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DOWN TO RISE

Dedication

 

To all those who face life’s trials with quiet strength—

the weary hearts, the silent fighters,

the ones still standing in the dark.

 

Your courage, though unseen, is never forgotten.

May you find peace in your pain,

and power in your rise.

 

You are not alone.

 

This journey is yours, too.
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Prologue

 

 

Echoes Before the Flame

 

Liam had always been looked down upon. No money, no power, no status—he was invisible to the world around him. People passed by without a second glance, their eyes fixed on their own lives, their own battles. And yet, he carried his own quiet storm.

The apartment was small, cramped, and smelled faintly of old wood and dust, but it was his sanctuary. Here, no one could mock him, no one could tell him he was less than. Yet even in the solitude, loneliness gnawed at him, a reminder that the world outside saw him as nothing.

He thought of Zara, his wife, whose distance had become as familiar as the chill in their small bedroom. Her absence was not just physical— it was a quiet void that had hollowed him out in ways he hadn’t fully understood.

And then, in the dim glow of the late evening, a knock came at the door. One knock would shatter the quiet of his routine and set him on a path he had never imagined. Liam didn’t know it yet, but his life was about to undergo a significant change. The world of shadows, secrets, and silent power was waiting, and he was about to step into it.




Part 1: Fall and Awakening

 




Chapter 1: Mocked and Alone

 

Liam  sat  silently  on  the  worn-out  bench  outside  the  cramped apartment  building,  the  cold  wind  biting  through  his  thin  jacket. Around  him,  the  city  moved  fast  —  people  rushing  by,  eyes  fixed ahead, too busy to notice a man drowning in his own shadows. 

He was nothing in their eyes. No money, no status, no power. Just a man they could mock and look down upon. 

His wife’s whispered doubts still echoed in his mind. “Maybe it’s better if we just end this...” Zara had said, her voice trembling with the weight of years spent carrying their burdens alone. His heart clenched every time he thought of her—so humble, so kind, yet ready to give up on him. 

His  mother-in-law’s  sharp  glances  haunted  him  like  a  storm  cloud. “He’ll never be enough,” she’d sneered the last time they met. His father-in-law’s silence was heavier than words, the cold disapproval cutting deeper than any insult. 

Liam’s world was crumbling, piece by piece.

But deep inside, a flicker of something stubborn refused to despair. It was this spark that would soon change everything. 

For now, he was mocked and alone. But tomorrow, the fight would begin.




Chapter 2: The Wife’s Quiet Doubt

 

Zara sat alone at the kitchen table, the warmth of the early morning sun doing little to ease the chill that had settled deep in her chest. Her fingers wrapped around a chipped mug of tea that had long gone cold, but she held it anyway — more for comfort than for warmth. 

The silence in the small apartment wasn’t new, but it felt heavier now. Not the peaceful kind, but the kind filled with things left unsaid — like forgotten promises and slow-burning disappointments. 

She glanced toward the closed bedroom door, where Liam had gone quiet again. The man she once knew — full of dreams, always reaching for something better — now moved like a ghost through their days. 

“I don’t know how much longer I can do this,” she whispered, not sure if she meant for him to hear or not. 

But  Liam  did  hear.  He  stood  just  beyond  the  hallway,  frozen.  Her words struck him harder than any insult from the world outside. This was Zara — the woman who had once believed in him when no one else did. And now even she was slipping.

When he finally stepped into the kitchen, his face was tired, but his eyes held something stubborn — something barely holding on. 

“We’ll get through this,” he said, his voice rough from sleep or sorrow. “I  don’t  have  the  answers  yet…  but  I  feel  something  coming. Something different. I don’t know how to explain it, but I need you to trust me.” 

Zara looked up at him, her eyes searching his face for the man she used to believe in. “I want to trust you, Liam,” she said softly. “But I’m tired. I’m tired of waiting for things to change. I don’t know how much more hope I have left.” 

Her words weren’t cruel — they were honest. And that honesty cut deeper than blame ever could. 

Liam sat across from her, reaching out, but stopping just short of her hand. He didn’t know what to say to heal the years between them. But he knew one thing: he hadn’t given up — not yet. 

And though Zara’s heart was filled with doubt, part of her still wished that maybe… just maybe… he was right. 

That something was coming. 

That something could save them both.




Chapter 3: Judged by In-Laws

 

The front door creaked as Liam stepped inside, his shoulders heavy from another long day of searching—for work, for purpose, for any sign that things were getting better. The weight on his back wasn’t just physical. It was emotional, deep, and constant. He could feel it pressing down even harder as he entered the house that never quite felt like home. 

The air inside was still. Tense. 

