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For the broken, the lost, and the forgotten.

May you find the light in your scars.








Preface

THE SYMPHONY OF THE CRAK 











Note to the listener/reader: this is not merely a book to read; it is an experience to sense. Expect colors in the margins of sound, textures in the spaces between words, and a world that does not sit still on the page.

For Michael, reality was never the flat grayscale promised by the sensible world. At eight years old he discovered a truth most adults manage to forget: the world vibrated and sang. Numbers had colors, voices carried textures, and the old radiator in his bedroom hummed a deep warm orange that felt like safety. That was his secret world  his sanctuary.

But the other world the one of black-and-white, of facts and figures demanded silence. His gift was renamed a glitch, his wonder refiled as a symptom. To win the prize of normality, he was taught to separate facts from feelings and to mistrust the voice that knew how to hear color.

This is the story of a monumental self-betrayal and of the long return. To be accepted, Michael kills the boy of color and light and builds the mask of Mike, the immaculate performer, the ghost in the machine. He excels where warmth goes to die: Wall Street. The song of the radiator is traded for the metronome of ambition; the inner cathedral becomes a golden cage.

Souls do not go quietly.

Sustaining the Gray Self exacts a price. The body begins to speak the truth the mind refuses: an ache that grows into pressure, pressure into pain, pain into a hairline crack on his forehead visible proof of an invisible war. The summit of success delivers not ecstasy but a single, annihilating question: What is the point?


What follows is a promise.

You will descend with Michael into The Void the winter of the soul where identity empties, where every borrowed story is stripped away. You will stand with him at The Bottom, where the earth is strangely soft and the first laugh of the cosmic joke breaks the silence: that freedom is not elsewhere; it is what remains when pretending ends. That wholeness is not achieved; it is remembered. That home is not a destination; it is the ground beneath every step.


Scars of Light is an immersive sensory memoir and an allegory of transformation. The crack that splits the concrete is the same crack that opens a life. The orange of a radiator and the emerald under an overpass are not decorations; they are coordinates to a truer map. This journey is Michael's, and it is your an invitation to abandon the efficient ghost and return to the untidy music of being human.

If you read with your ears and listen with your eyes, you may recognize the only truth worth living: your scars are not a source of shame they are where the light gets in.


Enter. Your symphony is waiting.

PARTIE I: THE BREAKING 

 ﻿ Chapter 1 

The Radiator’s Song








I was eight years old when I first realized the world had a secret language, a language that only I could hear. It wasn’t a language of words, but of colors and sounds, of textures and temperatures, a symphony of sensations that played out just beneath the surface of things. For me, the world didn’t just exist; it vibrated. It sang.

Our house in the quiet suburbs of Chicago was a treasure trove of these secret songs. The hum of the refrigerator was a cool, deep blue, a constant, reassuring presence in the kitchen. The clatter of my mother’s keys in the front door was a shower of bright, silver sparks, a sound that meant safety and warmth. The lawnmower on a Saturday morning was a jagged, green line, a sound that smelled of cut grass and gasoline.

But my favorite song, the one that held the most magic, was the song of the radiator in my bedroom. It was an old, cast-iron beast, a relic from a time when houses were built to last. In the winter, it would hiss and clank to life, a dragon waking from a long slumber. And as the hot water coursed through its iron veins, it would begin to sing.

It was a song of deep, warm orange. Not a flat, crayon orange, but a living, breathing color, the color of a sunset, of a bonfire, of a ripe persimmon. It was a color that had a taste, a taste of honey and cinnamon. It was a color that had a texture, the texture of warm, soft flannel. It was a color that had a feeling, the feeling of being held, of being safe, of being loved.

I would lie on the floor, my cheek pressed against the worn wooden planks, and listen to the radiator’s song for hours. I would close my eyes and let the orange wash over me, a tide of warmth and comfort. It was a secret world, a world where I was the sole inhabitant, the king of a kingdom of colors and sounds.

My parents, of course, knew nothing of this. They were good people, kind and loving, but they lived in a different world, a world of black and white, of facts and figures. My father was an engineer, a man who believed in logic and reason, a man who saw the world as a series of problems to be solved. My mother was a nurse, a woman who believed in science and medicine, a woman who saw the world as a collection of symptoms to be diagnosed.

They loved me, I knew that. But they didn’t understand me. They saw a quiet, introspective boy, a boy who preferred books to baseball, a boy who spent too much time alone in his room. They worried about me. They wanted me to be “normal.”

“Why don’t you go outside and play with the other kids, Michael?” my mother would ask, her voice a gentle, pastel pink, a color of concern and confusion.

“I’m fine, Mom,” I would say, my voice a small, tight knot of blue, a color of defensiveness and retreat.

How could I explain to them that I wasn’t alone? That I was in constant conversation with the world? That the world was a symphony, and I was its conductor? How could I explain that the radiator was more than just a piece of metal, that it was a friend, a confidant, a source of endless wonder?

