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​Preface
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I didn’t plan to write this.

There wasn’t a big moment where I decided, Yes, this will become a book. It started as scattered thoughts—late-night notes, half-finished paragraphs, things I didn’t say out loud but couldn’t keep sitting with anymore.

At first, it felt pointless. Who wants to read about silence, about stuck days and heavy nights? But the more I wrote, the more I realized these moments weren’t small. They were the places in between—the quiet spaces where change begins long before it’s visible.

This isn’t a story with clean edges. There’s no grand climax, no sudden explosion of clarity. It’s a collection of pauses. Shifts so soft they almost went unnoticed. A record of what it felt like to stand still while the world kept moving, and what happened when I finally started to move too.

If you’re here, reading this, maybe you know that feeling. Maybe you’ve lived inside the stillness too. If so, I hope these pages remind you that being stuck doesn’t make you broken. It just means you’re in the middle of something that hasn’t named itself yet.

I won’t tell you how to fix it.

I’ll just tell you what it was like for me.

The rest is yours.
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​Chapter One: The Stillness
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The days blurred together. Not in a dramatic way. Just slowly, until the edges disappeared.

The couch in the living room became my default spot. It wasn’t meant to. At first, it was temporary—just a place to crash until things shifted. But time kept passing, and somehow, I stayed. The cushions molded around me, like they understood before I did that I wasn’t going anywhere.

The clock ticked, steady and unbothered. I stopped noticing the sound after a while. Or maybe I noticed it too much and learned to pretend I didn’t. Either way, it marked time that didn’t feel like mine.

I’d scroll for hours. Not looking for anything, just moving my thumb like that counted for something. Sometimes I’d stare at the window. Outside, everything seemed to have somewhere to be. Inside, nothing really changed.

I didn’t make a big decision to pause my life. It happened quietly, the way light fades from a room when the sun goes down. One moment it’s bright, and then suddenly it’s not.
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