Zara’s mother sat on the edge of the living room sofa, her posture stiff, hands folded neatly in her lap. Her sharp eyes locked onto Liam the moment he appeared, like she had been waiting just to pounce. 

She didn’t bother with a greeting. 

“So,” she said, her tone flat, “still no progress?” 

Liam paused in the doorway, wiping the sweat from his brow. “I’m trying,” he replied, voice low but honest. “I’ve applied everywhere. Just waiting for a few callbacks.” 

She scoffed, shaking her head slowly. “Waiting. Trying. Hoping. That’s all  I  hear  from  you.  Week  after  week.  Do  you  really  think  that’s enough?” 

Before  he  could  answer,  her  words  kept  coming—sharp,  cutting, practiced. “Zara could have had a better life. A stable man. A future. But she chose you. And look where it got her.”

Liam’s chest tightened.  He looked over at Zara’s father, who stood silently by the window, arms crossed. He didn’t say a word. He never did.  But  the  look  he  gave  Liam  was  full  of  quiet  disappointment— maybe even disgust. 

Liam  stepped  further  into  the  room,  trying  to  stand  tall.  “I  know  I haven’t been enough,” he admitted. “But I’m not giving up. I’m going to fix this.” 

Zara’s mother stood up now, slow and deliberate. “Words,” she said. “That’s all you ever bring into this house. No results. No plan. Just more excuses wrapped in empty promises.” 

He turned slightly, hoping Zara might say something—anything—to break the silence. But she stood near the hallway, arms crossed, her eyes cast downward. She didn’t speak. She didn’t meet his gaze. That quite hurt the most. 

Liam  swallowed  hard.  “You  don’t  know  what  I’m  fighting  through every day,” he said, his voice cracking. “I may not have much, but I haven’t walked away from her. Or from this.” 

“That’s not enough,” her mother snapped. “A man protects. Provides. You don’t even know what that means.” 

Her words slammed into him like bricks. Every part of him wanted to shout back, to defend himself. But he knew they wouldn’t hear him— not truly. Not until he had something real to show. 

He clenched his fists at his sides, willing the anger down. Not here. Not now.

“I’ll  show  you,”  he  said  instead.  “Maybe  not  today.  Maybe  not tomorrow. But I will become the man you can’t ignore.” 

Zara’s mother turned her back. “We’ve heard it all before.” 

Liam looked one last time at Zara. Her eyes finally lifted, meeting his for only a moment. There was pain there. And doubt. But behind it… a flicker of something else. 

He stepped out of the room, the tension still thick behind him. But a fire had started inside—a quiet, burning heat that came not from anger, but from something deeper. 

Resolve. 

He wasn’t going to prove himself for them. 

He was going to rise for himself.




Chapter 4: The Breaking Point

 

The night wrapped around the apartment like a cold shroud, thick and suffocating. No cars passed on the street outside. No voices echoed through the walls. Only the quiet tick of the old wall clock broke the stillness, each second stretching like a lifetime. 

Liam sat hunched on the couch, elbows on his knees, head bowed low. His breathing was uneven—shaky, raw, as if every breath was a battle against the weight in his chest. The dim light from the lone lamp beside him cast long shadows across the room, dancing like ghosts from a life he no longer recognized. 

Zara  was  already  asleep—or  pretending  to  be.  They  hadn’t  spoken since earlier that day. Her words played on a loop in his mind. 

“Maybe it’s better if we just end this…” 

He could still hear the hurt in her voice. Not anger. Not cruelty. Just tiredness. Worn-down hope. And that made it worse. Anger, he could have fought against. But this quiet sorrow? It broke him. 

His fists tightened on his knees until his knuckles turned white, nails biting into his skin. He didn’t care. The pain

was real. Tangible. Unlike the numbness that had swallowed most of his days. 

How had it come to this? 

He had been a boy once—with dreams bigger than the city, with hope as bright as sunrise. He’d wanted to build a life, a future. He’d wanted to matter. 

Now? 

He  was  just  a  man  crushed  beneath  expectations,  buried  under failures—his  own,  and  those  pressed  onto  him  by  others.  Zara’s disappointment. Her parents’ judgment. His own shame. It was too much. All of it. 

Tears welled in his eyes, but he blinked them away. He couldn’t cry. Not now. Not yet. 

This isn’t the end, he told himself. It can’t be. 

Then—just  as  the  thought  settled  in—three  soft  knocks  echoed through the room. 

Tap. Tap. Tap. 

He jolted upright. Who would knock at this hour? 

For a moment, he just sat there, frozen, staring at the door. His heart thudded  against  his  ribs.  The  silence  returned,  now  heavier  with tension. Another knock.

Tap… tap… 

Liam stood slowly, every movement tight with exhaustion. He crossed the  room,  each  step  careful,  hesitant.  As  he  reached  the  door,  he hesitated. Then, he opened it. 

