whose identity isn’t being rebuilt every time the environment shifts. A grounded person has a centre. They know how to return to it. They are not constantly checking whether they belong where they are because they already know who they are.
I don’t think I’ve had that for most of my life.
I’ve had moments that almost looked like it. Moments where I thought I was finally settling into something real. But then the environment changed, or the person changed, or I changed, and the feeling of stability turned out to be temporary. A place can feel like home until it asks something of you that your internal structure can’t support. Then you find out how thin the foundation really was.
That’s part of why I keep such a close eye on myself now. I don’t trust the feeling of being okay too quickly. I don’t trust the feeling of belonging too easily either. I need to know whether the sensation is real or whether I’ve just become very good at performing peace. Because I can do that. I can look settled. I can sound settled. I can even convince myself for a while that I am settled. But that doesn’t mean the ground has actually stopped moving under me.
Floating also makes it easier to become who other people need you to be. If there is no fixed centre, then whoever is closest to you can start shaping the outline. That’s how you become a reflection of the room. That’s how you become the son that sounds right in one place and wrong in another. That’s how you become the friend who adapts to everyone, the one who can be made to fit but never quite feels like he was designed for the shape he’s occupying.
And once you realise that, it’s hard not to question whether your life has been steering you, or whether you’ve been steering yourself at all.
That question doesn’t have a clean answer. Maybe that’s the point. Maybe floating is not proof that something is wrong with you. Maybe it is just proof that you had to survive in a way that didn’t allow for stillness. Maybe repeated movement taught you to become light enough to pass through anything without breaking. That has value. It kept me going. It kept me from collapsing under pressure too early. But it also made me difficult to trust from the inside, because I can never fully tell whether the current self is the self that will still be here tomorrow.
So when I say I float, I mean I move through places without fully planting myself in them. I adapt. I watch. I adjust. I carry different versions of me depending on where I am, who I’m with, what the environment asks for. That worked for a long time. It may still be working now in ways I haven’t fully admitted. But it also means I have to keep asking the same hard question: which version of me is real, and how much of that reality was ever mine to begin with?
That’s the problem with floating.
It lets you survive anywhere.
It also makes it harder to know where, if anywhere, you belong.


ENTRY 9 — The day someone said I was losing myself
It was an ordinary sentence, but it didn’t land like one.
That’s the strange thing about certain moments. They don’t arrive looking important. They don’t come dressed like turning points. Sometimes they come through someone else’s mouth in the middle of a normal conversation, and you only understand later that something in you was split open by it.
“You’re losing yourself.”
That was the sentence.
My aunt said it to me, and I remember the weight of it more than anything else. Not because it was dramatic. Not because she said it with anger. It was the opposite of that. It sounded too calm. Too direct. Like she was naming something that had already been happening for a while and I just hadn’t wanted to look at it properly.
Before that, I think I was still floating without fully knowing it. I knew I moved differently from other people. I knew I adapted fast. I knew I could become whatever a room needed me to become. But I didn’t yet have the full awareness of what that was costing me. I thought it was just part of being a child moving between environments, between people, between versions of home. I thought it was normal to keep shifting because that was all I’d ever known.
But when she said that, it did something to me.
It made the drift visible.
That’s what I mean when I say it was an ordinary sentence but it didn’t feel ordinary. Before that, the feeling had been vague, almost invisible in the way water is invisible when you’re inside it. You don’t think about being wet until someone points it out. And that’s what her words did. They pointed. They forced me to see the water around me and understand that I had been moving in it for a long time without realizing how far I’d gone.
I remember being younger and still having some small sense of who I was in different places, even if those versions didn’t always match. At school I was one thing. At home I was another. Around certain people I became more open, around others I became quieter, more calculated. I didn’t think of that as losing myself. I thought that was just how you survive. You learn how to move with the room. You learn how to say the right things and hide the wrong ones. You learn how to protect the parts of you that are too soft for certain environments.
But somewhere along the line, adaptation stopped feeling like a tool and started feeling like a condition.
And I don’t think I saw that clearly until she said those words.
You’re losing yourself.
I remember thinking about what that even meant. Losing yourself implies there was something stable to begin with. It implies a centre you can move away from. It implies a version of you that exists under the noise and the adjustments and the performances. At the time, I don’t think I had fully accepted that maybe I had been changing so long that the thing I was supposed to be losing was never fully settled in the first place.
Still, the sentence stayed with me.
Because once somebody says it, you can’t unknow it. You can keep moving, but now there is a label attached to the movement. You begin to look at yourself differently. You start asking questions you didn’t ask before. Why did I start doing this? Why do I agree with this? Why am I behaving like that? What am I copying? What am I repeating? What is mine and what is borrowed?
That was the beginning of me turning inward more seriously. Not in a healthy, clean, easy way. More like a slow, uncomfortable inspection. I started noticing the seams in myself. I started seeing where one version of me ended and another began. I started realizing that some of the choices I thought were mine had probably been shaped by the people around me, by the need to fit, by the need to stay safe, by the need to be accepted, by the need to be whatever the moment demanded.
That was a hard thing to accept.
Because once you see it, you can’t fully pretend you don’t. You can still keep functioning. You can still show up and laugh and speak and act normal. But now there’s a question running underneath it all. Are you doing this because it’s you, or because you’ve become good at staying in motion?
That question changed how I looked at everything.
It changed how I looked at home. It changed how I looked at the way I kept myself separate. It changed how I looked at my moods, my habits, my anger, my silence. It changed how I looked at the way I could be around people and still feel like I was standing slightly outside of my own life, watching myself happen.
And in some ways, I think the sentence hurt because it was true.
Not completely. Not in a final way. But true enough to disturb me.
The worst part was that it didn’t feel like a one-time thing. It felt like she had pointed at a process that had already been in motion for a while. Like I had been shedding myself slowly and everyone around me could see it before I could. That’s a rough thing to sit with, especially when you’re young enough to still believe that you’re just becoming who you are. To find out instead that maybe you’re disappearing in small pieces while calling it growth.
I think that’s why the sentence has stayed in me for so long. Not because it was poetic. Not because it was profound. Because it forced a confrontation. It made me examine whether I was becoming more of myself or less. Whether the changes in me were movement toward something real or movement away from something I had never properly owned.
I don’t think I had the language to answer it then. Maybe I still don’t fully now. But I know what it did. It made me stop and look at myself like a person who might be slipping through his own hands. It made me ask whether the versions of me that kept getting accepted by the world were actually helping me become whole, or just making me easier to manage.
And once you start asking that, the rest of life changes shape.
Because now every choice carries that question with it. Am I choosing this, or am I drifting into it? Am I becoming, or am I dissolving? Am I holding onto something real, or am I just good at becoming whatever survives the room?
That’s why that moment matters.
It wasn’t just a sentence. It was a mirror. And I don’t think I liked what it showed me at first.


ENTRY 10 — The logic of control
Control is not really about power the way people like to say it is. People hear the word control and immediately think of someone trying to dominate, someone trying to own, someone trying to act bigger than everybody else. But for me it has never been that simple. Control starts somewhere more basic than ego. It starts with fear. It starts with the knowledge that if something can hurt you, and you can see that possibility clearly enough, then it makes sense to try and close the gap between you and that risk.
That is how I see it. Not as a game. Not as some random need to be difficult. As risk management.
If I know a situation can damage me, I want to reduce how much damage it can do. That’s all. If I know a person can disappoint me, embarrass me, betray me, expose me, or put me in a position where I have no power, then naturally my mind starts calculating. How do I narrow this down? How do I stop this from becoming the thing that ruins me? How do I keep the worst outcome from happening? That is what control is for me. It is not glamourous. It is defensive. It is self-preservation dressed up in logic.
I think that’s why I don’t always trust people who speak about control like it is automatically evil. They act like all control is obsessive, all boundaries are unhealthy, all caution is insecurity. But that’s too shallow. Life is full of things that can hurt you if you do not pay attention. You drive a car knowing an accident is possible. You still drive, but you drive with an awareness of the danger. You slow down. You choose the safer lane. You reduce the risk as much as you reasonably can. Nobody calls that insanity. They call that common sense. So why is it suddenly controlling when I do the same thing with the people and situations that matter to me?
That is what I mean when I say I want to close the gap of uncertainty. The less uncertainty there is, the less room there is for surprise. And surprise is where pain lives. I do not like not knowing what something can become. I do not like not knowing what someone is capable of. I do not like handing over access and then finding out too late that the cost was higher than I thought. So I build systems. I put up limits. I create rules. I try to shape the environment before the environment shapes me.
That applies to relationships too, and maybe that is where people start judging me harder. Because once love enters the picture, control stops sounding practical to other people and starts sounding ugly. They don’t hear the fear underneath it. They only hear the restriction. They hear the part where I want to know where you’re going, who you’re with, what the situation is, what the risk looks like. They hear the part where I want the relationship to stay inside a shape that feels safe to me. And to them, that can sound like possession. It can sound like I’m trying to reduce a person into something I can manage.
I understand why people hear it that way. I’m not blind to that. But I also know where it comes from in me. It comes from the belief that if I do not pay attention, I will be the one left exposed. It comes from the knowledge that people are unpredictable. It comes from the fact that I have seen how quickly a thing can shift, how fast affection can become a threat, how suddenly what felt stable can become the thing that injures you. So if I care about someone, the first thing my mind does is measure how vulnerable that care makes me.
That is a hard thing to admit because it makes me sound colder than I want to be. But it would be more dishonest to pretend otherwise. If I am being honest, there is always some part of me that asks: what is the worst thing this can become? Not because I want it to become that, but because I need to know whether I can survive it if it does. That question is always there. It runs beneath the feeling. It runs beneath the attraction. It runs beneath the tenderness. It is the hidden calculation. And once you know you are making it, you cannot completely unmake it.
That is also why I end up making rules in relationships that sound controlling from the outside. I tell myself I am protecting the connection, but underneath that is a deeper truth: I am protecting myself from the version of the connection that can hurt me. I want to reduce access to the parts of life that I think can destabilise me. I want to know what the room looks like before I let the room matter. I want to know what the person is capable of before I stop being careful. That does not mean I never care. It means I care while guarding. It means I love with one hand on the door.
