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    DedicationTo everyone silently battling the noise in their minds—the students, the seekers, the believers, the doubters.To those who have felt afraid of their own thoughts, and to those who've been misunderstood, shamed, or dismissed—this book is for you.

And to the courageous ones who continue to show up each day despite the struggle—you are seen, you are not alone, and healing is possible.
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Introduction: When the Mind Won’t Keep Quiet
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“I’ve been dealing with OCD since high school...”

It often starts silently—like a whisper in the mind, subtle and strange. You don’t know what it is at first. You just know something feels off. For me, it began in high school.

Some church songs—especially those sung in Pentecostal churches—would trigger something deep inside me. While hymns and most choir songs were peaceful, certain lyrics with even the slightest suggestion of sensuality would disturb me. The words weren’t wrong or sinful, yet something inside me reacted with overwhelming discomfort. I would begin to experience thoughts I didn’t want—thoughts I couldn’t shake off—until the song ended.

Other types of music affected me too—particularly secular songs in local languages. The artist may not have intended anything inappropriate, but my mind twisted the lyrics, giving them a sexual spin that was never there. That unintended twist would become a trigger. I’d struggle through the song, my thoughts racing, my spirit uneasy.

Later, the triggers spread. Religious images or drawings, though innocent and often beautiful, would unsettle me. Intrusive thoughts would push their way into my mind—uninvited and unrelenting. I tried to ignore them. I prayed harder. I wrestled silently.

The thoughts didn’t stop there. They began to touch on subjects I never wanted to think about. I started having intrusive thoughts related to homosexuality—thoughts that clashed sharply with my beliefs and left me feeling ashamed and confused. I didn’t choose them. I didn’t want them. But they came anyway, again and again. I’m obviously straight, and I don’t struggle with my orientation. What bothered me most was my strong inner reaction to homosexuality, as practiced by others. The fact that I had such thoughts at all deeply disturbed me—even when they didn’t reflect who I am or what I believe. There were also other types of intrusive sexual thoughts—very different from normal desires—that deeply troubled my mind. I hesitate to describe them further, fearing they might stir up the very torment I’ve fought so hard to quiet.

At one point, even numbers took on a strange significance. I became obsessed with 3, 7, and 12—numbers often tied to spiritual meaning. I would try to group things in fives or twelves in my diary, feeling like there was some sacred pattern I had to follow. But it wasn’t meaningful; it was exhausting. Imagine trying to organize your thoughts or your words by force—like cramming peace into a mathematical formula.

And then there was prayer. What used to be my lifeline to God slowly turned into a mental trap. I’d find myself repeating morning prayers out of fear—fear that something bad might happen if I didn’t get the words exactly right. Before boarding a vehicle, I’d pray over and over again, terrified that skipping a prayer might lead to an accident. I still believe in prayer. I still value it. But when it became more about avoiding punishment than connecting with God, I knew something wasn’t right.

All I wanted was peace.

All I wanted was clarity.

But my mind wouldn’t let me rest.



Why This Story Matters

Many people think of Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder (OCD) as something obvious: repeated handwashing, constant cleaning, organizing things by color or size. And yes, that is one face of OCD—but it is only one.

There is another face of OCD. A hidden one. A version that takes place entirely inside the mind, where no one else can see it.

People suffering from this type of OCD may look “fine” on the outside. They go to school. They go to work. They smile. But inside, they are waging a war against a flood of thoughts they didn’t ask for—and don’t want.
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