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Dedication
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To those who carry quiet questions beneath their ribs—

May you find in these pages not an answer, but a mirror.

And to the wanderers who no longer seek the end of the path—

Only a place to sit, and listen, and begin again.
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Prologue: The Man Who Waits
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The city never really sleeps.

But in its quietest hours—when the neon signs hum without shouting and the streets remember how to breathe—there is a man who waits.

He sits beneath a flickering street lamp, hands folded in his lap like a monk at an altar no one recognizes. He does not beg. He does not interrupt. He is simply there.

And one night, when the ache inside me grew too loud to ignore, I sat beside him.

Not expecting wisdom.

Not expecting change.

Just wondering why he wasn’t moving.

He did not look at me.

He only spoke.

"There are things you believe that are killing you."

The words landed like embers on dry wood.

"And seven of them must break before you remember how to live."

I could have laughed. But something about the way he said it—the certainty, the quiet gravity—made laughter impossible.

I didn’t know then that this was the beginning.

That truth isn’t something you find.

It is something that finds you—if you’re willing to sit long enough beside it.
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Chapter 1: The First Meeting 

A City That Never Stops
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Serge Vasquez had spent years mastering the art of ignoring the city’s chaos.

The neon-lit streets were restless—filled with movement, voices overlapping, traffic groaning under the weight of impatience. The pulse of urban life had become a hum he no longer heard, a rhythm that barely touched him anymore.

He walked without thinking, one step blending into the next. Work. Deadlines. Missed calls. Obligations. The world had become predictable, routine. And yet, somewhere beneath his skin, something had changed.

There was unrest inside him. A quiet tension. A feeling that something was coming, though he couldn’t name what.

Then, as he turned the corner near a dimly lit 7-Eleven, he saw him.

The Beggar in the Shadows

The old beggar sat curled against the brick wall, hunched within the folds of a tattered coat, his presence almost swallowed by the night.
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