And that is where the damage starts. Because the truth is, you cannot fully love something and keep it completely under lock. You can try. You can manage a relationship that way for a while. You can survive it. But you cannot ask another person to live inside your fear forever without paying a price for it. So what feels like protection to me can feel like distrust to them. What feels like logic to me can feel like suffocation to them. What feels like “I’m trying to keep us safe” can feel like “I do not trust you to be a person.” That mismatch is dangerous. It is one of the reasons I know I have hurt people.
Because the more I try to control the risk, the more I end up making the people I care about feel like they are being managed instead of loved. And that is not a small failure. That is a real one. If someone comes to you with trust and you answer with boundaries built from fear, they may not know they are being protected. They may only know they are being denied. They may feel the distance and not the reason for it. That is the cost of this logic. It is meant to reduce harm, but it can create another kind of harm in the process.
That is where my father’s influence lives in me too. Not in some dramatic, simple way. Not like he sat me down and said, this is how you control everything. It is more indirect than that. It is the atmosphere of his thinking. The way he views attachment. The way he treats dependence like a weakness. The way he seems to understand that people can become liabilities if you give them too much of yourself. That way of seeing things got into me early. It made sense before I could fully explain it. And once it made sense, it became part of the logic I used to survive.
So now, when I try to control a situation, I can usually justify it to myself in a way that sounds reasonable. I am reducing risk. I am preventing damage. I am keeping the structure stable. I am making sure I do not hand too much of myself over to something I cannot fully predict. On paper, that sounds disciplined. In practice, it can turn into fear running the whole operation. That is the part I have to keep checking. Because if fear becomes the thing making all the decisions, then control stops being protection and starts becoming a cage.
I think that’s the real problem. Not control itself. Not boundaries. Not caution. The problem is when those things stop serving life and start replacing it. When every choice becomes about avoiding pain instead of actually living. When you become so focused on reducing damage that you never allow anything real enough to matter. Then the control works too well. Then you protect yourself into emptiness. Then you look up one day and realise you have built a very safe life that no longer feels alive.
That is why this matters so much to me. Because I do not want to admit that I use control only to hurt people less. I also use it because I am afraid. Afraid of being embarrassed. Afraid of being made small. Afraid of losing power. Afraid of trusting the wrong person. Afraid of giving too much and discovering too late that I was the only one who made it real. That fear is not imaginary. It is part of me. It shaped me. But if I let it stay in charge forever, then I will keep creating the very distance I keep trying to prevent.
So when I say control, that is what I mean. Risk. Fear. Prevention. Self-defense. A way of trying to keep the worst things from reaching me. It has helped me. It has also made me dangerous in small, quiet ways. And that is the truth I have to sit with: the same instinct that kept me from being destroyed has also made it harder for me to love without turning the people I care about into variables.


ENTRY 11 — Half-in, half-out
I learned early how to split myself.
Not in some dramatic way where I sat down and made a decision about it. It happened the way a lot of things happen to me — slowly, then all at once, then so naturally that by the time I noticed it, it already felt like part of my character. I don’t think I set out to become the kind of person who keeps one foot in and one foot out. I think I became that because I did not trust what happened when I gave too much.
There is always a calculation happening in the back of my mind. If I care too much, what is the cost? If I trust too quickly, what do I lose? If I open up fully, who gets access to the parts of me that can be used against me later? That is the real question. Not whether I can love. I can. Not whether I can attach. I do. The question is what happens after that. What happens when the thing I’ve invested in becomes the thing that can injure me. That is where the split begins.
So I become two versions of myself in the same moment. One part is present. It is feeling, noticing, wanting, wanting badly sometimes. The other part is watching. Measuring. Staying just outside the reach of whatever is happening so that if it collapses, I do not collapse with it. If I am going to get hurt, I want to be able to say that only part of me was really there. That way the damage feels manageable. That way I can survive it. That way I do not have to admit that I might have cared more than I wanted to let on.
That’s what half-in, half-out really means for me. It means I am participating while reserving the right to detach at any second. It means I can be affectionate without fully surrendering. It means I can act like I am in the room emotionally while still keeping my exit in view. It is not a game in the childish sense. It is a strategy. It is a way of staying alive inside a situation I know can turn on me.
And I know that sounds cold, but the truth is I did not invent this structure because I wanted to be cold. I invented it because I had to. It started with the awareness that people are capable of hurting you even when they care about you. Sometimes especially when they care about you. That is the part people do not like to sit with. They want love to be a guarantee. They want care to mean safety. They want closeness to mean protection. But closeness does not remove the possibility of damage. Sometimes it just increases the amount of damage that can reach you.
That’s why full commitment has always felt risky to me. Not impossible. Risky. I can go into a thing deeply enough to mean it, but I am also tracking the exit. I am also thinking about what I will do if this turns bad. I am also preparing for the possibility that the person in front of me might not stay consistent with the version I fell for. So while part of me is saying yes, another part is already drafting the conditions under which I leave. That split lets me move forward without feeling fully exposed. It gives me just enough control to keep breathing.
But it also means I rarely give people the part of me they were actually hoping for.
That’s where the guilt starts.
Because the people around me don’t always know they are interacting with a fraction. They think they are getting the whole thing, or at least enough of it to build trust on. They hear my words, see my presence, feel my attention, and assume they are standing on something solid. Meanwhile, I am still holding back some essential part of myself. Not because I hate them. Not because I want to manipulate them for sport. But because I do not know how to disappear into a thing without asking whether it might swallow me whole.
That is the tension. I want connection, but I do not want annihilation. I want love, but I do not want to be made vulnerable in a way that leaves me powerless. I want to be known, but I do not want the wrong person to know too much. So I build a version of closeness that contains the risk. I make it manageable. I keep enough distance to feel safe.
The problem is that people feel that distance even when I do not explain it. They sense the held-back part. They feel the hesitation. They might not be able to name it, but they can tell something is missing. That’s usually when things start to go wrong. They reach for me, and I am still deciding how much to give. They ask for more, and I give a little more, but not enough. They feel the partiality, and then they start asking the questions I’m least prepared to answer: Do you trust me? Are you fully here? What are you hiding? Why do I feel like you are standing beside me but not with me?
Those questions are uncomfortable because they are often fair.
I can see why someone would feel shut out by me. If you care about someone and they keep one part of themselves inaccessible, it starts to feel like rejection. Even if that is not the intention. Even if they are not trying to hurt you. The half-in, half-out style does damage because it creates an imbalance. The other person invests into the relationship as if it is whole. I invest as if I may have to survive it later. That difference matters. It affects everything. It makes intimacy unstable before it even has time to settle.
And yet, if I am being honest, the part of me that watches from the outside is not there just to be cruel. It is there because it believes it is protecting me. It believes that if I do not keep some distance, I will be at the mercy of another person’s choices. It believes that vulnerability is a kind of debt. The more you give, the more someone can collect. And once that debt is too high, once the wrong hands have your heart and your secrets and your trust, then you are exposed in ways you cannot easily repair.
So I ration myself.
I hand out pieces instead of the whole. I test the room. I see how the person handles what I give. If they are careful, I might give a little more. If they are careless, I pull back. If they ask for too much too quickly, I freeze. I do not always say it out loud. I don’t need to. The behaviour says it for me. The part of me that wants closeness gets overruled by the part that wants safety.
That’s why the split stays. It is not an accident. It is not a temporary phase. It is built into how I move through relationships, friendships, even family sometimes. I show enough to remain connected, and I hold back enough to remain defended. I have spent so long living that way that there are moments when I do not even know if I am capable of full unguarded presence anymore, or if I only know how to simulate it for short periods before the watcher inside me starts pulling the curtain closed again.
What makes that worse is that I can feel the difference in real time. I know when I am genuinely there and I know when I am performing a version of being there. I can feel the slight split in the chest, the slight distance in the head, the way I keep some of my attention on the room and the rest on the possibility of injury. It is a quiet split, but it is constant. And because it is constant, it becomes normal. It becomes so normal that I have to remind myself that other people may not be moving through life with that same internal division.
Maybe that is why I seem detached even when I care. Because the care is real, but it is always being weighed against the risk. The investment is never total. The observer never fully goes to sleep. One part of me is always saying, stay alert, do not give too much, do not forget what this can cost. And the other part is saying, maybe this time it will be different, maybe this time you can let go a little more. That argument never completely ends. It just changes volume depending on the situation.
I think that is also why some of my relationships have ended the way they have. Not because I never felt anything. Not because the feeling was fake. But because I kept doing the math while the feeling was happening. And when someone can feel that you are doing the math, it changes the chemistry of the whole thing. It makes the relationship colder, more unstable, less alive. It introduces caution where there should have been surrender. It replaces flow with monitoring. And after a while, the other person starts to feel like they are dating a guardrail instead of a person.
That is a rough truth to sit with.
But I think I need to sit with it anyway.
Because if I am going to keep describing myself honestly, I cannot pretend that this split is harmless. It keeps me functional. It keeps me from being swallowed by what I care about. But it also keeps me from ever fully arriving. I am there, but only halfway. I am invested, but only enough. I care, but with an exit strategy already in mind. And that means a lot of what I call protection is also a way of preventing myself from experiencing the full cost of being alive with someone else.
That is the trade.
Half-in, half-out means I survive more easily.
It also means I never fully know what it feels like to stop guarding the door.


ENTRY 12 — On hurting people
I have hurt people.
I do not say that lightly, and I do not say it to sound honest in a dramatic way. I say it because it is true. And the truth is that when you keep one foot in and one foot out for long enough, people get hurt.
That’s what the half-in, half-out thing costs.
The person across from you usually does not know that they are only getting part of you. They think they are engaging with the full thing, or at least with enough of the full thing to build something real. They respond to your attention. They trust the way you speak. They assume that because you are there, because you care, because you can say the right things and do the right things, that the thing between you is sincere all the way through.
But it is not that simple.
Because while they are opening themselves, I am still measuring. While they are leaning in, I am still checking the floor. While they are giving, I am still deciding how much I can afford to lose if this turns bad. And the whole time that is happening, they can feel it even if they cannot name it. People know when someone is holding back. They may not understand the reason, but they feel the shape of the distance. They feel the difference between being chosen and being managed.
That is where the hurt begins.
Not always with a single dramatic betrayal. Sometimes the damage is quieter than that. Sometimes it is the small repeated absence of full participation. The silence after they expected a deeper answer. The hesitation when they gave you vulnerability and you answered with control. The moments where they gave you more and you gave back less than they risked. Those things add up. They become a wound even if nobody says the word wound out loud.