I couldn’t. So I kept my secret world to myself. It was my treasure, my sanctuary, my one true home. It was a world where I was not strange, not different, not alone. It was a world where I was simply, and completely, myself.

One evening, my father came into my room to say goodnight. I was lying on the floor, my ear pressed against the radiator, listening to its orange song. He stood in the doorway for a moment, a tall, shadowy figure against the bright yellow of the hallway light. His presence was a deep, rumbling gray, a color of authority and unspoken expectations.

“What are you doing down there, sport?” he asked, his voice a straight, hard line of black, a color of practicality and impatience.

I sat up, my heart a small, frightened bird in my chest. “Just listening,” I said.

“Listening to what? The pipes?” He chuckled, a dry, rustling sound, the color of dead leaves. “You’re a strange kid, you know that?”

He didn’t mean it to be cruel. It was just a statement of fact, an observation from his world of logic and reason. But the words landed like stones in the quiet pool of my secret world. They sent ripples of shame and fear through me. Strange. Different. Wrong.

He came over and sat on the edge of my bed, the mattress groaning under his weight. He put his hand on my head, his touch a heavy, gray weight. “You need to spend more time with other kids, Michael. You need to learn how to fit in. It’s a tough world out there. You can’t just spend your life with your head in the clouds.”

I nodded, my eyes fixed on the floor. I wanted to tell him that my head wasn’t in the clouds, that it was in the heart of things, that I was more connected to the world than he could ever imagine. I wanted to tell him about the orange song of the radiator, about the blue hum of the refrigerator, about the silver sparks of my mother’s keys. I wanted to tell him that I wasn’t strange, that I was just…me.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t. The words were trapped in my throat, a tangled knot of blue and gray. So I just nodded, and he patted my head, and he left, closing the door behind him, leaving me alone in the dark with the dying embers of the radiator’s song.

That night, for the first time, the orange felt a little less warm, a little less bright. A new color had crept into my secret world, a cold, creeping gray, the color of my father’s words, the color of fear, the color of shame. It was the color of the world outside my door, the world where I was strange, where I was different, where I didn’t belong.

And as I lay in my bed, listening to the silence between the radiator’s clanks, a new feeling began to grow in my chest, a feeling that would become my constant companion for years to come. It was the feeling of being a secret, a secret that I had to keep, a secret that I had to protect, a secret that I had to become.

It was the beginning of the breaking. The first crack in the foundation of my world. A crack that would one day shatter everything I thought I knew about myself, and about the world. A crack that would one day, after years of darkness and pain, let the light in.


Chapter 2

Numbers Have Colors





School was a different kind of symphony, a chaotic orchestra of competing sounds and colors. The screech of the morning bell was a jagged, painful yellow. The drone of the fluorescent lights was a sickly, pale green. The endless chatter of thirty children was a muddy, confusing brown, a thick fog that made it hard to think.

But within that chaos, there was a secret order, a hidden logic that I clung to like a life raft. It was the world of numbers. For me, numbers weren’t just abstract symbols on a page. They were alive. They had personalities. They had colors.

One was a clean, bright white, the color of a fresh start, of a blank page. Two was a gentle, calming blue, the color of a clear sky, of a quiet lake. Three was a cheerful, sunny yellow, the color of a dandelion, of a baby chick. Four was a deep, forest green, the color of stability, of the earth. Five was a fiery, passionate red, the color of energy, of excitement, of danger.

And so it went, each number a unique and vibrant hue in the palette of my mind. They were my friends, my allies, my secret code for understanding the world. Math wasn’t a chore for me; it was an art form. I didn’t just solve equations; I created color compositions. Adding two and three wasn’t just a matter of arriving at five; it was a matter of blending blue and yellow to create a burst of red. It was beautiful. It was perfect. It made sense.

But my way of seeing numbers was not the school’s way. The school’s way was black and white, a world of right and wrong answers, of formulas and drills, of standardized tests and rigid expectations. It was a world that had no room for color, no room for poetry, no room for me.

My second-grade teacher was Mrs Davison. She was a woman in her late fifties, with a tight perm the color of steel wool and a voice that was a sharp, angular purple, the color of authority and impatience. She was a firm believer in the school’s way. She saw her job as molding young minds, of sanding off the rough edges, of turning us all into neat, identical little boxes.

One afternoon, she was teaching us multiplication. She stood at the front of the room, a piece of chalk in her hand, her purple voice cutting through the brown fog of the classroom. “Now, class,” she said, “what is three times four?”

I raised my hand, my heart a small, excited bird. I loved this question. Three times four was a beautiful equation. It was the cheerful, sunny yellow of three, repeated four times, creating a warm, golden glow. And the answer, twelve, was a perfect blend of the white of one and the blue of two, a color of calm and clarity.

“Yes, Michael?” Mrs Davison said, her purple voice tinged with a hint of surprise. I rarely spoke in class.

“It’s twelve,” I said, my voice a small, clear note of blue.

