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    For the broken ones, the searching souls, and the silent rebels who still choose to fight.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Sometimes the loudest wars are fought in silence — within.

      

    


Me to Myself: Who?

A soul’s quiet rebellion: Are you living fully, fading silently, or already a ghost — breathing, but gone?

— Lucifer



​About the Writer...

I’M NOT A WRITER.

I’m a survivor.

So if something here doesn’t make sense — or lacks poetry or polish — forgive me.

This isn’t a story. It’s a collection of moments... events... battles that the conscious mind keeps fighting, even when no one sees.

Some are loud. Some are silent. Most are invisible — but heavy inside.

I didn’t write this to sound wise. I wrote this to stay alive. To speak to those who feel but can’t explain.

If even one page here says something you were never able to — this book has already done its job.

— Lucifer

​Don’t Miss the Prologue

BEFORE YOU STEP INTO the first chapter, let me be clear. I’m not writing this from a place of peace. I’m not healed, not stable, not even okay. I’m broke, financially drained, and the girl I loved with everything in me is now engaged to someone else. With my family, I’m not understood — their words still cut deeper each day. Nothing feels good anymore, and most nights I catch myself wondering: If this is who I’ve become, what’s the point of going on?

Life doesn’t feel like it’s getting better; it feels heavier with each passing day. So no—this isn’t coming from a healed version of me. It’s coming from someone broken, someone who still chooses to speak despite the weight. If you happen to be in a similar place, I don’t want these words to read like advice. I want them to feel like a hand reaching out in the dark, a reminder that we’re not as alone as we think.

— Lucifer
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​Chapter 1 — The Performance of Being
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Impressing or Expressing, Ever wondered — are these opposites?

Or just a matter of perspective?

Let’s test it.

Can you recall a moment when you made someone else smile?

Might’ve been yesterday. Easy, right?

Now — can you recall a moment when you made yourself smile?

A little harder, isn’t it?

Here’s the trap:

If you go around making others smile too often, you’re called an attention seeker.

If you try making yourself smile — suddenly, you're selfish.

Haha...

Funny how this world flips your intentions depending on who benefits.

We’ve been conditioned to be either pleasers or isolators.

Too much expression — you’re loud, immature.

Too much silence — you’re cold, arrogant.

But what if neither is wrong?

What if the true rebellion... is balance?

But no one teaches us how to balance.

We're either too loud for the room — or too silent for ourselves.

There’s this invisible scale we all carry.

On one side: people’s expectations.

On the other: your own inner voice.

And most of the time, we’re tipping that scale for them — not us.

Why?

Because being liked feels safer than being misunderstood.

So we smile when we want to cry.

We say "I’m fine" when we’re falling apart.

We laugh at jokes that hurt.

We agree with things that kill a little bit of us inside.

And we get so damn good at performing,

that we forget —

We were never casted in this play.

But here’s the catch:

The longer you play a role,

the harder it becomes to return to your real face.

You start measuring your worth by how others react to you.

You start thinking your silence is weakness,

your softness is a flaw,

Your sadness is something to hide.

And worst of all?

You stop checking in with yourself.

Because checking in hurts.

Because it reminds you —

that you're not okay...

and haven’t been for a while.

Let’s pause here.

Take a breath.

Ask yourself —

"When was the last time I asked myself, 'How am I doing?'

Not just physically. Not professionally.

But emotionally. Mentally.

Truthfully.

Scary, right?

Because once you ask that,

you might uncover a lot of things you’ve been trying to outrun.

But that’s exactly why you’re here.

To stop running.

To start listening — to yourself.

So one day, I sat with myself.

Just 15 minutes.

No phone. No music. No distractions.

Just... me and my thoughts.

And I asked myself something brutally simple:

"Is the life I’m living a tragedy or a comedy?"

Because honestly — I’ve mastered the art of smiling through every damn thing.

Lost money? Smile.

Lost love? Smile.

Disrespected? Smile.

Broken inside? Smile.

Always telling myself,

“It’ll be fine... next month. After this project. After this phase.”

But that “next time” hasn’t come in years.

So I asked again:

"What am I doing wrong?"

Blank.

Silence.

No answer.

Then I flipped the question:

"What am I doing right?"

And suddenly — there was a flood.


●  Taking care of family.




●  Carrying responsibilities silently for years.




●  Putting effort — real effort — into the girl I loved the most.




●  Doing whatever little I could to hold the household together.




●  Staying honest in work even when it wasn’t noticed or appreciated.




●  Choosing sacrifice over shortcuts.






So much “right.”

And then — it hit me.

That RIGHT... was my biggest WRONG.

I was killing myself... doing the “right” things.

Right for them.

Right for society.

Right for expectations.