I have been on the other side of that too, and I know what it feels like to sense that someone is not fully there with you. To invest and then slowly realize the other person has been protecting themselves at the expense of your peace. To feel like you are offering a whole heart into a situation that only takes the part of you it can use. That is not a small thing. It changes how you think about trust. It changes how you approach the next person. It changes whether you still believe in the idea that someone can be all the way with you.
And I have done that to other people.
That’s the part I can’t soften.
I have taken what I needed from closeness without always giving closeness back in the same measure. I have let people feel seen by me while still keeping my own inner door locked. I have accepted trust while still holding on to my exit. I have allowed people to believe there was more safety in the connection than I was actually prepared to guarantee. And when you do that to someone who is genuine, the injury is not just disappointment. It is a kind of quiet collapse. They start to question themselves. They wonder what they missed. They wonder whether they were wrong to believe in it in the first place.
I know this because I have watched the aftermath.
Sometimes they leave angry. Sometimes they go quiet. Sometimes they keep trying to understand where the shift happened, what changed, whether they did something wrong. And the hardest part is that in many cases, it is not that they did something wrong. It is that I was operating from fear and they were operating from hope. That mismatch is dangerous. Hope walks into a room expecting a person. Fear walks in expecting a threat. The moment those two meet, someone is going to leave with a wound.
I used to think that if I did not mean to hurt someone, then the harm was somehow lighter. I don’t think that anymore. Intent matters, yes, but it does not erase impact. If you keep your guard up in a way that makes another person feel unwanted, the fact that you were protecting yourself does not magically undo the damage they feel. They still have to live with the result. They still have to carry the confusion, the disappointment, the memory of giving something real and not getting the same back.
That is the part that makes me uncomfortable, because I know how much I value being understood. I know how much I hate being misread. And yet I have created situations where other people were forced to interpret my distance without having the full explanation for it. They had to guess at me. They had to feel their way through the dark. That is a harsh thing to do to someone, especially when you know what it is like to be the one left trying to make sense of silence.
The worst part is that the behaviour can even feel justified while it is happening. That is how fear works. It gives your caution a moral shape. It tells you that you are being wise, that you are being careful, that you are not like other people who rush in and get burned. It dresses self-protection up as intelligence. And for a while that feels good, because it means you can keep telling yourself that you are not the problem. You are just being strategic.
But if you are strategic for long enough, you start becoming incapable of the kind of openness that real closeness asks for. You get good at guarding, good at deflecting, good at withholding just enough to stay safe. The cost of that is not always obvious in the beginning. It looks like strength. It looks like discipline. It looks like someone who knows how to keep himself together. But then one day you look back and realize that a lot of the people who loved you most had to love you through a wall.
That wall hurt them.
I do not want to hide behind the excuse that I was only protecting myself. Both things can be true at once. I was protecting myself, and I was hurting people. I was scared, and I was also being unfair. I was trying not to lose control, and in the process I was teaching other people what it feels like to be kept at a distance by someone who knows exactly what they are doing and still cannot fully stop.
That is one of the more difficult truths for me to sit with: sometimes the thing you build to survive ends up becoming the thing that causes the very loss you were trying to avoid. You build the guardrails so you do not fall. Then you spend so much time behind them that no one can reach you anymore. You become safer, but also lonelier. You become harder to break, but also harder to hold. And people who came to you looking for closeness leave with the feeling that they were only ever allowed to stand at the edge of you.
I think this is why guilt stays in the body long after the event passes. It is not just memory. It is recognition. The recognition that someone else gave you more trust than you returned. The recognition that you turned survival into a system. The recognition that what felt reasonable to you could still feel cruel to them. That kind of recognition does not disappear quickly because it changes how you understand your own intentions.
I am not saying this to ask for forgiveness. That would cheapen the honesty. I am saying it because it belongs in the book. If I am going to talk about the void, I cannot do it like I am harmless. Part of the void is the way it shaped my ability to be near people without fully handing myself over. Part of it is the damage that created. Part of it is the way fear can make you think you are being careful when you are actually teaching someone how abandonment feels.
And that is the real lesson here, if there is one: you can survive by keeping yourself half-available, but you will leave traces behind. People will feel the split. They will feel the missing half. They will feel the part of you that was always watching the door. Some will call it cold. Some will call it selfish. Some will just leave. But whatever they call it, the impact stays.
So I have to say it plainly.
I have hurt people because I was scared.
I have hurt people because I wanted the safety of control more than the risk of full vulnerability.
I have hurt people because I kept part of myself behind glass and expected them not to notice.
I admit that the damage was real. And I admit the fear behind it was just as real too.

ENTRY 13 — The theatre of social life
Everyone laughs like they know exactly where the laughter is supposed to land.
That’s one of the first things I notice in a room. Not whether people are happy, not whether the conversation is good, but whether everyone seems to understand the invisible rhythm that keeps the whole thing moving. Somebody says something. People react. Somebody else adds a line. The group shifts. The moment continues. It all looks natural from the outside, but once you start paying attention, you can see how much of it is built out of habit, timing, and social instinct.
That’s what makes it feel like theatre to me.
Not because it is fake in some dramatic way where everybody is lying all the time. That would be too simple. I do not think most people walk around planning to perform a life. I think most people just learn the script so early that by the time they’re old enough to question it, the script already feels like personality. They know when to smile. They know when to laugh too hard. They know when to agree. They know when to look serious. They know how to stand, how to enter, how to leave, how to act like they belong even when they are also improvising.
And I know all of that too.
That’s the part people forget. I’m not standing outside the theatre as some pure observer who has never learned the lines. I know the lines. I know the cues. I know how to make my face fit a room. I know how to look relaxed even when I’m measuring everything. I know how to carry myself in a way that makes people feel like I’m one of them. That skill has kept me safe more times than I can count. It has also kept me distant. You can become so good at the performance that people stop asking what’s happening underneath.
Parties are a perfect example of that.
A party is basically a room full of people trying to be seen without looking like they are trying too hard to be seen. Everybody is participating in the same strange social contract. Laugh at the right things. Don’t kill the energy. Don’t be the person who makes the room uncomfortable. Don’t ask the question that makes everybody go quiet unless you’re prepared to carry the silence that follows. People move around each other with a kind of practiced ease, but under that ease there is always a calculation. Who’s watching? Who’s listening? Who seems interesting? Who can be ignored? Who is worth talking to more than once?
I know that game. I can play it.
I can stand at the edge of a conversation and still be part of it. I can nod at the right time, throw in the line that keeps everybody amused, and hold my face in the shape of interest. I can make people feel like I’m there with them. But a lot of the time I’m not actually inside the thing. I’m close enough to function, close enough to be accepted, but not close enough to be touched by it in a deep way. It’s like I’m watching from just behind my own eyes and using my body to attend on my behalf.
That is why the theatre metaphor sticks. Because theatre requires performance, but it also requires an audience that agrees not to look too closely. People want the illusion to hold. They want the social scene to remain smooth. They want everybody to know their part so nobody has to ask why the whole thing feels so rehearsed.
Group chats are the same thing, just flattened out into text.
You can see the pattern even clearer there because everything is reduced to timing and reaction. The right emoji. The right joke. The right level of enthusiasm. The correct amount of engagement. Too much and you look desperate. Too little and you look dead. So people perform even there. They keep the tone alive. They pretend to care more than they do or less than they do depending on what the room requires. And I do it too. I have to. That’s part of existing with people. But the more I watch it, the more obvious it becomes that the whole thing depends on everybody maintaining a shared illusion that the interaction is more organic than it really is.
That’s not me saying nobody is real.
It’s me saying reality is always wearing some kind of costume in a social setting.
That’s what makes people feel so similar to actors. They’re not necessarily lying about everything they say. They’re just managing what they reveal, how they appear, what mood they are supposed to hold, how much of themselves is allowed to enter the frame. And once you start noticing that, you can’t really unsee it. You begin to see how much of social life depends on concealment. Not complete concealment. Just enough. Enough to make the thing work. Enough to make everybody comfortable. Enough to avoid the parts of yourself that might disrupt the group’s flow.
What gets me is how automatic it all is.
People do it without stopping. Without asking whether they’re actually enjoying themselves or just performing enjoyment because that is what keeps the moment from becoming awkward. That’s the thing I keep coming back to: everybody knows the rules, but very few people seem to admit that they’re following them. They act like they naturally exist in the exact shape their environment prefers, as if they were born fluent in whatever language the room wants. But I think a lot of that fluency is learned under pressure. It’s social survival. It’s adaptation. It’s survival with a smile on top.
And maybe that is why I feel such a distance from it sometimes.
Because I can watch it all happening and still feel like I am not fully participating in the same way. I’m there, but I’m also monitoring. I’m there, but I’m also asking why this is working, who is buying into it, what happens if somebody stops playing their role for five seconds. The answer is usually uncomfortable. The room gets weird. The mood dips. People scramble to restore the thing. That tells me everything I need to know about how fragile a lot of social harmony really is.
It’s not that I think the whole thing is meaningless. It matters. People need each other. People need community. People need the soft architecture of shared jokes, shared references, shared rituals. I understand that. I’m not pretending to be above it. I know very well that there are times when the theatre keeps people together, keeps loneliness down, keeps the day from feeling heavier than it needs to. I know there is value in that. I also know that because I can see the structure, I struggle to lose myself in it completely.
That is where the discomfort starts.
Because once you know the shape of the play, it becomes harder to enjoy the scene without also seeing the machinery. I can be in a room laughing with people and still see the scaffolding underneath the moment. I can enjoy the conversation and still know how carefully the whole thing is being managed. I can care about the people there and still notice that we are all, in some sense, taking turns to be a version of ourselves that won’t disturb the room.
That awareness is isolating. Not because it makes me better than anybody else, but because it makes it harder for me to relax into the illusion. Once you become aware of the social machinery, you can still participate, but there is always a part of you standing slightly outside of it, watching the scene and wondering what would happen if the script stopped working. Would people still know how to be with each other? Would they panic? Would they get honest? Would they finally admit how much of it is all just structure and maintenance and performance?
I don’t think most people would like that question asked too directly.
Because if the theatre is exposed too clearly, then everybody has to confront the fact that they are not just being themselves. They are adjusting. They are choosing. They are curating. They are keeping some things hidden and offering others for public use. That does not make them false in a simple way. It makes them human. But I think what bothers me is how rarely that gets acknowledged. People want the social performance to be seen as effortless, natural, spontaneous, and clean. They do not want to admit how much work it takes to keep a room comfortable.