A chill breeze slipped inside, but it wasn’t the wind that took his breath away. 

An old man stood on the threshold—tall, quiet, calm. 

He wore a long, faded cloak that had once been deep blue, now worn and dusted from travel. His face was weathered, lined with age and experience, but his eyes… his eyes burned. Not with anger. Not with pity. But with something else—clarity. Like he saw Liam not as he was, but as he could be. 

“I hear,” the man said in a voice as soft as it was certain, “that you’re looking for a new path.” 

Liam’s throat tightened. “Who… who are you?” 

The old man gave a slight smile. “A teacher. A guide. And perhaps, if you're ready… a friend.” 

Liam didn’t move. Couldn’t speak. His mind tried to make sense of it—was this a dream? Some trick? 

But that spark—small and buried—flickered in his chest again. For the first time in weeks, maybe longer, something inside him stirred.

A feeling. 

A pull. 

The man nodded toward the darkness behind him, as if offering an invitation not just to follow, but to begin again. 

“I don’t promise ease,” he said gently. “But I promise purpose.” 

Liam looked over his shoulder once—toward the empty apartment, toward the life that had left him hollow. 

Then he looked forward, at the man with fire in his eyes. 

And in that moment, he knew. 

This was the turning point. 

Not the end.




Chapter 5: A Chance Encounter

 

The old man didn’t flinch beneath the weight of Liam’s hesitation. 

He stood tall in the doorway, framed by the night like a shadow with purpose. His clothes were old, but worn with dignity — long sleeves frayed at the cuffs, boots coated in travel dust, a faint scent of earth and ash clinging to him. But it was his eyes that held Liam still — calm and unblinking, with the quiet strength of someone who had seen both war and peace, and knew the price of both. 

“I’m called Master Rael Liang,” the man said, stepping inside without waiting  for  an  invitation.  “And  I’ve  come  because  I  believe  you’re standing at the edge of something.” 

Liam closed the door behind him slowly, heart still thudding. “You know my name?” 

Rael nodded. “I’ve been watching. Not to judge. To understand.” 

Liam crossed his arms, unsettled. “Why me? I’m not special. I’ve got nothing. I’ve already failed everything that mattered.”

Rael’s  smile  didn’t  fade.  “That’s  where  you’re  wrong.  You  haven’t failed. You’ve fallen. There’s a difference.” 

Liam scoffed. “Doesn’t feel like much of a difference.” 

“Not yet,” Rael replied, lowering himself onto the edge of the worn armchair with the grace of someone used to silence. “But you’re still breathing. That means there’s still a road ahead.” 

Liam stood across from him, arms heavy at his sides. The apartment felt even smaller now — not from Rael’s presence, but from everything the old man stirred inside him. Doubt. Anger. Curiosity. 

“Look,”  Liam  muttered,  “I’ve  heard  promises  before.  From  people with power, from people with plans. None of them changed anything. Why should I trust you?” 

Rael tilted his head. “I’m not asking for trust. I’m offering a chance. Not  riches.  Not  shortcuts.  Just  a  path  —  the  kind  that  asks  for everything and gives back what truly matters.” 

Liam frowned. “Which is?” 

“Clarity,”  Rael  said.  “Discipline.  Purpose.  The  strength  to  move through fire without becoming it. And the respect that grows from the inside out — not handed to you by others, but earned through what you become.” 

His words hung in the air like the first drop of rain after a long drought.

Liam shifted. He looked around the room — at the cracked wall near the  kitchen,  the  broken  clock  that  hadn’t  ticked  in  weeks,  the untouched cup of tea on the counter. All symbols of a life frozen in place. 

“I don’t know if I’m ready,” he said quietly. 

“That,” Rael said, rising to his feet, “is exactly why you’re ready.” 

Liam looked at him, unsure if it was hope or fear rising in his chest. 

Rael  took  a  step  toward  the  door.  “Tomorrow.  Just  before  sunrise. There’s  an  old  courtyard  behind  the  train  yard.  If  you  come,  your training will begin. If not… I’ll leave you in peace.” 

He paused, hand on the doorknob. “One last thing, Liam.” 

Liam looked up. 

Rael’s voice softened. “You’re not broken. You’re buried. There’s a fire in you. And I know how to help you find it again.” 

Then he opened the door and disappeared into the night. 

Liam stood frozen for a long moment, the quiet returning like a heavy blanket. But something had shifted. 

The silence didn’t feel empty anymore.

It felt like the space before a decision  — the breath just before the leap. 

And in that moment, Liam knew: this was his chance. 

Not a promise. 

Not a rescue. 

But a road. 

And he was finally ready to walk it.




Chapter 6: The Master of Antiques