But wrong for my own soul.

I was there for everyone.

But no one — not even me — was there for me.

My family loves me —

I know that.

They care in their own way.

But they’ve never understood me.

Sometimes I sit there, just hoping someone will ask,

“How are you holding up?”

“Is something bothering you?”

“Do you want to talk?”

But instead — the question I hear most often is:

“When will the salary come?”

Again.

And again.

Yes, they handle the household.

Yes, they’re doing their part.

But is "when will the salary come" really the only question that matters?

Is my worth now tied to a transaction date?

Because honestly, I feel like a money-making machine.

Not a person.

Not a son.

Not someone who’s breaking silently inside.

Just a wallet with a heartbeat —

Only noticed when the salary walks in.

And even when I do open up — even a little —

It feels like too much for them to process.

So I stopped.

I started hiding things.

And they started assuming everything was fine.

Truth is — everything is not fine.

Not even close.

––––––––
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AND GOD FORBID — IF I hand over a little less money than usual...

Suddenly, the whole world’s taunts start ringing in my ears.

It’s like every word is a sword,

sharp enough to pierce through the little pieces I’ve taped back together.

Yes — I made a mistake.

I have a debt.

A huge one.

I admit that.

But do I deserve to be reminded of it like it’s the only thing that defines me?

Sometimes I feel like this family behaves as if they’re doing me a huge favor

by letting me live, by allowing me to work,

by tolerating my presence.

What they don’t know is:

I don’t say a single word.

I keep my mouth shut.

They have no idea what I face the moment I step out of the house.

The pressure.

The judgment.

The survival.

The constant pretending.

Because again...

Saying the truth makes me the bad guy.

So I stay quiet.

And burn.

I’ve learned something dangerous about silence —

it doesn’t just keep peace outside,

it slowly murders peace inside.

When you stay quiet long enough,

your mind starts talking to you in two voices.

One voice says:

"You’re strong. You’re carrying everyone. Keep going."

The other whispers:

"You’re invisible. You’re replaceable. Stop fooling yourself."

And the worst part?

Some days I don’t even know which voice is mine.

When I’m with my family, I smile.

When I’m alone, I rehearse conversations that will never happen.

When I sleep, my dreams look like unfinished drafts of a life I thought I’d have by now.

Every day I ask myself:

"Am I living for them, for me... or for nothing at all?"

Some days, the weight of existence feels heavier than the world itself. You stand in the middle of life’s battlefield, not with swords and shields, but with your bare spirit—torn, yet unbroken.

It’s in those moments you realize war is not always with the outside world. No, the real war lives inside your head—the whispers, the doubts, the sharp words of others that somehow cut deeper than steel. They say people break when they are hurt enough, but I’ve seen something stranger—people breaking even when they are loved, people betraying even when they are trusted.

And me? I’ve stood in the fire. I’ve watched masks fall off faces I once believed in. I’ve been the fool who thought loyalty was a two-way street, only to find out it’s often just a dead end.

But after all of this, there is a voice inside me—arrogant, maybe, or maybe it’s just the last bit of defiance left in my soul. It says: “Remember who you are. These snakes—small snakes—their bites can’t even tickle you. You are seen as a threat even in your lowest moments. Those who wish to destroy you? Even in your hardest times, they fear to strike you.”

That voice is not always kind, but it is always honest. It reminds me that no matter how low I sink, my very existence can still shake the ground beneath those who try to bury me.

People think survival is about avoiding pain. I’ve learned it’s about carrying it—like a scarred armor, like a reminder that the blows didn’t kill you. You might be bleeding, but you’re still walking. You might be hated, envied, or misunderstood, but that means you’re still dangerous to someone’s comfort.

And maybe, just maybe, that’s the point.

It’s strange, isn’t it? That even at your weakest, some people see a version of you so powerful that it haunts them. That tells me something — the war I’m fighting isn’t just out there. It’s inside me.

And if I lose that war within, then nothing else matters.

This is where my journey begins — not with victory, not with glory, but with a quiet decision: I will not break.

Now, turn the page. Chapter 2 is where the shadows start to speak back.

​

​

​
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​Chapter 2 — The Yellow Spunch Smiley Ball
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Ever seen the yellow ball with a smiling face?

You can crush it in your palm, twist it until its skin creases, or slam it against the floor again and again—yet it always bounces back, wearing that same painted grin.

It’s not joy.

It’s not hope.

It’s an imprint that was burned into it long ago, a command it never asked for: Always smile.

No one wonders what’s inside.

No one thinks about the hollowness beneath that rubber shell. They just see the grin and assume it’s happy—because people don’t look past the surface unless they have to.

You can suffocate it with your hand. You can drown it in silence. You can leave it in the cold for years. It will never frown.