And I notice that work.
I notice the silence people avoid. I notice the topics people steer away from. I notice the way a room changes when someone gets too real too quickly. I notice the tiny panic in people’s faces when the performance slips and something raw shows through. The theatre is only stable when everybody agrees not to rip the curtain open. Once the curtain opens, the whole thing starts looking like what it is: a structure held together by agreement, habit, and fear of discomfort.
That doesn’t mean I reject all of it. I don’t. I just can’t forget it. I can enjoy a room and still feel the mechanism running underneath it. I can laugh and still know that the laugh is partly social currency. I can participate and still hear the part of me asking whether any of this would survive if everybody stopped pretending just a little less.
Maybe that’s why I often feel like I’m sitting on the edge and watching myself in the movie. Not because I’m emotionally dead, not because I have no interest in people, but because I’ve become too aware of the staging to forget it while I’m inside it. The social world is not a lie. It is a performance. And once you see that clearly, you can never fully return to innocence. You can still enter the room, but now you know exactly how much of what you’re seeing is built, maintained, and acted.
That’s what the theatre of social life means to me.
Not that nobody is real.
Just that everybody is playing something.
And some of us notice the costume a little too much to forget it.



ENTRY 15 — The father and the taught
My father taught me more through atmosphere than through direct instruction. That’s the best way I can explain it. He did not sit me down like a teacher with a neat list of rules and say, this is how you think, this is how you move, this is how you protect yourself from the world. It was never that clean. It was more like being around a certain weather for long enough that it starts changing your body. You don’t always notice it happening while you are inside it. You only notice later that your skin, your posture, your instincts, even your silence have been adjusted by something you didn’t vote on.
What I took from him was not just his opinions. It was the shape of his certainty.
He had a way of seeing people that felt final. He seemed to know early who was worth trusting, who was not, what kinds of people deserved room in his life and which ones did not. Whether he was right or wrong is almost beside the point. What mattered was that he moved like a man who had already decided where he stood. That kind of certainty gets into a child’s head. A child notices not only what the parent says, but how they carry the saying. The force behind it. The confidence. The way some ideas seem to harden into law when they come from a person you are trying to understand.
That is what I absorbed.
Not necessarily the details of every belief, but the deeper logic beneath them. That people are people, and people can change. That closeness is not automatically safety. That attachment is not free. That if you lean too much on somebody else, you can end up paying for it in ways you did not see coming. That part of his thinking made sense to me before I had the language to challenge it. It sounded like someone speaking from experience, not theory. And when you are young, experience feels like authority.
So I learned early to respect distance.
Not distance in the dramatic sense where you are angry at the world and want no one near you. More like a disciplined kind of emotional spacing. A way of keeping yourself from becoming too dependent on anything outside of yourself. He seemed to understand people as things that could be useful, disappointing, unpredictable, even dangerous if you gave them too much room inside your heart. That view was never framed to me as cruelty. It was framed more like survival. Like wisdom. Like the hard truth adults eventually learn after enough life has hit them.
And because he was my father, I didn’t just hear the words. I inherited the tone.
That matters.
Because the tone is often what survives longer than the explanation. You can forget the exact sentence and still carry the way it made you stand. The way it taught you to measure a room. The way it made you suspicious of softness. The way it encouraged you to trust yourself first and everything else second. I think a lot of what I call instinct in myself is actually that old atmosphere still living in me. Something I absorbed so early that I mistook it for my own blood.
The strange thing is, I don’t think he was teaching me to be heartless.
I think he was teaching me not to be foolish.
There’s a difference, even if people blur it. Heartlessness is a lack. It suggests you don’t care. What he passed on to me felt more like caution than absence. Like he believed that giving too much of yourself to people could make you weak in the moments where weakness becomes expensive. He looked at attachment like a liability. He looked at dependence like a possible trap. He seemed to believe that once you let another person become too central to your life, you handed them a piece of your stability whether they deserved it or not.
That message was powerful because it sounded protective. It sounded like a man trying to keep his son from getting hurt. And maybe that was part of it. Maybe he had seen enough to believe his view was not paranoia but pattern recognition. Maybe his own experiences had taught him things he never fully unpacked for me. But as a child, you don’t always separate a parent’s fear from a parent’s wisdom. You just absorb the shape of both.
So I became someone who was careful with attachment before I even understood what attachment really was.
I don’t mean I became detached overnight. I mean the groundwork was laid early. By the time I started caring about people in deeper ways, the internal warning system was already there. The idea that if I care too much, I could lose. If I trust too deeply, I could be hurt. If I let someone matter too much, I might hand them the power to change the entire shape of me. That kind of thinking does not appear out of nowhere. It has roots. It grows out of lessons you didn’t consciously request but were forced to live inside.
And if I’m being honest, a lot of the way I have moved through relationships later on makes more sense when I think about where I learned to stand emotionally.
Not the ugly parts only. The whole picture.
Because the father I knew did not only teach caution. He also taught me something about self-reliance that is not entirely bad. He made self-containment look respectable. He made independence look intelligent. He made it feel normal to keep a clean line between what you need from yourself and what you expect from anybody else. That can be useful. There is a kind of dignity in not becoming desperate for validation. There is strength in not collapsing every time somebody else changes their mind. There is value in being able to stand on your own without begging the room to hold you together.
I can see the usefulness in that.
What I cannot ignore is the cost when that lesson becomes the whole structure.
Because self-reliance can become a beautiful word for isolation if you are not careful. Caution can become emotional starvation. Strength can become refusal. And eventually you find yourself so trained to rely on yourself that you stop making room for the possibility that another person might be able to hold something with you without destroying it. That is the hard part. Not that the lesson was wrong. Just that it was incomplete.
That’s probably why I am so conflicted about the influence he had on me. Because some of what he gave me has helped me survive. Some of it has made me sharper, more aware, harder to fool. But some of it also made me too comfortable with distance. Too comfortable with believing that emotional self-protection is always the same thing as wisdom. Too comfortable with choosing the version of life that keeps me hardest to break, even when that same version of life makes me harder to reach.
And once that becomes your default, it starts spilling into everything. Not just romantic relationships. Not just friendship. Even your sense of what it means to depend on anybody at all. You begin to think in terms of self-defense before you think in terms of openness. You begin to calculate what somebody might cost you before you ask what they might add to your life. That kind of thinking is not random. It is learned. It is inherited. It is practiced until it becomes automatic.
That’s why I keep coming back to him in my head when I think about who I am.
Not because he is the only reason, and not because I want to pin everything on him like that would simplify things. Life is never that neat. But he was there at the beginning of a lot of my inner structure. He was part of the architecture. He was one of the first people to show me how a man can stand inside his own ideas and make them feel like weather everybody else has to live under. That leaves a mark.
It also explains why I have always been so sensitive to dependence. I do not like needing too much from anybody because somewhere in the back of my head there is still that old teaching: be careful, people can shift, people can leave, people can disappoint you when you thought they were solid. Whether that is true in every case is not the point. The point is that I learned to hear it as truth before I learned to question it.
And so I have spent a lot of time trying to figure out which parts of me are mine and which parts are just inherited posture.
That is a real question for me. Not a poetic one. A real one.
How much of the way I think about closeness belongs to me, and how much was handed down? How much of my caution is experience, and how much is his voice still living in mine? How much of my distance is self-respect, and how much is old fear that never got challenged properly? I do not think those lines are always easy to separate. Sometimes they are so woven together that all you can do is stare at the pattern and know it came from somewhere before you.
That’s the father and the taught.
Not a clean story. Not a simple blame. Just the truth that the people who raise you, or shape you, or stand near the beginning of your life can leave behind more than memories. They can leave instructions you never realized you were following. They can leave habits that feel like personality. They can leave fears that look like wisdom until you question them long enough to see the scaffolding underneath.
And maybe that is why this book needs to say it plainly: a lot of what I became was not chosen in a single moment. Some of it was taught, absorbed, inherited, repeated. Some of it helped me. Some of it hurt me. And the work now is not pretending those things never happened. The work is figuring out what remains when you finally stop confusing your conditioning for your core.

ENTRY 16 — Adapting across borders
I moved around enough that I stopped expecting any place to hold me for long.
That is probably the simplest way to say it. Not in the dramatic sense where every move felt like a tragedy. Sometimes it was just life. New house, new country, new school, new rules, new language around me, new people deciding who I was before I had time to decide it myself. You learn quickly when that happens. You learn what to say, what not to say, how to stand, how to listen, how to become familiar in a place that does not yet know you. That kind of movement makes you adaptable, and adaptability looks like intelligence from the outside. It looks like strength. But from the inside, it can feel like never fully arriving anywhere.
I think that is one of the reasons I float the way I do. Not because I chose to be light, but because life kept making stillness temporary.
When you move too often, you start understanding that environments have expectations. Every place wants something different from you. One place wants you quiet. Another wants you outgoing. One place wants you respectful in a certain way. Another wants you confident enough not to disappear. One place rewards you for being easy to read. Another rewards you for being unreadable. So you learn to adjust. You learn to become what works. And at first that feels useful, because it is useful. It helps you survive the awkwardness of transition. It helps you avoid becoming the obvious outsider. It helps you settle into new rooms before they decide to reject you.
But after enough of that, the skill starts to change shape.
It stops being just adaptation and starts becoming identity by convenience.
That’s the part I have had to look at carefully. Because when you become good at adjusting, there is a real danger that you confuse adjustment with selfhood. You begin to believe that the version of you people respond to is the version of you that matters most. You start measuring yourself by how well you fit whatever setting you are in. You stop asking whether the shape you took was actually yours to begin with. You become efficient at entering new spaces, but less and less certain about which space reflects anything real inside you.
I remember different places differently, and that matters. The memory of one country does not feel like the memory of another. The way I existed in one environment does not line up neatly with the way I existed in another. In one place I might have been more open, in another more guarded. In one place I might have felt more visible, in another more like I was learning to disappear. That isn’t just nostalgia talking. It is evidence. It shows me that I was not fixed, and maybe that was necessary, but it also shows me that I became very good at being situationally human.
There is a cost to that.
