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  Preface




Watcher was written in a time when everything around me—and within me—was coming undone. I was tired of living alone in my head, surrounded by noise that mistook opinion for understanding. These pages are not conclusions but glimpses through my lens, shaped by years of questioning and quiet observation. They are fragments of a lifelong attempt to see clearly, to make sense of what moves beneath thought, belief, and suffering. What follows is not an answer, but a mirror.








Fiction lets the truth walk into the room without everyone turning away.

It dresses what is unbearable in a shape the mind can hold.








  
  
  THE SLIGHT DEFECT

  
  




Tilted Floor




He was born with a slight defect. It was not visible. Not clinical. A tilt in the floor under everything. He learned to stand. The floor didn’t.




People said precocious, quiet, old soul. He learned the alphabet of compliments that mean: please don’t change the furniture.




Other kids played. He stood nearby and timed the laughter. Three seconds if someone starts it. Two if the funny person does. One if the teacher watches.




He took apart a clock and put it back with the tick louder. He liked it that way. Noise that admits itself.




He asked his mother why adults ask for honesty and then frown. She said, because honesty hurts. He said, then stop asking. She folded a towel for the fourth time. It was already square.




The therapist had soft lamps and plants that looked like fake sincerity. “How do you feel about friends?” He said, like I’m renting a costume I can’t return. She nodded like a metronome. “Let’s talk about coping.” He never went back. Not offended. Just done.




At school a boy cheated. The room shrugged. He was late once and got a check on the board. He asked, why is being late worse than being false. The teacher said, because late stops the class. He said, false stops reality. The class laughed. He went to silent lunch. The food made no sound.




He watched a girl tell her friend “love you” without looking up. The word bounced off her phone and died under the table.




He felt too much and exactly. A cricket died on the windowsill and he thought about its last confused movement until morning. The bully shoved a smaller boy and he felt both throats. The small boy’s heat. The bully’s father’s shadow on a Sunday wall. Empathy didn’t help. It made knives dull, not gone.




He wanted sex before he knew the word. Body first, sentence later. He knew what it was for: forgetting separateness. It worked and didn’t. He kissed a girl behind a metal door and counted her heartbeat in her neck, then hated that he counted it. Later she texted a smile and he stared at the dots typing, typing, deleting. He wanted a room where the body wasn’t pretending to be language. He wanted both. It made him hungry and unserved.




He judged. He knew he judged. He thought judgment is just choosing what to keep. Without choosing you keep everything, which is the same as nothing. He held that and also held the other thing: on the scale that melts names, everything is equal ash. Both were true and useless in the hallway between third and fourth period.




His father watched a show where a man hurt a woman. “Monster,” his father said. He nodded. Also, he saw the boy the man used to be and the room that pressed him into a shape. Not excuse. Blueprint. His chest knew the woman first. His head knew the mold after. The two truths stepped on each other and kept walking.




He learned to mirror. People liked him for a week. Then someone said he felt like being watched by a person not quite human. He thought: correct. He kept the thought.




He likes materials. Glass that stays cold. Metal that admits its temperature. The kitchen sink makes an honest sound. He pressed his forehead to the window in winter and liked the sting. Reality that doesn’t apologize feels like a hand.




He tried prayer without god. He held his breath until the edge and asked the room to say anything back. The room hummed like a refrigerator. A reliable machine. He was grateful for refrigerators.




He wrote sentences the way some people stack coins. He put one line under only the ones that didn’t lie. One line only. Rules organize hunger.




Lunch. A teacher says, “Consent is simple.” He thinks, the simple part is the poster. The complicated part is the rent. He says nothing. He can see the yes that is really a no that is really a please don’t leave me alone in the cold again. He chews and swallows because he must.




He saw a man at the bus stop shake his hands like they were dirty with invisible work. The man said to the air, “She makes me do it.” Streetlight buzzing, bus late, everyone looking away like a chore. He wanted to lift the whole street into a different angle. He put his hands in his pockets instead and counted the holes in the bench. There were eight.




He kept failing at being normal and succeeding at being unbroken. It looked the same from outside.




He learned a sentence from a documentary. Harmony is more important than justice. The sentence sat under the tongue like a splinter he did not want to remove. He noticed it everywhere. The group smiles at the liar if the liar keeps the music going. They punish the drum that hits off beat even if the beat is true.