Not because it’s strong—

but because it’s not allowed to.

But don’t mistake that smile for forgiveness.

It remembers every hand that bruised it.

It simply learned how to wear its wounds inside.

Psychologists call it smile-mask syndrome—a long-term practice of forcing a smile even through pain. The cost isn’t just worn muscles or aching bones; it’s broken hearts and faded souls.

We smile to shield. We smile to spare others. We smile because smiling is expected—polite, presentable, acceptable. But every forced grin steals a bit more of us away. We don’t hide the cracks—they become us.

That yellow ball — that ridiculous plastic grin — I see it everywhere inside me.

But it isn’t a toy anymore.

It’s my shadow.

The thing about shadows is this: people think they’re harmless, just an absence of light. But shadows remember. They cling, they follow, they stretch themselves long in silence when the sun is low. You can’t wash them off. You can’t bury them under your skin. And the cruelest truth? They know you better than anyone else ever could.

When the world treats me like a punching bag, when friends turn into snakes, when family counts my worth in salaries and dates — my shadow doesn’t flinch. It doesn’t comfort me either. It just stands there... grinning. Like that yellow smiley ball, still smiling even when I am on the floor, beaten and gasping.

That grin is not kindness. It’s a reminder.

A whisper: “Remember who you are. These small snakes’ bites can’t even tickle you. You are feared even in your lowest. They won’t dare strike when you’re at your hardest. Their silence is their fear.”

And the haunting thing?

That shadow — that smiling ball — isn’t separate from me. It is me. The raw self stripped of masks, stripped of pretenses, stripped of the world’s definitions. It’s the part of me I cannot destroy, the part that cannot die.

You can call it resilience. You can call it arrogance. Or maybe it’s just survival. But I know this: while the world forgets me, dismisses me, underestimates me — my shadow never does. It waits. It smiles. It reminds me that I am still here, still breathing, still unbroken.

And maybe that’s the scariest truth of all —

that even if I lose everything, even if no one understands me, even if I stand completely alone,

I still have this shadow

I think about my life and the invisible script I’m forced to act on. Wake up, wear the mask, perform. Work, earn, pay. Smile, nod, pretend. Every blow that comes at me—from family expectations, colleagues’ hidden stabs, society’s pressure—lands like a fist pressing deep into my chest. Yet, like that yellow ball, I bounce back, carrying the same blank smile.

But here’s the difference: the ball doesn’t feel. I do.

Every smile of mine is stitched over wounds. Every laugh covers screams. The world sees the bounce, not the cracks inside.

Sometimes, I wonder if I’m just like that ball, but instead of plastic, I’m made of shadows.

My inner shadow never leaves. It walks with me. When I’m standing in a crowded room laughing, it whispers, “They don’t see you. They see what they need from you.” When my salary gets delayed and the household tension rises, the shadow reminds me, “They love the provider, not the person.”

My shadow is cruel but honest.

It knows I’m not just living—I’m being tested. Every time the world stomps me into the dirt, the shadow says, “Stay down if you want. Or bounce back and remind them who you are.”

I still remember one evening when I came home late, exhausted from work. My head was spinning, my chest heavy, yet before I could even sit, the first question fired at me was—

“When is the salary coming?”

Not “How are you?” Not “Did you eat?”

Just the reminder of my role: the machine.

That night, I locked myself in my room. I stared at the ceiling, wondering if this was all my life was—a cycle of being squeezed like that yellow smiley ball until nothing but pressure defined me. But then, in that silence, my shadow whispered:

“Look at you. Even crushed, you still exist. Even forgotten, you still breathe. Even hated, you’re still feared. That is why they keep pressing—you’re stronger than you look.”

And for the first time, I believed it.

The smiley ball isn’t just resilience.

It’s survival.

It’s the reminder that life will beat you down, but as long as you keep that silent grin—whether real or fake—you control the narrative. The world hates it when you don’t break.

Maybe that’s why my shadow stays with me. It’s not my enemy—it’s my armor. It holds the scars, the bruises, the reminders. And it teaches me this:

You don’t have to forget.

You don’t even have to forgive.

But shadows don’t stay quiet forever. They remember.

The more I live, the more I see: the yellow ball isn’t resilience, it’s erasure. The world doesn’t want to see your scars; it wants the bounce. Your pain doesn’t disturb them—as long as you keep the smile.

But my shadow—my only honest witness—refuses to let me disappear.

It tells me, “Every smile you fake, I’ll store the truth. Every betrayal, every silence, every wound—I’ll carry them for you until you’re ready to stop bouncing and start breaking them instead.”

So maybe that’s the difference between me and that yellow ball.

The ball forgets.

I don’t.