Because if every place teaches you a different version of yourself, then eventually you start asking which one is actually you when nobody is asking anything of you. That question becomes harder the more you move. Not physically only. Internally too. You begin to collect versions of yourself like luggage. A more serious self here. A more relaxed self there. A version that knows how to smile in this family, a version that knows how to keep quiet in that environment, a version that can be social, a version that can be cold, a version that can be useful. And maybe all of them are real in some sense, but none of them ever feel complete on their own.
That is where the instability comes from.
Not from being weak. From being over-adapted.
I don’t think people talk enough about what constant transition does to a child’s sense of continuity. When you are always being relocated, you do not get the luxury of settling into a single version of yourself long enough to see what naturally stays. You become excellent at making temporary life feel normal. You learn to treat impermanence like a standard rather than a disruption. That can make you resilient, yes. It can also make you feel like every part of your life is provisional. Home becomes something you move through rather than something you own. People become places you visit rather than anchors you can trust. The self becomes a moving target.
And I know I’m not the only person who gets shaped that way, but I do think it left a specific mark on me. Because if you are always entering new spaces, you have to decide what parts of yourself to lead with. You cannot arrive as everything at once. You pick what the room can handle. You offer the version that keeps things smooth. And if that keeps happening enough, then your identity stops feeling like a single core and starts feeling like a set of responses.
That is a strange thing to realize about yourself. That you can be several things without ever feeling fully like one thing.
People might call that versatility. They might say I can fit anywhere, or blend, or adapt, or make myself understood. And in a practical sense, that is true. I can. I know how to enter a new environment and read it fast. I know how to make people comfortable. I know how to become intelligible to people who have never met me before. But there’s a difference between being legible and being known. One is surface. The other requires continuity. And continuity is what moving around can quietly steal from you if you’re not careful.
Because continuity is what lets a person feel rooted in their own history. It is what lets you say, this is my shape, this is my line, this is how I exist even when the background changes. Without it, you become dependent on the room for a sense of self. The room tells you who you are by what it rewards. That is dangerous because the room changes. The room moves on. The room gets tired of the version it liked before. So if you let the room define you too much, then your identity becomes something external and unstable. It becomes a reflection. It becomes a reaction. It becomes whatever survives in that specific setting.
That explains a lot of my confusion, honestly.
It explains why I have had moments where I could look at myself and feel like I was familiar, but not entirely mine. It explains why different environments pull out different qualities in me so strongly. It explains why I can recognize the pattern of being a child who learned how to shift shape. And it explains why, later on, it became harder to answer a simple question like, who are you, without first asking, in what context? To whom? Under what conditions? Because so much of what I became was relational. It depended on the room. It depended on what I needed to survive inside it.
That can be useful, but it can also be disorienting.
Especially when you start wanting something more stable than adjustment. At some point you begin to want a version of yourself that does not have to be negotiated every time the background changes. A self that does not evaporate the second you enter a different house, a different school, a different relationship, a different emotional climate. You begin to want a centre that stays put even while everything around it shifts. That is when the moving starts to feel expensive. Not financially. Internally. Because you realize how much effort went into becoming this adaptable thing, and how little of it was ever about choosing a self and how much of it was about remaining acceptable.
There is a sadness in that if you sit with it long enough.
Not a dramatic sadness. A quiet one. The sadness of realizing you may have spent years learning how to survive in places that never fully became yours, and in doing so you learned how to belong everywhere and nowhere at the same time. That can make you impressive. It can also make you lonely. Because belonging is not the same thing as fitting. You can fit in many places and still never feel claimed by any of them.
That is what moving across borders did to me, I think. It taught me how to survive transitions, but it also taught me not to expect permanence too quickly. It taught me that every environment has a version of me it will accept, and that I can become that version if I need to. It taught me flexibility. But it also taught me that flexibility, when it becomes a way of life, can make you lose track of which parts of you are reactions and which parts are actually core.
So now, when I think about myself, I still have to sort through layers. What did I learn because I had to? What did I become because the environment required it? What parts of me are stable under pressure, and what parts only exist because I kept changing shape long enough for them to harden?
That is the work this book keeps forcing me to do.
Not to blame the moving. Not to romanticize it. Just to admit that being constantly relocated, constantly adjusted, constantly required to become someone the room could handle, made me into a person who can function in many places without always feeling owned by any of them. That is a gift in one sense. It is also a wound in another.
And maybe that is why this entry matters.
Because it reminds me that the search for self is harder when your life has been a series of shifts. Not impossible. Just harder. You have to look across all the places you survived and ask what remained the same in each of them. That is where the real thread is. Not in the rooms themselves. In what endured while the rooms kept changing.



ENTRY 18 — The poker table of love
Love is not gentle in the way people sell it.
People talk about love like it is always soft, always warm, always some clean, healing thing that finally makes everything make sense. I do not experience it like that. For me, love has always felt more complicated, more risky, more like sitting at a table where everybody has cards they are not showing fully and you are expected to make life-changing decisions based on what little you can read from their face.
That is the closest image I have for it.
Not because I think love is fake. I do not. I think love is real. I think that is exactly why it is dangerous. Anything real can hurt you. Anything that matters can be taken from you, changed, rejected, misread, or used against you. That is what makes it powerful, and that is also what makes it feel like a gamble. You do not enter love the way you enter a casual conversation. You enter it with something exposed. You enter it with something in play. That is what I mean when I say it feels like a poker table. You are not just talking. You are revealing, withholding, testing, reading, bluffing, hoping.
And I have always known that I am not the best player when it comes to showing my hand.
That does not mean I do not care. It means I care while calculating. It means part of me is always asking what the other person sees, what they know, what they are hiding, whether they are playing straight or whether they are also holding something back. I cannot help that. Once you have been hurt enough, you stop entering things naively. You stop assuming the person across from you is automatically playing clean. You start looking for patterns. You start reading tone. You start watching whether the words and the energy match. You start realizing that love is not only about feeling. It is also about discernment.
That is where things get hard for me.
Because when I like someone, when I care about someone, I do not feel indifferent. I feel a real pull. I feel warmth. I feel attached. I feel myself leaning toward them in ways that are hard to pretend do not exist. But even then, part of me keeps one eye on the exits. That is the habit. That is the reflex. The moment something starts to matter too much, the mind starts asking what happens if it breaks. Not because I want it to break. Because I need to know whether I can survive it if it does.
That changes the whole emotional climate.
If you are sitting at a table and you know the game can cost you, every move starts carrying more weight than it should. You stop playing for fun. You start playing for protection. You stop asking, what do I feel? and start asking, what is this person capable of? What have they shown me? What are they not saying? What is the risk here? That is not a very romantic way to move through love, but it is honest. It is how my mind operates once affection becomes serious. I do not just fall into things. I inspect them while falling.
That is why trusting somebody has never been simple for me. Trust sounds clean when people describe it, but in real life it is messy. Trust is not the absence of risk. It is the decision to accept risk because something about the person or the feeling seems worth it. That is a hard thing for somebody like me, because I am deeply aware that the cost of being wrong can be more than emotional embarrassment. It can change your whole understanding of yourself. It can teach you to shut down in places that used to be open. It can make you skeptical of your own ability to judge character. It can turn care into regret.
And I have seen that happen.
I have seen what it looks like when someone gives you themselves and you are not fully giving yourself back. I have seen what it does to a person when they realise they are betting real emotion against a hand that is only partially revealed. I know what it feels like to be on both sides of that. To be the one hoping. To be the one hesitating. To be the one who thinks maybe this time the table is safe enough, only to discover that safety was always temporary. That makes love feel less like a poem and more like a negotiation with consequences.
That is why I cannot pretend my feelings have always been clean. They have not. There are times I have wanted closeness while still protecting myself from it. Times I have wanted somebody near me, but not near enough to see everything. Times I have liked the warmth of being chosen without being ready to answer with the same level of openness. That creates a mismatch. The other person thinks the game is mutual, but I am often still calculating what I can reveal without making myself too vulnerable. That is where the imbalance begins. That is where pain enters the room.
And the worst part is that it can happen even when the feeling is real.
That is what makes love so uncomfortable for me. The fact that it can be genuine and still be flawed. It can be sincere and still be damaging. You can care for somebody deeply and still fail them in the exact way they were most afraid of. You can want them and still not be able to fully surrender to the kind of openness they need. You can be honest in one sense and still be withholding in another. That’s why love is never simple. It contains all these contradictions at once and then asks you to act like you can carry them without dropping anything.
I think that is why people sometimes say I seem half there when I care about them. Because that is exactly what is happening. One part of me wants to go all in. Another part is watching the table, the faces, the gestures, the odds. One part wants to say I am here, I am yours, I am open. The other part is asking whether I will regret that sentence later. Whether I am about to hand over too much. Whether this person is playing the same game from a different angle. That split makes everything slower. Heavier. Less spontaneous. And if someone else can feel that split, they may read it as a lack of love when really it is a lack of surrender.
That distinction matters to me.
Because I do not think I am incapable of love. I think I am capable of love in a way that still carries the memory of damage. Love for me is always arriving with history attached. It is never clean. It is never innocent. I can want a person with real intensity and still be negotiating with the part of me that says, don’t forget what this can cost. That voice is always at the table. It does not leave just because I care. If anything, it gets louder when I care, because the stakes rise.
And if I’m being fully honest, that has probably changed the shape of my relationships more than anything else. Because if you are always reading the room, always keeping track of risk, always trying to protect the self that is getting pulled toward another person, then your love starts arriving with caution attached to it. It may still be real, but it comes wrapped in reserve. It comes with conditions. It comes with pauses. And the other person can feel that, even if they can’t always name it. They can feel that they are being loved by someone who is also watching themselves love. That can be frustrating. It can be confusing. It can make them feel like they are not fully being met.
I understand why that hurts people.
It is one thing to be with someone who is shy or awkward or inexperienced. It is another thing to be with someone who clearly feels deeply but still seems unwilling to place all of themselves on the table. That gap between feeling and offering is where the damage comes from. The person on the other side starts to wonder if they are enough. They start to ask whether the hesitation is about them. Sometimes it is not about them at all. Sometimes it is about old fear, old memory, old injury. But that does not make the impact any less real.
That is the thing about love that nobody likes to admit. Intention does not erase effect. You can love someone and still wound them by how you love. You can care and still leave them cold. You can be sincere and still be unsatisfying in the exact place they needed you to be most open. That is why I do not trust the romantic version of love people often sell. The pretty version skips over too much. It leaves out the part where the table gets tense, where people bluff, where someone folds too early, where another person stays too long, where the game becomes more about self-preservation than connection.