He stopped fighting the sentence. He started measuring it. When did harmony save, when did it rot. He made a column in a notebook. Save on the left. Rot on the right. The right side filled faster.




A small thing: his mother crying at a movie where the man says sorry too late. He paused it. “He meant it at the end,” she said. He said, he meant it when it hurt him. She said, you’re cruel. He thought, I’m accurate. He pressed play. The movie forgave the man. The couch forgave the room.




He thinks in corridors. Two doors open at once. He won’t shut one just to make the hallway quiet. People hate that. They want a room. He wants the building.




He noticed how kindness can be a leash. “Be yourself” means “be the version we can carry without breaking our backs.” He tried being himself and needed fewer people. It was efficient.




He is hypersexual and bored by sex. Wants and watches at the same time. Body says now. Mind says what is this for. Both voices are his, neither loud enough to win. He touches and stops. He apologizes and does not explain. There is not a sentence for “I need the floor to stop tilting before I can stand inside you.”




He doesn’t believe in better, only in accurate. Better changes with weather. Accurate stays when the power goes out.




He tried silence. It amplified the fan. He tried noise. It amplified the silence behind it. He tried friends. They asked him to choose a side in their breakups, their beliefs, their jokes. He couldn’t. He could see the wound in both and the part of the wound that wore teeth. He held his tongue and carried both home like wet coats.




He wrote: No one chooses to be bad. They choose the next step in a hallway that was already built. Build different hallways. The sentence looked like a poster. He hated it. He kept it.




He practiced kindness as subtraction. Remove one unneeded sentence from a room and see if it breathes. It worked sometimes. Other times the room wanted the sentence back because it covered a draft.




He loved his parents in the slow way you love a roof. It leaks, you put a bowl down, you move the bed, you say it’s fine. He watched them choose harmony over truth and survive. He watched truth sit in a chair by the door with its coat on.




He discovered a small rule: if telling the truth will make a person more alone than they can carry, wait. If waiting makes you lie to yourself, leave. He left often by staying quiet.




He does not like gods. He respects thermodynamics. Things cool if left alone. He is left alone often. He wears a jacket.




He keeps a single photo of himself as a child on a swing. His hands are white with grip. The chain bites. He’s smiling like it hurts. Joy that requires that much holding on is training for later.




He has a defect in the wiring where other people have fog. He sees edges too sharp and can’t sand them down without bleeding. He hates that this sentence makes him sound superior. He is not superior. He is crowded.




He will not choose a team he can see through. He will also not pretend both teams are the same. He will say: you are both right and both ruining it. He will be asked to leave.




He wants coherence more than approval, food, sex, weather relief. Coherence is the trap. He knows. He reaches for it anyway, like a man sticking his hand into the same drawer that bites him because the knife belongs there.




At night, the fan turns, the house clicks, the neighbor coughs. Honest sounds. He lists them until sleep. Tick, click, cough, breath. He forgives the day for tilting. He forgives himself for standing funny.




He won’t stop looking. He won’t stop loving what he cannot fix. He won’t be cured. He will be precise.




He sleeps. The tilt stays. Morning will be there. The floor, same. He won’t fix it. He will walk anyway.







Masks Start Early

Morning again. Same floor. Same tilt.




He learned the mask by accident. You copy the angle, you’re invited. You keep it too long, you get lost. He preferred lost to invited, most days.




Hallway. Teeth smiles. Eyes clocked out. He nodded the way nods are supposed to sound. People relaxed. He wrote that down. Relax = believed.




Mouths say “we should hang.” Calendars never move. He watched the sentence evaporate mid-air like hot water in winter.




He kept the ledger open in his pocket. Save. Rot. He added small entries with a dull pencil. He liked when the point broke. It told the truth about pressure.




Health class again. The poster did its job. CONSENT IS SIMPLE. ASK. LISTEN. RESPECT. He believed it and didn’t. The teacher said, “No means no.” He thought about the trained yes, the winter yes, the hungry yes. He thought about the boy who can’t read a room because the room’s never read him. He said nothing. He ate an apple too fast and his gums bled. That felt closer to education.




A friend asked him to take a side in a break-up. “She’s manipulative.” Another said, “He’s cold.” Both true, wrong shape. He said, “You are both scared.” They said, “Pick.” He said, “No.” He lost both. The day got simpler and heavier.