There was a night which I will never forget

Not because it was special, but because it was ordinary—too ordinary.

I dropped my bag in the corner and sat on the floor instead of the chair. I didn’t even turn on the light.

The room felt darker than usual. Or maybe it was me.

I saw the yellow ball lying in the corner—the same one I used to squeeze absentmindedly at work. I picked it up, pressed it hard, harder, until its smile almost folded into a grimace. Then I slammed it against the wall. Once. Twice. A third time. Watching it bounce back, still smiling. Always smiling.

That’s when something inside me cracked.

I wasn’t angry at the ball.

I was angry at myself.

Because I realized—I was the ball. Always bouncing back no matter how hard life slammed me. Always smiling, even when the bounce was breaking my bones inside.

I remember whispering into the dark: “Why am I still smiling? For who?”

No answer came from the ceiling. No answer came from God. The only answer came from the shadow that stretched long across the wall, watching me slam that yellow ball into the dust.

It said, quietly but clearly:

“Stop. You’re not a toy. You’re not their smile machine. Let yourself break.”

And for a few minutes, I did.

I let myself break.

I sat there in the dark, tears rolling, chest shuddering, no smile to save me. It was ugly. It was raw. But it was real. For the first time in a long time—I wasn’t bouncing. I wasn’t performing. I was just... myself.

That night didn’t fix me. It didn’t heal me. But it planted something.

The knowledge that maybe the shadow wasn’t my enemy. Maybe it was the only part of me that wanted me alive—not bouncing, not smiling, not forgotten. Alive.

From that point on, the smile turned into a permanent scar.

Not literally, of course. The cheap paint was still there, curved like a grin. But when I looked at it, I didn’t see a smile anymore. I saw a scar.

It had been slammed too many times, squeezed too hard, thrown into too many corners. The softness that made it harmless was gone. What remained was something rougher. Solid. Almost... steel.

And here’s the shift: steel doesn’t bounce.

It doesn’t absorb your pain quietly.

It returns it.

The ball wasn’t forgiving anymore. It wasn’t a clown you could laugh at, throw around, and expect to grin back. It had become a mirror of my shadow. Hard. Cold. Honest. It no longer pretended to smile through everything. It stared back at me with the same sharp edge I had been denying inside myself.

And strangely, that felt more real.

Because people love you when you’re soft. When you smile, forgive, endure.

But when you stop smiling—when you turn steel—they call you changed. They call you distant.

But no—this is not distance. This is closeness to the truth.

Steel doesn’t bend to make others comfortable.

Steel cuts.

And if you’ve hurt it once, it will hurt you twice as much.

I realized then that maybe life isn’t about being endlessly elastic, endlessly forgiving like that sponge ball. Maybe the real survival is in becoming steel—raw, rough, unpolished. Not smiling anymore. Not bouncing anymore. But standing there, heavy, unmoving, unbreakable.

For years, I thought strength was in smiling through the pain. But that’s weakness dressed up as politeness.

Real strength is in letting the world know: “I don’t smile for you anymore. If you push me now, I’ll push back harder. If you break me, I’ll cut you twice.”

And when that thought settled in me, I finally saw it—the smiley ball wasn’t a toy anymore.

It had grown teeth.

That little yellow ball was never really about smiles. It was about shadows. About how much pain can be buried behind a grin, how long you can pretend softness is strength, and how one day, all that hidden weight hardens into something else entirely.

The shadow in me had been waiting for this moment all along. Waiting for me to stop lying to myself. To stop bouncing for others. To stop apologizing for my own scars.

And when I finally let it speak, it didn’t sound like a laugh or a smile. It sounded like steel grinding against steel. Honest. Heavy. Unbreakable.

So no — the ball doesn’t smile anymore. It stares back at me with the truth:

You don’t need to be soft to survive.

You don’t need to bounce to prove you’re alive.

You don’t need to smile when you’re breaking inside.

Sometimes the strongest thing you can do is stop pretending.

Sometimes the shadow is the real you.

And when the fake smile finally dies, the steel is born.

The smiley ball was easy to control. Steel isn’t. Steel doesn’t ask to be loved. It doesn’t beg to be understood. It simply exists — unbothered, undeniable, and unwilling to be reshaped for someone else’s comfort.

And maybe that’s what freedom actually looks like. Not screaming. Not burning bridges. Not proving your worth again and again. Just treating people as they treat you, without apology, without mask, without excess.

That’s where I am now. Raw. Rough. Real.

Soon after, I realized the ball was gone. The endless smiling face, the forced resilience, the circus of pretending — it had all burned away. What was left was not a toy, not even a mask, but a shadow pressed into steel. And once you touch steel, you can’t bend it back into rubber.
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