And I know I have played that game.
Not to be cruel for sport. Not because I wanted to toy with people. But because I was trying to figure out whether the feeling in front of me was safe enough to trust with my whole self. Sometimes I did not know the answer quickly enough. Sometimes I chose caution where someone else expected surrender. Sometimes I stayed half-in because half-in felt safer than risking total exposure. That choice has a cost. It makes love less immediate. Less clean. Less generous. It turns it into something that has to be tested before it can be trusted, and by the time you’ve tested it too much, you may have already damaged the very thing you were trying to protect.
That is the irony.
You sit at the table to avoid being ruined, and in the process you can ruin the very intimacy you wanted to keep alive.
So when I think about love, I do not think about flowers or perfect timing or easy words. I think about risk. I think about what it means to show your hand enough to be known and not so much that you walk away gutted. I think about how many times I wanted closeness and still couldn’t bring myself to fully step into it. I think about the people who stood across from me and tried to read me honestly, and the ways my hesitation probably looked like a lie to them even when it was really fear.
That is the heart of this entry.
Love is a table. You either stay in the game, or you do not. But once you sit down, you are no longer untouched by the outcome. And I have spent a long time trying to learn whether I can live with that.


ENTRY 19 — The religion of consensus
People defend things like they were born inside the conclusion.
That’s what I keep noticing. Not just with religion, but with almost everything people treat as settled. They hold beliefs with a kind of certainty that makes it look like the belief came from somewhere deep and personal, when a lot of the time it came from repetition. From environment. From family. From the people around them. From being told the same thing often enough that the question stopped sounding necessary.
That is what I mean when I say there is a religion of consensus.
Not the kind written in books. The kind people live inside without realising they are worshipping it.
Because there are beliefs people do not actually examine. They inherit them, repeat them, defend them, build their whole sense of normal around them, and then get offended when somebody asks why. The offense tells me a lot. It tells me the belief is often doing more emotional work than intellectual work. It tells me the person is not just defending an idea. They are defending the structure their idea gives them. The comfort. The belonging. The stability of not having to start over mentally.
I understand that. I do.
It is easier to stand inside a shared answer than to sit alone with a question that does not resolve quickly. Questions can isolate you. They can make you feel awkward in your own head. They can take you out of the room while everybody else keeps moving forward with the conversation. So most people prefer the answer that already exists. It lets them stay in sync with the world around them. It lets them avoid friction. It lets them feel like they are part of something already assembled.
But I have never been able to trust that kind of ease completely.
Because ease is not the same thing as truth.
That is the issue for me. People often act like the fact that a thing has been widely accepted means it has already been tested properly. As if agreement is evidence. As if the number of people saying the same thing makes the thing more real. Sometimes it does. Sometimes shared knowledge is useful. Sometimes it keeps a society from falling apart. I am not stupid enough to deny that. But I also know how often people confuse social reinforcement with understanding.
That is where the religion part comes in.
Not in the narrow sense. In the larger sense of what people are willing to treat as sacred just because it has been around them long enough. The answers they inherited become untouchable. The rituals become identity. The language becomes faith even when the person saying it has never really interrogated what they mean by it. Ask them why they believe in God and a lot of the time the answer is not a reason. It is a starting condition. It is where they were raised. It is what their mother said. What their father said. What the school repeated. What the community reinforced. The belief may still be sincere, but sincerity is not the same thing as personal ownership.
That distinction matters to me.
Because I cannot help wanting to know whether a person believes because they have wrestled with it or because they were simply surrounded by it long enough that it became part of their breathing. There is a difference between something you found and something you absorbed. One has friction in it. The other can sometimes feel like obedience with no struggle attached. I find the first one more honest, even if I disagree with it. At least it has weight. At least the person had to encounter it. At least there was a point where they had to decide whether to keep it or drop it.
With consensus, that decision often never happens.
People are not always aware they are obeying it. That is the important part. It does not always feel like obedience from the inside. It feels like being normal. It feels like being sensible. It feels like doing what people do. Getting married because that is what comes next. Having children because that is the expected chapter. Wanting success because it looks respectable. Calling a life meaningful because it matches the social outline of meaning everyone else seems to accept. None of that is automatically wrong. But I still need to know whether the choice is alive or just inherited.
I think that is one of the reasons I end up feeling far away from people sometimes. They move with so much confidence inside structures I can’t stop examining. They speak as if the shape of life is already decided. As if all that remains is to walk through it. And maybe that is enough for them. Maybe they feel no need to challenge the ground because the ground has never shifted under them in a way that forced the question. But I have never been able to live like that. I keep seeing the structure underneath the structure.
And once you see that, you start noticing how much of what people call belief is actually belonging.
They want to be part of something bigger than themselves, so they accept the shared answer. They want the comfort of being held by a collective truth. They want the social safety of not standing alone. I do not blame them. I understand the desire. But the cost is that a lot of people stop asking whether the thing they are defending actually makes sense to them as individuals. They keep moving with the group long after the original reason has disappeared into the background.
That creates a kind of intellectual laziness, but it also creates a kind of emotional obedience. People begin to feel guilty for questioning because questioning can sound like betrayal. It can sound like arrogance. It can sound like disrespect. So they stay quiet. They nod. They keep the peace. They repeat the lines that have already been approved by the room. And over time, repetition hardens into identity.
That is why I think consensus can become dangerous.
Not because every shared belief is false. Not because every tradition is meaningless. Not because every community is built on ignorance. That would be too simple, and I don’t trust simple answers anymore than the ones everybody else likes. The danger is subtler than that. The danger is when consensus becomes the thing that replaces thought. When belonging matters more than understanding. When the fear of being the odd one out becomes stronger than the need to know whether the thing you’re standing on is actually yours.
That’s what I cannot do.
I cannot call something mine just because enough people around me agree with it. I need the thought to survive on its own first. I need to know what it sounds like when nobody is clapping. I need to know whether it still stands when I ask it questions it doesn’t like. If it collapses too easily, then maybe it was never mine to begin with. Maybe it was just a borrowed room with good lighting.
This is also why I can sound dismissive when people talk about what everyone knows. I’m not trying to be difficult for no reason. I’m trying to resist the pressure to treat inherited certainty like wisdom. That pressure is everywhere. It comes dressed as maturity. It comes dressed as tradition. It comes dressed as respect. But if I respect something blindly, then I’m not respecting it. I’m submitting to it. And I don’t want to build a life out of submission to things I never checked properly.
I think that’s where the loneliness of questioning comes from too. Once you stop accepting consensus as a full answer, you lose easy company. You stop being the person who nods at all the right moments. You become a little harder to place in rooms that run on shared assumptions. People can feel it when someone does not move with the flow automatically. They may not say it directly, but they notice the resistance. They notice when you ask one question too many. They notice when you don’t join the chorus. And then the distance starts.
I know that distance well.
But I would rather sit in that distance than become fluent in a truth I never earned. I would rather remain suspicious of what is handed down than live comfortably inside something just because it has always been there. That does not make me superior. It just means I am not willing to let agreement do the work of understanding for me.
So when I talk about the religion of consensus, I mean the quiet way people sanctify what is common simply because it is common. I mean the way inherited beliefs become untouchable because too many people are invested in not seeing them clearly. I mean the way belonging can pressure a person into calling something truth before they have ever asked if it still makes sense under inspection.
And maybe that is part of why I stay restless inside my own head. Because I do not want the comfort of a ready-made answer badly enough to stop asking whether it is mine. If a belief is going to live in me, I need it to survive the questions. If it cannot, then it was never more than consensus wearing the clothes of conviction.


ENTRY 20 — The cost of questioning
Questioning is expensive.
That is the part people don’t say enough. They talk about questions like they are free, like they are just a sign of intelligence or curiosity or growth. And maybe they are those things too. But they are also costly. When you start questioning the things everyone else has already settled, you stop moving at the same speed as the room. You begin to slow the conversation down. You begin to interrupt the comfort people had with their own answers. And once that happens, they start looking at you differently.
Not always with anger at first. Sometimes with irritation. Sometimes with confusion. Sometimes with that quiet social discomfort that says, why are you making this harder than it needs to be? I know that feeling. I have caused it. I have seen it in people’s faces when I ask something too deep for the moment, or too inconvenient for the room, or too honest for the kind of peace they were trying to preserve. People do not like being pulled out of certainty unless they are the ones doing the pulling.
That is what makes questioning lonely.
Because once you start doing it for real, you cannot keep pretending that every answer is enough. You stop accepting the first thing that sounds smooth. You stop treating agreement as understanding. You stop letting convenience pass for truth. That can make you hard to talk to, hard to place, hard to relax around. People feel the tension when you won’t just take the easy answer and move on. They can sense that you are still standing there with the question in your hand, looking at it from different angles, refusing to call it finished before it has earned that right.
And people get tired of that.
I understand why. I really do. Nobody wants to live in permanent interrogation. Nobody wants every conversation to become a trial. There is a reason most people keep moving. There is a reason they accept the shared version of things, the socially approved version, the version that keeps everybody from having to think too hard about whether the floor is actually solid. Questions threaten that stability. They can make a room heavier. They can force a person to confront the fact that what they thought was obvious may not be obvious at all.
That is why questioning isolates you by default.
You start losing easy company. You become the one who notices what other people are trying not to notice. You become the one who doesn’t let the thing stay pretty just because it’s easier that way. People might still like you. They might even respect you in small doses. But there is a limit to how much questioning most people want around them before they start treating you like a complication. They want conversation, not excavation. They want the answer to land fast. They want the moment to keep its shape. And if you keep pressing, they start acting like you are the problem instead of the question.
That dynamic matters to me because I have felt both sides of it.
I have been the one questioning a thing until everyone else wants me to stop. I have also been the one getting questioned and feeling the pressure of someone refusing to let my answer go untouched. Questions can feel like accusation even when they’re not meant that way. They can make you defensive because they force you to account for what you believe, why you believe it, and whether you have just been repeating a script for comfort. That is uncomfortable for anybody. Nobody likes being made to inspect the foundations they were standing on without warning.
But I still think it matters.
Because if you do not question the things you live by, then at some point you are just surviving inside habits you never chose. You become fluent in routines that may not even belong to you. You defend positions you never examined. You build a life around answers that arrived too early. And from the outside, that can look like confidence. It can look like maturity. It can look like a person who knows themselves. But underneath it, there may be very little actual understanding.