“That’s correct,” she said, a flicker of approval in her eyes. “And how did you get that answer?”

This was the part I loved. This was the part where I got to share the magic. “Well,” I began, “three is yellow, and when you have four yellows together, it makes a kind of warm, sunny feeling. And twelve is white and blue, which is a very calm and clear color, so it just feels right. It’s like the yellow wants to become the white and blue.”

The classroom went silent. The brown fog of chatter dissipated, replaced by a thick, heavy silence, the color of confusion and discomfort. I looked around at the faces of my classmates. They were staring at me, their expressions a mixture of bewilderment and amusement. A few of them snickered.

Mrs Davison’s face was a storm cloud of purple. The flicker of approval was gone, replaced by a deep, furrowed frown. “What are you talking about, Michael?” she said, her voice sharp and cold. “Numbers don’t have colors. They’re not feelings. They’re just numbers. Three times four is twelve because that’s the rule. That’s the fact. There’s no ‘feeling’ about it.”

Shame washed over me, a hot, sticky wave of red. I had done it again. I had revealed my secret world, and it had been met with ridicule and rejection. I had broken the cardinal rule: be normal. Fit in. Don’t be strange.

“I…I’m sorry,” I stammered, my voice a tangled knot of red and blue. “I just…that’s how I see it.”

“Well, you need to stop seeing it that way,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument. “You need to see it the right way. The way everyone else sees it. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my eyes fixed on my desk. I could feel the heat of thirty pairs of eyes on me, the weight of their judgment. I wanted to disappear, to shrink into a small, invisible ball, to retreat back into the safe, warm orange of my radiator’s song.

After class, Mrs Davison called me to her desk. The other children filed out, their whispers and giggles a trail of muddy brown behind them. I stood before her, my head bowed, my hands clenched into tight fists in my pockets.

“Michael,” she said, her voice a little softer now, a pale, lavender shade of concern. “I’m not trying to be mean. I’m trying to help you. This…this thing you do, this ‘seeing colors’…it’s not going to help you in life. It’s going to hold you back. You’re a smart boy. You have a good mind. But you need to learn to think in a straight line. You need to learn to separate facts from feelings. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

I nodded again, though I didn’t really understand. How could I separate facts from feelings when they were so intertwined? How could I un-see the colors of the numbers? It was like asking me to un-hear the sound of the bell, to un-smell the chalk dust in the air. It was a part of me.

“I want you to practice your multiplication tables tonight,” she said, handing me a worksheet. “Just the facts. No colors. No feelings. Just the numbers. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, Mrs Davison,” I said, my voice a flat, colorless gray.

I took the worksheet and walked home, the paper a dead weight in my hand. The world around me seemed to have lost its color. The blue of the sky was a little duller, the green of the trees a little faded. The symphony of the world had been replaced by a single, monotonous note, the note of failure, the note of shame.

That night, I sat at my desk, the worksheet spread out before me. 3 x 4 = 12. 5 x 6 = 30. 7 x 8 = 56. The numbers were just black marks on a white page, lifeless and cold. I tried to see them the way Mrs Davison wanted me to, as just facts, just rules. I tried to silence the colors, to ignore the feelings. I tried to think in a straight line.

But it was no use. The colors were still there, whispering to me from the corners of my mind. The fiery red of five, the deep green of six, the mysterious violet of seven. They were a part of me, a part of my world. And as I sat there, staring at the black and white worksheet, a new feeling began to grow in my chest, a feeling of defiance, a feeling of rebellion.

Maybe Mrs Davison was wrong. Maybe the world wasn’t black and white. Maybe my way of seeing things wasn’t wrong; it was just different. Maybe the secret language of colors and sounds wasn’t a weakness; maybe it was a strength. Maybe, just maybe, I wasn’t the one who was broken. Maybe the world was.

It was a small thought, a tiny spark of yellow in the vast, gray expanse of my fear and shame. But it was enough. It was a seed. A seed that would one day grow into a tree, a tree that would one day break through the concrete of the world’s expectations, a tree that would one day reach for the sky.

I didn’t finish the worksheet that night. Instead, I took out a box of crayons and a blank sheet of paper. And I began to draw. I drew the fiery red of five dancing with the deep green of six. I drew the mysterious violet of seven chasing the bright orange of eight. I drew the beautiful, colorful, vibrant world of numbers that lived inside my head.

It was a declaration of war. A quiet, colorful rebellion against the black and white world that was trying to crush me. It was a promise to myself, a promise to never let anyone, not even Mrs Davison, steal my colors. A promise to keep my secret world safe, no matter what the cost.

It was a promise that would shape the rest of my life. A promise that would lead me down a long and lonely road, a road of hiding and pretending, of building walls and wearing masks. A road that would ultimately lead me to a place of profound darkness and despair. But it was also a promise that would, in the end, save me. It was the promise of the light, a light that was waiting for me at the end of the long, dark tunnel of my life, a light that was hidden in the heart of my deepest wounds, my most painful scars.
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