That is what questions protect against.
Or at least, that’s what they try to protect against. They do not guarantee truth. They do not give clean certainty. They just keep you from falling asleep inside whatever version of reality was handed to you first. That’s why I hold onto them even when they make me unpopular. I would rather be unpopular and awake than comfortable and asleep inside something that doesn’t make sense to me.
Still, there is a cost. There always is.
The cost is that you begin to look restless to people who value ease. You look suspicious to people who value consensus. You look difficult to people who would rather call something settled than keep going back to it. And over time, that changes how you move. You start becoming careful about when you ask and who you ask and how deep you let the question go, because not every room can survive the kind of honesty that comes after the question. Sometimes the question reveals more than the room wanted to know. Sometimes it reveals the cracks in the thing everybody was depending on. That can make people resent you.
And if I’m honest, I don’t enjoy that resentment.
It doesn’t make me feel powerful. It makes me feel isolated. Because I’m not questioning things just to be difficult. I’m questioning because I cannot make peace with pretending the thing makes sense when it doesn’t. I cannot just smile and nod at something that feels borrowed, shaky, or incomplete. I need to know whether it can stand after I ask why. If it cannot, then I don’t want to build my life on it. That sounds simple, but living by it is not simple at all.
It means you spend a lot of time apart from the room, even when you’re physically inside it. You are there, but mentally you’re still turning the thing over. You’re still trying to see what it was made of. You’re still trying to hear whether the answer was alive or just repeated often enough to sound alive. That kind of internal distance can make people think you are arrogant, or detached, or impossible to satisfy. Sometimes they are not completely wrong. But the deeper truth is that questioning leaves you with less easy belonging than certainty does. You trade comfort for clarity, and clarity does not always feel like a reward while you’re living inside it.
There’s also the danger that questioning starts to feel like a personality instead of a practice. I’ve seen that happen to people. They become so identified with being the one who questions that they stop wanting answers at all. The question itself becomes the identity. I don’t want that either. I don’t want to question for the sake of looking sharper than everybody else. I don’t want to use doubt as a costume. I want the questions because they keep me honest. I want them because they stop me from swallowing things whole just to avoid discomfort.
That matters especially when you start thinking about how many people move through life without ever really stopping to ask what they are doing or why. They follow the path, accept the norm, keep the peace, and call that wisdom. Maybe sometimes it is wisdom. Maybe sometimes it is just survival. I don’t judge that too hard. People are under different pressures. Some people can afford to question more than others. Some people have less room for disruption because the cost of being different is too high. I understand that. But I still think there is a line between surviving a system and never once asking whether the system deserves your loyalty.
That line is where I stand.
Questioning can make you lonely, yes. But it can also make you more awake to your own life. It can stop you from drifting too far into borrowed meaning. It can make you aware of how much of your world is built on agreement, repetition, and fear of discomfort. It can keep you from calling something true just because it makes the room easier to sit in. And for me, that matters enough to accept the loneliness that comes with it.
Because I know what happens when you don’t question. You start believing the first thing that gives you stability. You let consensus answer for you. You let the crowd decide what is obvious. You let inherited certainty do the work of actual understanding. And before long, you are living inside a version of life that may not even belong to you, all because you wanted to avoid the awkwardness of asking why.
That is too high a price.
So yes, questioning is lonely. It can isolate you. It can make people tired of you. It can make you feel like you’re moving through the world at an angle nobody else wants to maintain. But it also keeps you from becoming fully owned by ideas you never tested. It keeps you from mistaking inherited answers for your own. It keeps you awake.
And if I’m being honest, I think that is worth something.


ENTRY 21 — On truth and probability
I do not really handle truth the way people say they do.
Most people speak about truth like it is a fixed thing, something you either have or don’t have. They talk like once a thing is true, it settles the matter. I have never found life that neat. For me, most of what people call truth arrives with conditions attached. It arrives through perception, memory, motive, angle, bias, timing, and the person saying it. By the time all of that has been added in, what you are holding is usually not pure truth in the clean sense people like to imagine. It is information. It is testimony. It is an interpretation of something. And interpretation is not nothing, but it is also not the same thing as final reality.
That is why I move the way I do when I’m trying to understand something. I do not accept the first version just because it sounds confident. Confidence means very little to me on its own. People can sound certain about things they only half understand. People can repeat something enough times that they begin to believe their own repetition. So when I hear something, I do not immediately ask, is this true? I ask, how likely is this? What does it line up with? What else supports it? What does it contradict? Who is saying it? Why are they saying it? What do they gain if I believe it?
That is how my mind works. I sample. I compare. I weigh. I look for patterns. I look for consistency across different moments and different people. One statement does not convince me if it stands alone. One emotional moment does not convince me if the rest of the pattern does not support it. One explanation does not settle something if the explanation feels too convenient. I need more than a headline. I need to know whether the thing holds up when I look at it from another angle.
I think that is one of the reasons people sometimes find me hard to read. They may think I am cold, or skeptical for the sake of it, but that’s not really it. It is more that I do not trust declarations that have not been stress-tested. If a thing can only survive under one lighting condition, then I don’t know what to do with it yet. I need to see it in different weather. I need to see it when somebody is upset, when somebody has nothing to gain, when the room is not trying to impress me. I need to know whether the thing remains stable when the performance is gone.
That habit probably comes from the way I’ve had to move through the world. When your life has taught you that what looks solid can shift without warning, you stop treating certainty like a gift and start treating it like a claim that still has to earn itself. You learn quickly that people do not always tell you the whole thing. Sometimes because they are hiding. Sometimes because they do not know the whole thing themselves. Sometimes because they sincerely believe a smaller version of the story is enough. I don’t blame them automatically. But I also don’t hand over belief automatically either.
That is not the same as saying I think everything is false. I don’t. I think some things are more probable than others. I think some people are more reliable than others. I think some explanations are stronger than others. I think some patterns repeat so clearly that you would be foolish not to notice them. What I resist is the idea that just because something feels right, it is settled. Feeling is data, but it is not the whole equation. It tells you something, but not everything. I have learned not to confuse emotional intensity with certainty.
And that matters because so many parts of life try to push you toward certainty before you’ve earned it. Relationships do it. Communities do it. Belief systems do it. Even identity can do it. People want you to pick a side, settle into a story, call it yours, and move on. But I have always had trouble moving on from things that still feel unfinished in my head. I need the evidence to breathe a little. I need the thing to survive a bit of pressure before I call it stable.
That is why I keep returning to probability. Probability is not a lack of conviction. It is a more honest language for uncertainty. It says this is more likely. This is less likely. This seems supported. This seems shaky. That feels closer to the way life actually moves. Life rarely hands you perfect knowledge. It hands you enough signals to make a choice. So I try to respect that. I try to work with likelihood instead of fantasy. That doesn’t make me less human. It just means I do not like pretending that a thing is more certain than it really is.
I think that is a useful way to live, but it also creates distance. Because people often want you to answer with more finality than probability allows. They want belief to sound firm. They want trust to sound clean. They want agreement to sound uncomplicated. But if I have learned anything, it is that the room can be wrong while sounding extremely sure of itself. A person can be sincere and still mistaken. A group can agree and still be blind. A truth can be repeated so much that it starts looking more solid than it deserves to be.
So I do not rush.
I listen for what fits with other things I already know. I compare stories. I look at what remains true when the person telling me the thing is angry, calm, embarrassed, defensive, or trying to be liked. I look for the part that survives all the changes in mood. That is usually where I find the most believable piece. Not because it is perfect, but because it can handle different conditions.
That same method applies to myself too. I do not trust my first impression of my own motives completely. I know how easy it is to explain yourself in a way that feels satisfying but is actually just convenient. I know how quickly the mind can protect the self by constructing a better story around what it wants. So I ask myself the same questions I ask everybody else. Is this the real reason? Is this just the easiest reason? What am I avoiding by believing this version? What does the evidence actually say when I remove the emotional wish attached to it?
That is a tiring way to live sometimes, but I would rather be tired than careless. I would rather work through uncertainty than pretend it does not exist. I would rather hold something as probable and keep observing than call it truth before I’m ready. That doesn’t mean I never commit to anything. It means I commit with awareness of the possibility that I might still be wrong. And that awareness is important because it keeps me from turning my own certainty into a religion.
Truth, for me, has become something I approach in layers. There is the first layer: what was said. Then the second: what was meant. Then the third: what is supported. Then the fourth: what remains after time has stripped away the excitement of the moment. By the time I’ve gone through all of that, I usually have something more useful than a simple yes or no. I have a shape. I have a sense of weight. I have enough to decide whether the thing deserves more trust or more distance.
That is not glamorous. It is not easy to explain to people who prefer quick agreement. But it keeps me honest. And honesty, to me, matters more than sounding certain when I’m not. If I have to choose between a neat answer and a truthful process, I’ll take the process every time. Because the process is where actual understanding lives. The neat answer is often just a shortcut that lets everybody stop thinking too soon.
This is why I do not just say I believe things. I try to know what I am actually doing when I say that. Belief, trust, truth, probability — these are not the same thing to me, even if people use them like they are. Belief can be inherited. Trust can be earned slowly or wasted quickly. Truth can be partial, hidden, delayed, or distorted by the person delivering it. Probability at least admits that reality often comes to us in degrees.
And maybe that is where my mind keeps landing: not in absolute certainty, but in what survives repeated inspection. A truth worth keeping should be able to stand up to being asked why. If it collapses too easily, then it was probably never as strong as everybody hoped it was. If it only works when nobody touches it, then it is not truth yet. It is a decoration.
So when I consume information, I am not trying to be clever. I am trying not to be fooled by simplicity. I am trying to keep my footing in a world where people often confuse repetition with proof and confidence with depth. I am trying to make decisions based on what is most likely, not just what is most convenient. That is the method. That is the habit. That is how I keep from handing my life over to every answer that arrives wearing a clean shirt.
And if that makes me hard to satisfy, maybe that’s the price of not wanting to live inside a lie just because it sounds tidy.


ENTRY 22 — When I felt different first
I think the first time I really started noticing that I was different was in grade nine.
Not in some dramatic, life-changing way where everything suddenly made sense. It was smaller than that. It started with the simple fact that the things I was seeing and the things I was feeling did not seem to line up with the people around me. That was the first crack. Not a full break. Just enough for me to notice that something in me was moving at a slightly different angle.
At first, the difference was shallow. It was not yet the deep thing it became later. It was tied to girls, to attention, to those early interactions where you start realizing that people are reacting to you in ways you do not fully understand yet. There is a strange feeling that comes with that age. You are old enough to notice yourself being looked at, but not old enough to completely understand what the looking means. So you start reading the room, reading the reactions, reading the people who come toward you, and somewhere inside all of that, you begin to feel the gap between your experience and everybody else’s.
What I noticed was that my responses were not always like theirs. My conclusions were not always like theirs. Things that seemed obvious to them did not always land the same way for me. Where other people seemed ready to move with something, I was often still standing back and asking myself whether it even made sense. That kind of difference is hard to describe when you are young because you do not yet have the language for it. You just feel it. You feel that you are not quite synchronized with the room.
And when you feel that early enough, it starts affecting how you move.
Because once you notice that your thinking does not line up cleanly with the people around you, you start doing one of two things. Either you start doubting yourself, or you start trying to force alignment. I did both. I doubted myself because I thought maybe I was the one missing something. Maybe I was the one looking at life wrong. Maybe other people had the correct angle and I was the one standing slightly off to the side, seeing shadows where there were none. But I also tried to force things. I tried to make situations bend into a shape that made sense to me. I tried to impose order on things that felt like they were slipping out of my hands. That need for control did not appear out of nowhere. It was already tied to the feeling of not matching the world properly.
And that is where the first version of the void starts for me.
Not as a philosophy. Not as a giant existential crisis. Just a small, quiet awareness that something in me was not settling the way it seemed to for other people. I could look at a thing and feel like my reading of it was always a little different. Not always better, not always worse, just different enough to make me feel separated. That difference was not yet deep. It was not yet fully emotional. It was more like a small mental distance. A subtle awareness that the room and I were not automatically in agreement.
That kind of thing builds over time.
At first, you think it is just adolescence. Just personality. Just one of those awkward teenage things where everybody feels a bit out of place. And maybe some of it was that. But what made it stick was that the feeling did not go away when the situation changed. It stayed with me across different spaces, different people, different versions of myself. It kept showing up. It kept making me aware that I was not quite landing in the same way everybody else seemed to. That is what made it start to feel like more than just a phase.
Then there was the moment with my aunt.
That was much later, and it hit differently. Because by then, the drifting had become more visible. I had already begun to feel the distance between myself and the versions of me that were functioning in different spaces. I had already started to suspect that I was changing in ways I had not fully chosen. So when she told me I was losing myself, it did not create the feeling. It gave it a name. And that made it heavier. Once something has a name, you can no longer pretend it is only vague discomfort. It becomes a thing you have to look at.
I think that is why grade nine matters. It was the beginning. Not the full understanding, but the first recognition that I did not move through life like everyone else seemed to. That realization did not arrive as wisdom. It arrived as discomfort. I remember feeling it in the way I responded to people, in the way I thought through things, in the way I could look at an environment and not fully feel claimed by it. I was there, but I was already slightly outside of it. Watching. Comparing. Feeling the difference without knowing what to do with it.
That is also why this book starts here, with this kind of entry, because it is the first layer of the void. Not the reasons behind it yet. Not the damage yet. Just the awareness that I was beginning to separate from the people around me in ways I could not ignore anymore. I was not fully conscious of the full shape of that separation at the time, but the feeling was already there. It was already telling me that something was off. Not wrong necessarily. Just off. Slightly displaced. Slightly misaligned.
And once you feel that, it starts affecting everything.
It affects how you see your own reactions. It affects how you hear people. It affects how much you trust the obvious answer. It affects how much of yourself you are willing to show when you are not sure whether the version of you standing there is actually the one you want people to know. That early difference becomes the seed of later questions. Why do I think the way I think? Why do I react like this? Why do I feel like I am always slightly beside the moment instead of inside it? Those questions came later, but the first signal was already there in grade nine.
I think that is the best way to say it.
Not that grade nine solved anything. It didn’t. It just marked the point where I could no longer ignore that I was beginning to feel different in a way that was bigger than the normal teenage confusion people like to dismiss. It was the first time I really started to sense that my inner movement was not matching the outer one. That the way I was becoming aware of the world was not the same as the way other people around me seemed to be moving through it.
And once you notice that, it stays with you.
It becomes one of the first places you can point to when you ask yourself where the distance began. Not the whole answer. Just the beginning of it.


ENTRY 23 — The aunt who named it
“You’re losing yourself.”
That sentence stayed with me because it did something a lot of the other things people said to me never did. It cut through the fog without trying to decorate itself. It didn’t sound like a theory. It didn’t sound like advice. It sounded like someone seeing a shape I had not yet fully admitted existed. And once somebody names something that has been moving around inside you for a while, it becomes much harder to pretend it is not there.
I think that is what happened. The feeling had already been around long before the sentence. The drifting. The shifting. The sense that I was not standing on solid ground inside myself. But before that moment, it was still vague enough to hide under the normal excuses people give themselves when they are young and trying to make sense of life. Maybe this is just personality. Maybe this is just stress. Maybe this is just what growing up feels like. You give the thing small names because you are not ready to admit that it might be bigger than that.
Then my aunt said it, and the whole thing got heavier.
Because once a person says it out loud, it stops being only a private sensation. It becomes something you have to respond to. Something you have to either deny, accept, or work through. You can no longer sit comfortably inside the blur. That is what naming does. It sharpens a thing. It makes it harder to hold at a distance. And I think that was the beginning of a more serious awareness for me, because up until then I could still move like someone who was simply adjusting to life. After that, I had to consider the possibility that I was not just adjusting. I was eroding.
That is a difficult thing to be told when you are still young enough to believe that becoming yourself is supposed to happen naturally. People talk about identity like it is something that unfolds cleanly if you just give it time. But sometimes what unfolds is not identity. Sometimes it is confusion. Sometimes it is a collection of borrowed behaviours that become so familiar you mistake them for selfhood. Sometimes the thing you think is growth is actually a slow detachment from the parts of you that were ever real.
That’s what the sentence forced me to consider.
Not just that I was different. I had already felt that. But that I might be drifting away from whatever anchor I once had, whether I knew it or not. That is a darker realization, because being different can still feel like individuality. Losing yourself feels like something slipping out of your reach while you are still trying to call it yours.
I remember after she said it, I started looking at myself with more suspicion. Not in some dramatic self-hating way. More like I had been handed a mirror I couldn’t ignore anymore. Every action started asking questions. Why did I say that? Why did I agree to this? Why did I suddenly become that version of me in that room and a different version somewhere else? Who am I when nobody is asking me to be anything? Those were not questions I had been asking properly before. Or maybe I had been asking them in fragments without realizing it. But after the sentence, they became harder to silence.
And once those questions start, they change how you move.
You stop trusting your own automatic behaviour so quickly. You start seeing how much of what you do is reaction instead of choice. You start noticing how often you are just fitting yourself into the shape the environment expects. I had already been doing that for years without always thinking about it. Different houses, different people, different rules, different versions of myself needed in different places. But now the pattern looked less like flexibility and more like evidence. Evidence that I might have been disappearing into adaptation.
That is the strange thing about being told you are losing yourself. It doesn’t just affect how you think about the present. It reaches backward. It changes how you re-read your own past. Suddenly you start checking old memories for signs. Was I already slipping then? Was that the moment I started copying instead of choosing? Was that version of me real, or was I already becoming an answer to someone else’s expectations? It makes the whole timeline feel less stable. You stop seeing your life as a sequence of clean stages and start seeing it as a long series of adjustments that may or may not have been building toward a disappearance.
I think that is why the sentence had so much force. My aunt did not just point at a mood. She pointed at a direction. And once a direction is named, you can’t unsee where it’s leading.
Maybe that is unfair to say about myself. Maybe every young person feels like they are losing pieces of themselves when they are actually just being formed by life. That would be the kinder interpretation. But I don’t think it fully fits. Not for me. Because what she said matched too much of what I had already started feeling. It matched the sense that I was becoming increasingly hard to locate from the inside. Like I could still function, still speak, still participate, but the part of me that was supposed to feel central was becoming less and less certain.
And that uncertainty matters.
Because once you no longer trust that there is a steady centre in you, everything starts to feel conditional. What you believe becomes conditional. What you want becomes conditional. How you show up becomes conditional. Even your relationships start to feel like they depend on which version of you is most active at the time. That can make a person feel fragmented without them fully admitting it. Fragmented not in the dramatic sense where everything is obviously broken, but in the quieter sense where you are still standing, still moving, still talking, yet none of it feels fully unified.
That’s what the naming did. It made the fragmentation harder to ignore.
And I think that is also why I remember the sentence with more clarity than I remember a lot of other things. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t violent. It wasn’t some big family scene. It was a quiet line. But quiet lines can carry more weight than arguments because they arrive without noise and then keep working on you long after the moment has passed. That sentence did that. It kept working. It kept pushing me to question whether I had been living as myself or as a series of responses to my environment.
That question still matters to me now.
Not just because of the past. Because the present still carries traces of it. The things I do, the ways I move, the parts of myself I trust or don’t trust, they all sit in the shadow of that sentence. It gave shape to a worry I couldn’t properly name before. And once I had the name, I started looking for the causes more seriously. Why do I feel so divided? Why do I adapt so quickly? Why does it feel like I’m always a little bit outside of myself, watching instead of simply being? Those questions didn’t vanish. They deepened.
This is why the book has to hold moments like that. Not because the sentence itself is the whole story, but because it became a hinge. It marked a before and an after. Before, I could still think of myself as someone who was just moving through life in a slightly different way. After, I had to ask whether the movement itself was the problem. Whether I had been eroding under the pressure of too many rooms, too many versions, too much adjustment, too much pretending to be stable while feeling anything but.
That’s the thing about being named like that. It doesn’t always hurt because it is cruel. Sometimes it hurts because it is accurate enough to disturb you. It gives language to what you were still trying to keep vague. It forces you to look at the shape of your own drift. And once you see it, you can’t pretend the drift is not real anymore.
So I keep that sentence with me.
Not because I enjoy it. Not because it made me stronger in some clean, inspirational way. But because it marked the moment I could no longer avoid the possibility that I had been leaving myself behind in small pieces for a long time. And from that point on, every attempt to understand who I was had to begin there: with the fact that someone else noticed the loss before I fully did, and that naming it changed the whole way I saw my own life.

